
liiiiMiMiHiiMi ,,m,t„„mti„^^^









Cv^

v:^

'^^

? 1H

^y iVX

^-x^

f»-3

V:?^
irM

Vi ^MrM IBistcllnnit

OF

LITEEATDRE, ART, SCIENCE, & POPULAR INEORMATION.

V

.[>
i.

Lv>s>

t^

^W
VOLUME IIL

JULY TO DECEMBER, 1860.

'-^/ C^^

LONDON :

BRADBURY & EVANS, 11, BOUVERIE STREET.

[Th . RhM of translatinr, Articles from
" Once a Week" i.5 reserved by the Aifihors^

fH'

jtvai*f- rft>



\^

LONDON

BRADEURY AND EVANS, PRINTEKS, WHITEFRIAKS.



Adventures with a
Russia

Agreeable Monk, The
Aimless
Ariiata

Armoiired Ships
Assize Iiitelhgeiioe
At Night .

Artist, The
Art lu Ivory
Auroras . . .

PAGB

Passport in
5S0
300

437
458

390, 494, 631
. 14(5, 232

iO-2

370
Kil

3S0

Bakf.r, The 540
Balhion, U|i in a . . . . 178
Barlow Brothers' Books . . 4(J7

Bee HI the Bonnet, The
Beech Tree, i he . . . . 388
Bells, Notes on .... 707

Betrayed, The 154
Black Venn 6K-2

Brilamiia's Smelling Bottle . . 6(35

Camberwell Assemblies, Beauties
of 4,';9

Casket of Rings, A . . . . 523
Christian Names . . . . 852
fhri: tmas, Puttnig up the . . T22
Christmas, Sam Btntley's . 680, 710
College of Surgeons, The . . . 623
Contrasts ...... 84

Dark Gordon's Bride . . . 238
Defences, Our Second Line of, 544, (iOO

Diamond Ring. Wanted a . . 210
Druses of Lebanon, The . . . 119

Elephants, Essex
ElHe Meadows....
Eltham Palace ....
Emigrant Artist. The .

EugUtnd's Lost Ground
Essentials of Armoured Ships
Essex Elepliants
Evan Harrington ; or. He Would
be a Gentleman, 1, 29, 57, 85,
113, 141, 169, 197, 225, 253, 281,
3 9, 337 365, 39i, 4 1.

Exeter, How I got Shaved at.

53
303
400
000
187
6:tl

53

637

Fair and False
Famo:;,s City of Prague, The .

Faiistan and Fatima .

. 710

579, 060
. 377

PAGE
Few Words on Steam Navigation, .\ 331

Finding of the Srviour in the

'I'euiple, I he . . . . 64
Fins and Wings of War-Ships, The 4m4
First Love 322
First Love and tl.e Last, The . . 26
Flemisl. Town, An Old . . .463
For Hong Kong, care of Ah Leen
and Co

, this Side Up . . C39
For Valour 5

France, Vineyards of . . .44

GAMBof Life, The . . .118
Glow-worm, The . . . . 578

(Jo.ssip about Organs, A . . 684
Governess, The . ....
Great Guns and Arniou:ed War-

Shii)S 396

Gri.up of Graves, A . . . . 272

Head of Hair for Sale, A . .519
Herr>erts of Elfdale, The 449, 477, 50
His Hand up'-n tlie Latch . . 008
How 1 got Snaved in Exeter . . .7

How Some People get on in London 9
Huntcrian .Museum at the College
of Surgeons, The . . . . C23

Iceberg, The . . . 407, 431
India-Uubtier Artist, The . . . •:39

Ireland, Night Adventure in . . 374
Iron W.-.sk, The Man in the . . 242
Is the Yellow .Jack at Shorucliffe? -23r>

I've Lost My Heart . . .190

jAPANE>iE Fragments, 33, 110, 157,

2ul, 200, 313, ..83, 437.

Jeannie 444

Jersey, Jottings in . . . . 210

Jolly .\iiglers .... 267

Jottings in Jersey . . . . 216

Kktii.eau, The Little Red Caps of.

Kindlintr the Need Fire . . .

Knight's Grave, The

Last Week, 165, 193. 221, 2J9, 277,
305, 3:^3, 361. 389, 417, 445, 473,

501, 5_9, 555, 585, 613, 641, 669,

697, 724. 4

407
237
500

Lebanon. The Druses of

Legend of the Redbreast, Tlie

Little Redcaps of Kerleau, The
London Changes
Loudon Season, The .

PA6F.

119
722
497
124
37

Man in the Iron Mask, The . . 242
Manners 414
Mar^ ham's Revenge . . . ISO

Mask, The Man iu the Iron . . 242
Master Olaf 63
Me ling, The . . . .276
Minstrel's Curse, The . . . 351

Money Vane of an Inventor, The . 456

Monk, The Agreeable . . .300
Mouths, The 4 0, 174, 287, 42.5, 567, 679
Morbid Memory . . . . 285
Mis Haddock's Hair-pins . . 102

Museum, The Hunteriaa . . . 623

My Adventures with a Passport in
Russia 550

My Angel's Visit . . . . 656

Najvies, Christian .

Need Fire, Kindling the .

Ni-edlewoman, The
Negro's Revenge, The
Nepenthes ; or, Pitcber Plants

Night Adventure in Ireland, A
Noctuary of Terror, A
Non Satis ....
Notes on R.-lls

Now, and Then . . . .

Nuremberg ....

352
237
595
51

190
374
293
575
707
528
718

Of Some Odd People and Odd
Sights in London ... 66

Old Flemish Town, An . . . 463

Old Player s Story, The . . . 134

Once Upon a Time . . . . 23

Organs. A Gossip about . . . 684

Oneut:d Recollections ... 16

Our Second Line of Defences 644, COO

Our Volimteers .... 81

Outof the Depths . . . . 323

Oysters and Pearls ... 78

Palace at Elth.im . . . .400
Par- ntaiie of the Sunbeam. The . 348

Passport in Russia, Adventui-es

with a 550



IV INDEX.

rotrnrch, Sonnet from . . . liOl

riiystic : A Kortuno . . . . 327

I'lUioii. Tlio .... IOC, 132

Piliisor f'upor 'JIT)

I'ltchor IMant.H I'M

rouniiK' Wit l>uy. A ... 7

Pluyui'.s Stury, Tho Old . . . l.'U

Pi-.ijfuo .... .^79, 6G(t

r<il 'lie Schools of I/iiidon, 1 ho . i'5

rtittUig up tho ChristUKis . . 722

Recitnt Spirit Rappintrs . . . 212

I{nil>ie;isl. I.CKiiid ol tho . . 722

Hoi>rv»cntiitivo Men and Women,
20.'.. ;11S. 4S,'!, 6:)1.

Ring's, A Ciiski't of . . . . 52.')

Romance of tho R-xuks . . . 676
Rmi for n I'lnce, A . . . 573

Russia, Adventures with a Passport
iu 550

Sam Bektlky's Cliristmns . 6SC, 710
Saviour iu the Temple, The . . C4

Score of Years Ago, A . . .

September
Shu and I

SiuiniclifTc, Is Yellow Jack at

Silver C<ird, The, 533, 501, 589, 617,
Iil5, (373, 701.

Sn:iil Supper, .V . . . .

Sonnet from Petrarch . . .

Spirit RappiMjT .Made Easy . 403,

Steady Students, Tbe
Steam Navigation, A Few Words on
Steel-Grinder, The . . . .

Story, The Old Player's .

Suctii.n Post, The
Sunbeam, Parentage of tho .

Surgeons, The College of . . .

TABE
410
332
56
236

155
691

4S9
091
381
91

134
130
348
623

Tap Dressing 188

Telegraph Reporting in Canada
and United States . . .258

Temnjin 029

Tenby 345

Thames, The lOS
Tomb of Sfausolus, The . . 65

Training of Nurses, The . . .

fAGB
Trains and Tramways . . . 522

Tramways of Loudon and Environs 316
Two Beauties of the Cambcrwell
Assemblies. 1778 . ... 459

Two Days in Weimar . . . :i74

Two Hands, Tbe . . . . 640

Uncovscious Body-Guard, The . 354

Up iu a Balloon .... 178

Vineyards of La Belle France, The 44
Violet 139
Visit to an Old Hall at Eltham . 400
Volunteer-Day in 1803 . . . 20

Wanted a Diamond Ring . . 210

War-ships.... 396, 494, 631
Weather and the Price of Food . 149
Weimar, Two Days in . . 274
Westward Ho ! . . . . 341
Won 612
Wormwood 632

INDEX TO ILLUSTRATIONS.

BROOKS, J. W.—540, 547, C02, 603.

BROWNE, Haflot K.—106, 108, 132,

133, 52S, 710.

DU MAURIER, G.-37S, 370, 553, 557,
575, 040, 691, 695.

GREEN, C—246, 327, 330, 375, 472,
612, 633.

HINE, H. G.—109, ISO, 102, 217, 219,

21'0, 273, 412. 4f>3, 4i;il, 5S0, 681, 623,

6-J4, 625, 626. 627, 628, 661, 663, 665,

6)54, 718, 720, 721.

HULL, E.—347, 401.

HUNT, W. HOLMAN-102, 630.

KEENE, C—1, 20, 29, 57, 85, 113,

141, 169, 197, 225, 2-3, 281, 309, 837,
365, 398, 416, 421, 608, 687, 712.

LAWLESS, M. J.—79, 155, 304, 351,
462, 658.

LEECH, J.—9, 14, 43, 71, 98, 126, 266.

LUARD, J.—84.

MACQUOID, T. R.—46, 174, 288, 426,
498, 568, 681, 707.

MILLAI8, J. E.—63, 140. 238, 276, 407,
435, 619.

SKELTON, P. J.—301, 346, 500.

TENNIEL, J.—
.^,2, 533, 501, 589, 617,

645, 673, 701.

WALKER, F.—24, 25, 182, 184, 210.
'294, 322, 3.59, 449. 454, 477, 505, 50.S
583, 668, 723.

WOODS, R. T.—163.

DIAGRAMS, Various.—398, 403 sqq.
489 eqq., 514 sqq., 005.

INDIA-RUBBER SPECIMENS —240
241.

JAPANESE SKETCHES.-.34, 3C, 112
158, 160, 202, 204, 261, 263, 314. 316.
384, 385, 387, 433, 440, 441, 444.



^ .-.rU

-^r^

EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

chapter xxvii. exhibits rose s generalship
;

Evan's performance on the second fiddle
;

AND THE wretchedness OF THE COUNTESS.

We left Rose and Evan on their way to Lady
Jocelyn. At the hbrary-door Rose turned to him,
and with her chin archly lifted sideways, said :

" I know what yon feel
; yon feel foolisli.

"

Now the sense of honour, and of the necessity of

acting the parb it imposes on him, may be very

strong in a young man ; but certainly, as a rule,

the sense of ridicule is more jioignant, and Es-an

was suffering horrid pangs. We none of us like

to play second fiddle. To i)lay second fiddle to a

woman is an abomination to us all. But to have

to perform upon that instrument to the darling of

our hearts—would we not rather die ? nay, almost

VOL. tii. No. 53.
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rather end the duct precipitately and with vio-

lence. Evan, when he passed Drummond into the

house, and quietly returned his gaze, endured the

lirst shock of this strange feeling. There could be

no doubt that he was playing second fiddle to

Rose. Aftd what was he al)Out to do ? Oh,
horror ! to stand like a criminal, and say, or

worse, have said for him, things to tip the ears

with fire ! To tell the yoimg lady's mother that

he had won her daughter's love, and meant—
what did he mean ? He knew not. Alas ! he

was second fiddle ;
he coidd only mean what she

meant. Evan loved Eose deeply and com})letely,

but noble manhood was strong in him. You may
sneer at us if you please, ladies. We have been

educated in a theory, that when you lead off with

the bov/, the order of Nature is reversed, and it is

no wonder, therefore, that, having stript us of

one attribute, our tine feathers monlt, and the

majestic cock-like march which distinguishes lis

degenerates. You imsex us, if I may dare to say
so. Ceasing to be men, what are we ? If we are

to please you rightlj'', always allow us to play
First.

Poor Evan did feel foolish. Whether Eose saw
it in his walk, or had a loving feminine intuition

of it, and was aware of the golden rule I have just
laid down, we need not inquire. She hit the

fact, and he could only stammer, and bid her ojien

the door.

"No," she said, after a slight hesitation, "it

will be better that I should speak to mama
alone, I see. Walk out on the lawn, dear, and
wait for me. And if you meet Drummond,
don't be angry with him. Drummond. is very
fond of me, and of course I shall teach him to

be fond of you. He only thinks . . . what
is not true, because he does not know you. I

do thoroiighly, and there, you see, I give you
my hand."

Evan drew the dear hand hum1)Iy to his lips.

Eose then nodded meaningly, and let her eyes
dwell on him, and went in to her mother to ojien
the battle.

Coidd it be that a flame had sprung up in those

grey eyes latterly ? Once they were like morning
before sunrise. How soft and warm and tenderly

transjiareut they coidd now be ! Assuredly she

loved him. And he, beloved by the noblest girl
ever fashioned, wh}' shoidd he hang his head, and
shrink at the thought of human faces, like a

wretch doomed to the pillory ? He visioned her

last glance, and lightning emotions of pride and

happiness flashed through his veins. The gene-
rous, brave heart ! Y^es, with her hand in his, he
coidd stand at bay—meet any fate. Evan ac-

cepted Eose because he believed in her love, and

judged it by the strength of his own; her sacrifice

of her position he accepted, because in his soul he
knew he shoidd have done no less. He mounted
to the level of her nobleness, and losing nothing of

the beauty of what she did, it was not so strange
to him.

Still there was the balefid reflection that he was
second fiddle to his beloved. No harmonj' came
of it in his mind. How coidd he take an initi-

ative ? He walked forth on the lawn, where a

group had gathered under the shade of a maple,

consisting of Drummond Forth, Mrs. Evremonde,
Mrs. Shorne, Mr. George Uploft, Seymour Joce-

lyn, and Ferdinand Laxley. A little apart Juliana

Bonner was walking with Miss Carrington. Jidi-

ana, when she saw him, left her companion, and

passing him swiftly, said, "Follow me presently
into the conservatory."
Evan strolled near the group, and bowed

to Mrs. Shorne, whom he had not seen that

morning.
The lady's acknowledgment of his salute was

constrained, and but a shade on the side of recog-
nition. They were silent till he was out of ear-

shot. He noticed that his second approach pro-
duced the same effect. In the conservatory
Juliana was awaiting him.

" It is not to give you roses I called you here,

Mr. Harrington," she said.
" Not if I beg one ?

" he responded.
' ' Ah ! but you do not want them from ....

It depends on the person."
"Pluck this," said Evan, pointing to a white

rose.

She put her fingers to the stem.

"What folly !

"
she cried, and turned from it.

"Are you afraid that I shall compromise j'^ou?"

asked Evan.
" You care for me too little for that."
" My dear Miss Bonner !

"

"How long did you know Eose before you
called her by her Christian name ?

"

Evan really coidd not rememljer, and v/as

beginning to wonder what he had beeu called

there for. The little lady had feverish eyes and

fingers, and seemed to be burning to speak, but

afraid.
" I thought you had gone," she dropped her

voice,
" without wishing me good bye."

" I certainly shoidd not do that, Miss Bonner."

"Formal!" she exclaimed, half to herself.

"Miss Bonner thanks you. Do you think I wish

j^ou to stay ? No friend of yours would wish it.

Y'ou do not know the selfishness—brutal !
—of

these people of birth, as they call it."
" I have met with nothing but kindness here,"

said Evan.

"Then go while you can feel that," she an-

swered;
" for it cannot last another hour. Here is

the rose." She broke it from tlie stem and handed
it to him. " You may wear that, and they are

not so likely to caU you an adventurer, and
names of that sort. I am hardly considered a

lady by them."
An adventurer ! The full meaning of the phrase

struck Evan's senses when he was alone. Miss

Bonner knew something of his condition, evidently.

Perhaps it was generally known, and perhaps it

was thought that he had come to win Eose for his

worldly advantage ! The idea was overwhelmingly
new to him. Upstarted self-love in arms. He
woidd renounce her.

It is no insignificant contest when love has to

crush self-love utterly. At moments it can be
done. Love has divine moments. There are

times also when Love draws part of his being
from self-love, and can find no support with-

out it.

But how could he renounce her, when she came
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fortli to him, smiling, speaking freshly and lightly,
|

and with the colour on her cheeks which showed

that she had done her part ? How could he re-

tract a step ?

" I have told mama, Evan. That's over. She

heard it first from me."

"And she?"
" Dear Evan, if yoii are going to be sensitive,

I'll run away. You that fear no danger, and are

the bravest man I ever knew ! I think you are

really trembling. She wiU speak to papa, and

then—and then, I suppose, they will both ask you
whether you intend to give me up, or no. I'm

afraid you'll do the former."
" Yoiu- mother—Lady Jocelyn listened to you,

Eose ? You told her all ?
"

"
Every bit."

" And what does she think of me ?
"

' ' Thinks j'ou very handsome and astonishing,

and me very idiotic and natural, and that there is

a great deal of bother in the world, and that my
noble relations will lay the blame of it on her. No,

dear, not all that : but she talked very sensiblj' to

me, and kindly. You know she is called a phi-

losopher : noljody knows how deep-hearted she

is, though. My mother is true as steel. I can't

separate the kindness from the sense, or I woidd

tell you all she said. When I say, kindness, I

don't mean any
'

Oh, mj' child,' and tears, and

kisses, and maundering, j'ou know. You miistn't

m.ind her thinking me a little fool. You want to

know what she thinks you? She said nothing to

hurt you, Evan, and we have gained ground so

far, and now we'll go and face our enemies.

Uncle Mel expects to hear about your appoint-
ment, in a day or two, and "

"
Oh, Kose !

" Evan burst out.

"WTiat is it?"
" Why must I owe everything to you ?

"

"
Vv'hj% dear ? AVhy, because, if you do, it's

very much better than your owing it to anyljody
else. Prou.d again ?

"

Not proud : only second fiddle.
" You know, dear Evan, when two people

love, there is no such thing as owing between
them."

"Eose, I have been thinking. It is not too

late. I love you, God knows ! I did in Por-

tugal : I do now—more and more. But

Oh, my bright angel 1

" he ended the sentence in

his breast.

"Well? but—what?"
Evan sounded dowm the meaning of his " but."

Stripped of the usual heroics, it was,
" what vnll

be thought of me ?
" not a small matter to any

of us. He caught a distant glimpse of the little

bit of bare seltishness, and shrimk from it.

"Too late," cried Eose. "The battle has com-
menced now, and, Mr. Harrington, I will lean on

your arm, and be led to my dear friends yonder. Do
they think that I am going to put on a mask to

please them ? Not for anybody ! What they are
to know they may as well know at once."

She looked in Evan's face.
" Do you hesitate ?

"

He felt the contrast between his own and hers
;

between the niggard spirit of the beggarly
receiver, and the high bloom of the exalted

giver. Nevertheless, he loved her too well not

to share much of her nature, and wedding it

suddenly, he said :

" Eose ; tell me, now. If yo\i were to see the

place where I was Ijorn, could you love me
still?"

"Yes, Evan."
' ' If you were to hear me spoken of with con-

tempt
"

" Who dares ?
"

cried Eose. " Never to me !

"

"
Contempt of what I spring from, Eose.

Names used .... Names are used . . . .

"

" Tush !
— names said Eose, reddening.

"How cowardly that is! Have you finished?

Oh, faint heart ! I suppose I'm not a fair lady,

or you wouldn't have won me. Now, come.

Eemember, Evan, I conceal nothing ;
and if any-

thing makes you wretched here, do think how
I love you."

In his own firm belief he had said every-

thing to arrest her in her course, and been

silenced by transcendant logic. She thought the

same.

Leaning on his arm, Eose made up to the con-

clave under the maple.
The voices hushed as they approached.

"Capital weather," said Eose. "Does Harry
come back from London to-morrow—does anybody
know ?

"

" Not awaah," Laxley was heard to reply.

Eose had not relinquished Evan's arm. She

clung to it ostentatiousl}'-, with her right hand
stuck in her side.

"Do you find support necessary?" inquired
Mrs. Shorne.

"
No, aunt," Eose answered, inmioveably.

"
Singular habit !

" Mrs. Shorne interjected.
" No habit at all, aunt. A whim."
' ' More suitable for public assemblies, I should

think."
"
Depends almost entirely upon the gentleman ;

doesn't it, aunt ?
"

Anger at her niece's impertinence provoked the

riposte :

"
Yes, upon its being a gentleman."

Mrs. Shorne spoke under her breath, but there

was an uneasy movement through the company
after she had spoken. Seymour Jocelyn screwed

his moustache : ]Mr. George Uploft tugged at his

waistcoat : Laxley grimaced : and the ladies ex-

changed glances : all very quietly and of the

lightest kind—a mere rutile of the surface. It

was enough for Evan.
' ' I want to speak a v.'ord to you, Eose,

"
said

Mrs. Shorne.

"With the greatest pleasure, my dear aunt:"

and Ptose walked after her.

"My dear Eose," Mrs. Shorne commenced,
"
your conduct requires that I shoidd really talk

to you most seriously. You are probably not

aware of what you are doing. Nobodj"- likes ease

and natural familiaritj'' more than I do. I am

jiersuaded it is nothing but your innocence. You
are young to the world's ways, and perhaps a

little too headstrong, and vain."
" Conceited and wilful," added Eose.
" If you like the words better. But T must say—I do not wish to trouble your father—you know



ONCE A WEEK. [June 30, 1860.

lie cannot bear worry—but T must say, tliat if

you do not listen to me, be must be spoken to."

"Why not mama?"
"I should naturally select my brother first. No

doubt you understand me."
"
Any distant allusion to Mr. Harrington ?

"

" Pertness will not avaU you, Rose."
" So you want me to do secretly what I am

doing openly ?
"

' ' You must and shall remember you are a

Jocelyn, Rose."
"
Only half, my dear aunt."

" And by birth a lady. Rose."
' ' And I ought to look iinder my eyes, and

blush, and shrink, whenever I come near a gentle-

man, aunt !

"

" Ah ! my dear. No doubt you will do what is

most telling. Since you have spoken of this Mr.

Harrington, I must inform you that I have it on
certain authority from two or three sources, that

he is the son of a small shopkeeper at Lymport."
Mrs. Shorne watched the effect she had pro-

duced.

"Indeed, aimt?" cried Rose. "And do you
know this to be true ?

"

" So when you talk of gentlemen. Rose, please
be careful whom you include.

"

" I mustn't include poor Mr. Harrington ?

Then my grandpapa Bonner is out of the list, and
such numbers of good, worthy men ?

"

Mrs. Shorne iinderstood the hit at the defunct
manufacturer. She said :

" You must most dis-

tinctly give me your promise, while this yoimg
adventurer remains here—I think it will not be

long—not to be compromising yourself further, as

you now do. Or—indeed 1 must—I shall let your
parents perceive that such conduct is ruin to a

young girl in your position, and certainly you will

be sent to Elburne House for the winter."

Rose lifted her hands, crying : "Ye Gods !
—as

Harry says. But I'm very much obliged to you,
my dear aunt. Concerning Mr. Harrington, won-

derfully obliged. Son of a small I Is it a

t-t-tailor, aunt ?
"

' ' It is—I have heard.
"

" And that is much worse. Cloth is viler than
cotton ! And don't they call these creatiires

sn-snips ? Some word of that sort ?
"

" It makes little difference what they are
called."

' •

Well, aunt, I sincerely thank you. As this

subject seems to interest you, go and see mama,
now. She can tell you a great deal more

; .and,
if you want her authority, come back to me."

Rose then left her aunt in a state of extreme

indignation. It was a clever move to send Mrs.
Shorne to Lady Jocelyn. They were antagonistic,
and rational as Lady Jocelyn was, and with
her passions under control, she was imlikely to
side with Mrs. Shorne.
Now Rose had fought against herself, and had, as

she thought, conquered. In Portugal Evan's half

insinuations had given her small suspicions, which
the scene on board the Jocasta had half con-
finned : and since she came to commiinicate with
her own mind, she bore the attack of all that
rose against him, bit by bit. She had not been
too blind to see the unpleasantness of the fresh

facts revealed to her. They did not change her
;

on the contrary, drew her to him faster—and she

thought she had completely conquered whatever
could rise against him. But when Jidiaua Bonner
told her that day that Evan was not only the son

of the thing, but the thing himself, and that his

name coidd be seen any day in Lymport, and that

he had come from the shop to Beckley, poor
Rosey had a sick feeling that almost sank her.

For a moment she looked back wildly to the

doors of retreat. Her eyes had to feed on Evan,
she had to taste some of the luxury of love, before

she coidd gain comj^osure, and then her arrogance
towards those she called her enemies did not

quite return.
' ' In that letter you told me all— all— all,

Evan ?
"

"
Yes, all—religioiisly.

"

"
Oh, why did I miss it !

"

' ' Would it give you pleasure ?
"

She feared to speak, being tender as a mother
to his sensitiveness. The expressive action of her

eyebrows sufficed. She could not bear conceal-

ment, or doubt, or a shadow of dishonesty ; and

he, gaining force of soul to join with hers, took
her hands and related the contents of the letter

fullj^. She was pale w"hen he had finished. It

was some time before she was able to get free

from the trammels of prejudice, but when she

did, she did without reserve, saying: "Evan, there

is no man who would have done so much." and he
was told that he was better loved than ever. These
little exaltations and generosities bind lovers

tightly. He accepted the credit she gave him,
and at that we need not wonder. It helped him
further to accept herself, otherwise coidd he—with his name known to be on a shop-front

—
have aspired to her still ? But, as an unexampled
man, princely in soid, as he felt, why, he might
kneel to Rose Jocelyn. So they listened to one

another, and blinded the world by putting

bandages on their eyes, after the fashion of little

boys and girls.

Meantime the fair being who had brought
these two from the ends of the social scale into

this happy tangle, the beneficent Coimtess, was
wretched. When you are in the enemy's country

you are dependent on the activity and zeal of your
spies and scouts, and the best of these—Polly

Wheedle, to wit—had proved defective, recalci-

trant even. And because a letter had been lost in

her room ! as the Countess exclaimed to herself,

though Polly gave her no reasons. The Countess

had, therefore, to rely chiefly iipon personal obser-

vation, upon her intuitions, upon her sensations

in the proximity of the people to whom she was

opposed ; and from these she gathered that she

was, to use the word which seemed fitting to her,

betrayed. StiU to be sweet, still to smile and to

amuse,—still to give her zealous attention to the

business of the diplomatist's election, still to go

through her church-services devoutly, required
heroism

; she was equal to it, for she had remark-
able courage ; but it was hard to feel no longer one
with Providence. Had not Providence suggested
Sir Abraham to her ? killed him off at the right
moment in aid of her ? And now Providence had

tiu'ned, and the assistance she had formerly
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received from that Power, and given thanks for so

profusely, was the caiise of her terror. It was

absohitely as if she had heeu borrowing from

an abhorred Jew, and were called upon to pay
fifty-fold interest !

' ' Evan !

"
she writes in a gasp to Harriet. ' 'We

must pack up and depart. Abandon everything.
He has disgraced us all, and ruined himself. The

greater his puiiishment, the greater the mercy to

him. Impossible that we can stay for the pic-nic.

we are known, dear. Thiidi of my position one

day in this house I Particidars when I embrace

you. I dare not trust a letter here. If Evan had

confided in me ! He is impenetrable. He will be

lov/ all his life, and I refuse any more to sully my-
self in attempting to lift him. For Silva's sake I

must positively break the connection. Heaven
knows what I have done for this boy, and wiU

support me in the feeling that I have done enough.

My conscience at least is safe."

Like many illustrious generals, the Countess

had, for the hour, lost heart. We find her, how-

ever, the next day, writing :

" Oh ! Harriet ! what trials for sisterly affec-

tion ! Can I possibly
—weather the gale, as the

old L— sailors used to say ? It is dreadful. I

fear I am, by duty bound to stop on.—Little Bon-

ner thinks Evan quite a duke's son,—has been

speaking to her grandmama, and to-day, this

morning, the venerable old lady quite as much as

gave me to understand that an iiniou between our

brother and her son's child would sweetly gratify

her, and help her to go to her rest in peace. Can I

chase that spark of comfort from one so truly

pious ? Dearest J\diana ! I have anticipated
Evan's feeling for her, and so she thinks his con-

duct cold. Indeed, I told her, point blank, he

loved her. That, you know, is different from

saying dying of love, which woidd have been

an untruth. But, Evan, of course ! No getting
him ! Should Juliana ever reproach me, I can

assure the child that any man is in love with any
woman—which is really the case. It is, you
dear humdrum ! what the dictionary calls

'nascent.' I never liked the word, but it stands

for a fact, though I would rather have had it

'sweet scent.'
"

The Countess here exhibits the weakness of a

self-educated intelligence. She does not com-

prehend the joys of scholarship in her emploj'meut
of Latinisms. It will be pardoned to her by
those who perceive the profound piece of feminine

discernment which precedes it.

"I do think I shall now have courage to stay
out the pic-nic," she continues. "

I really do not

think all is known. Very little can be known, or

I am s\xre I could not feel as I do. It would Ijurn

me up. George Up does not dare ; and his

most beautiful lady-love had far better not. Mr.
Forth may repent his whispers. But, Oh ! what
Evan may do ! Rose is almost detestable.

Manners, my dear ? Totally deficient !

" An ally has 'just come. Evan's good fortune
is most miraculous. His low friend turns out to

be a young Foi-tunatus
; very original, sparkling,

and in my hands to be made much of. I do think
he will—for he is most zealous—he will counteract
that hatefid Mr. Forth, who may soon have work

im-

you
and

Let

enough. Mr. Raikes (Evan's friend) met a mad
captain in Fallowfield I Dear Mr. Raikes is

ready to say anything ; not from love of falsehood,
but because he is ready to t/uiik it. He has con-

fessed to me that Evan told him ! Loui.sa de

Saldar has changed his opinion, and much

pressed this eccentric young gentleman. Do
know any young girl who wants a fortune,

would be grateful ?

" Dearest ! I have decided on the pic-nic.

your conscience be clear, and Providence cannot

be against you. So I feel. Mr. Parsley spoke

very beautifully to that purpose last Sunday in the

morning service. A little too much through his

nose, perhaps ;
but the poor young man's nose is

a great organ, and we wiU not cast it in his teeth

more than nature has done. I said so to my
diplomatist, who was amused. Oh ! what prin-

ciple we women require in the thorny walk of

life. I can show you a letter when we meet that

will astonish humdrum. Not so diplomatic as the

writer thought ! Mrs. Melville (sweet woman !)

must continue to practise civility ;
for a woman

who is a wife, my dear, in verity she lives in a

glass house, and let her fiing no stones.
' Let

him who is M'ithout sin.' How beautiful that

Christian sentiment ! I hope I shall be pardoned,
but it alicays seems to me that what ive have to

endure is infinitely worse than any other suffering,
for yoii find no comfort for the children of T s

in scripture, nor any defence of their dreadfid

position. Robbers, thieves, Magdalens ! but, no !

the unfortunate offspring of that class are not

even mentioned : at least, in my most diligent

perusal of the Scriptures, I never lighted upon
any remote allusion

;
and we know the .Jews did

wear clothing. Outcasts, veiily ! And Evan,
could go, and wiite—but I have no patience
with him. He is the blind tool of his mother, and

anybody's puppet."
The letter concludes, with horrid emphasis :

"The Madre in Beckley ! Has sent for Evan
from a low public-house ! I have intercepted the

messenger. Evan closeted with Sir Franks.

Andrew's horrible old brother with Lady Jocelyn.
The whole house, from garret to kitchen, full of

whispers !

"

A prayer to Providence closes the communi-
cation.

(To be continued.)

FOR VALOUR.

When' we read the accoimts of the great
battles of the Peninsular war, and indeed of all

wai's of the past generation, in which Englishmen
have borne their Hag to victoiy, we are inclined

to ask the question, What records have we of the

deeds of daring of our subalterns and common
soldiers ? Successful generals have founded great
families ; and ministers, who have ])layed with

the lives of the rank and file as though they were
so many inorganic pawns, have gone down to

posterity as the saviours of their country ; but

what attempt has there ever been up to the pre-
sent time to single out the simple soldier for

honours and rewards for gallant deeds done on the

field of battle ? The Duke of Wellington used to
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say that the difference between himself and
Marshal Soult was, that when the latter got his

troops into a mess he iised to run away from

them, but that when he got his army into a fix it

was sure to get him out of it. Yet the units of

this splendid machine of war, which has so often

compelled victory, were up to the Crimean cam-

paign treated like so much inanimate material,

worthy of a few platitudes published in the

Gazette respecting their indomitable valour; but

beyond that they did not dare to aspire.

Of all the heroes who fought and conquered at

Watei'loo, the figure of Shaw the Life Guardsman
stands out prominently in the popiUar mind as

the type of valour in that tremendous struggle ;

and his deed will pass down to posterity, none the

less certainly because pompous historians do not

condescend to notice him. We have been so be-

Prussianised—led to consider our army as so many
cogs and wheels, to be directed by some general
who puts his hand upon the lever—that we have,
or rather had, forgotten that there was such a

thing as individual will and intelligence that

might possibly be worth something, even in the

subordinate officer and common soldier, on the

field of battle. To help iis oiit of this delusion,

happily came the Enfield rifle
;
and with arms of

precision a general relaxation of all the members
of the old tight-braced machine

;
our army is

beginning to rind that to individual forethought,

prowess, and skill—those small details which
make up the grandest totals—some of the most

glorious actions, and the most decisive moments
of great events, have been owing. It must have
been an early a]ipreciation of this new light which
led Her Majesty to institute the new and most
democratic of all honours—the Victoria Cross.

Other decorations may be peacefully obtained by
political jobbing, or the silent but irresistible

influence of the social screw ; but the Victoria

Cross must be borne fresh from some noble deed of

daring, done under the ej'e of day. That the

institution of this order will have a great effect

upon our army, we have no manner of doubt.

The British soldiei', hitherto considered so stolidly

unimpressible by any other than the most animal

motives, will be found to be touched with the

sacred fire for the mere hope of clutching this

materially worthless bit of bronze.

In jjassing through Mr. Desanges' gallery of

pictures of the heroes who have won this much-
coveted Cross, one cannot help reflecting that the

insj)iration of a single moment, sufficient only for

the instincts to have \>\a,y, has been sufficient to

earn name and fame for ever. Sergeant Ablett

of the Guards, seeing a shell falling in the midst
of a number of ammunition waggons, seized and
threw it outside the trench, where it burst. Mr.

Hewett, acting mate of the Beagle, in charge
of a Lancaster gun before Sebastopol, seeing a

Russian party about to take the gun in flank,
with the assistance of a fev^ soldiers slewed it

roimd, blew down the parapet, and checked the

advancing column. Colonel Bell, finding a Rus-
sian gun limbered xip and just aljout to be drawn
off at the Battle of the Alma, seized the horses'

heads, and brought the captiu'ed trophy to a place
of safety.

These actions, the work of a moment's heroic

inspiration, would have survived in the recollection

of a few comrades only, as thousands of others

have done in past wars, had not Mr. Desanges,
in a happy moment, conceived the idea of ren-

dering them patent to the world, as long as canvas

and colour shall last, by the skill of his pencil.

As one surveys the large exhibition room at the

Egyptian Hall covered with vigorously painted

pictures of the deeds of daring of the winners

of the Victoria Cross, it is scarcely possible to

believe that they have all been produced by one

hand within these last two years. Never was
there a better example of the difference between
ourselves and France than this exhibition affords.

Vei-sailles is crowded with ill-di-awn biit stirring

pictures of national heroism, lavishly paid for by
the government : here a single individual under-

takes the task, and accomplishes it on his own re-

sources. And has he not added to the valxie of the

Cross itself ? We may, if we like, read a dry, bald

account in the official Gazette of some glorious
deed done by a private or officer in the presence
of the enemy, but our artist reproduces the

veritable action with all its accessories. Private

John M'Dermond left his fathers cottage, per-
chance a raw boy, before the great Crimean fight ;

when he returns to the jjaternal roof, he may, if

he likes, carry with him a photogi-aph of the

noble jficture in which he is rescuing Colonel

Haly from a pai-ty of Russians who had struck him
down at the Battle of Inkermann. Private T. R.

Roberts might, for all we know, have been con-

sidered a ne'er-do-well at home, and, possibly,
his enlisting in the Indian Army was thought a

good i-iddauce of bad rubbish. But we know not

the good that lies hidden in oxir hearts, only

requiring an occasion to call it forth. Roberts,
in the great mutiny, brought a wounded comrade
on his back through one of the streets of Bolund-

shahur, under a heavy fire, in doing which he

was himself woiinded, and of which woimd he has

since died. But for Mr. Desanges, his glorious
deeds of courage and humanity would have died

with him, but now the sun-picture will hang on
the cottage wall, with the Victoria Cross Ijeneath

it, to teU to generations to come of the true

nobility of soul of the poor ne'er-do-well.

How can we count the value of the Cross thus

illustrated? The English peasant, ill-used as he
has been, is a dull clod enough ; but, if anything
would fire him, it would be such proof as these

would afi^ord that, even in the bloody turmoil of

battle, his Sovereign's eye was upon him, ready to

reward his bravery, his self-denial, and his

humanity regardless of personal safety, and that

art was at hand to stamp his glory on the canvas,

and bring it by means of the sun-pencil to the

ken of his friends and kinsmen in his native

place.
And the good of such a gallery as that of Mr.

Desanges' must tell on the upper as well as the

lower i-anks. We were too apt to think the officers

of the Guards feather-bed soldiers, and to see a

young ensign lounging down St. James's Street, it

woiUd almost seem as though the smoke of a can-

non would place him Ifors de combat. But look at

iVIr. Desanges' picture of Captain Lindsay rallying
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his regiment of Fusilier Guards, witli the colours

borne aloft, when for a moment they were thrown
into disorder by the shower of Russian shot, as

they staggered up the hill-side at the Alma. The

good old stuff will shine through the tine-laced

coat, and the silken boudoirs of May Fair will not

less prize some record of such a deed than

the homesjiun people of the country cottage. Of
the merits of JSlr. Uesanges' gallery as an art exhi-

bition it is not our province to speak. His facile

pencil is too well known to require any flourish

from us
; but we think no Englishman can visit

the Victoria Cross Gallery without a feeling of

national pride, and without the conviction also

that the Cross is enhanced in value by Mr. De-

sanges' characteristic illustrations of the manner
in which it has been won. We trust when the

gallery is closed that these interesting pictures may
pass into the national possession, and that on the

walls of Chelsea College they may tell to future

heroes how their forefathers fought and conquered
in the Crimean and the Indian wars. A. W.

A POUEING WET DAT.
June 17th, 1S60.

Eaix ! endless rain ! methinks the weeping clouds

Should long ere this have deepest grief assuaged
With tlieir fast-falling tears. Quick-footed Winds !

Drive these o'er-gloomy mourners far away,
So pitilessly selfish in their woe.

Poor shiv'rmg Earth ! when will these spiteful ones

Hear her sad sighs, and cease to interpose
Between her and her love—the god of day—
Ready to woo her with his brightest smiles,
But by these marplots thwarted m his wish ?

Say, ill-used orb, who, in most gen'rous mood,
Hast often given these traitor clouds attire

Of roseate hue, superbly fringed with gold.
Canst thou fresh honours on the rebels fling ?

Wilt thou again recline thy weary head,
In summer eve, on their ungrateful breasts,
And fondly kiss them with thy ruddy lips ?

And ye, sweet, blue-eyed, even-temper'd skies,
That look so happy all the sunlit hours.
And in the night wear such a tranquil face.
When moon and stars hang up their shining lamps,
When shall we see you ? Peevish clouds, begone !

THE TRAINING OF NUESES.

In treating of the profession of the Nurse, some
months ago,* I observed that, "it is not the

fatigue, nor the disagreeableness, nor the anxiety,
nor the low and doubtful position of nurses which
keeps us so bare of them, while other departments
of female industry overflow. It is that no woman
who would be a nurse knows where to go, and
what to do to qualify herself." There is now an
end of this difficulty. Every woman may now
ascertain her own fitness or unfitness for the

nursing profei:sion, and, if found capable, can
at once enter, without expense or trouble, on
the training which shall qualify her for her
business.

The fund which was formed in Miss Nightin-
gale's honoiu-, on her return from the East, and
placed at her disposal for her great object of train-

"OxcE A Week," Vol. I., p. 473.

ing nurses, has been accumulating since that time,
under the care of trustees, the failure of Miss

Nightingale's health compelling a long delay in
the formation of plans. In spite of illness she
has framed her scheme

; and the Committee of
the Fund have published it in a way so plain that
no woman can now be tmder any ditiiculty how to

jjroceed.
St. Thomas's Hospital is to be the training-

school. There, in those wards, some of them
100 feet long, and among the new cases coming
in by the hundred in a day, and in full view of

almost every disease but small pox, and of every
conceivable accident, the future niirses of the

English people may now learn their business. The
matron will be their ruler, the Resident Medical
Officer and the "Sisters

"
(superintendents of the

nurses) wiU be their instructors ; and they will

act as assistants to the regidar day and night
nurses. By due diligence, the novices will be-

come flt for professional emplojrmeut in a year; and
a year's training at St. Thomas's Hosjjital is the
amount offered.

The candidate must be fully resolved to stay
the year out. There may be circumstances—such
as a failure of health, or other accident—which

may induce the Committee to allow an earlier

departure ;
but nothing of the sort must be de-

pended on. The candidate mtist know her own
mind, and pledge herself for the twelve months.
The authorities of the hospital, on the other

hand, have the right of dismissing any "Pro-
bationer "

(as the nurses in training are called),
at any time, for obviotis unfitness, as weU as for

misconduct.
The best age is from twenty-five to thirty-five. Of

course, the candidate must be in good health and

vigour, and must bear a good character. She will

be registered on her entrance on her training, and
a record will be kept of her conduct and qualifica-

tions, which wiU be laid before the Committee of

the Nightingale Fund once a month. If this record

presents a satisfactory account at the end of the

year, she will be a certificated nurse,—no doubt

eagerly sought, and nearly certain of being pro-
vided M'ith an engagement, either in that hospital
or some other. The Committee declare that they" look forward with confidence to being able to

find situations for their certificated nurses," at the
end of their term of probation.
The Probationers wiU be trained at the ex-

pense of the Nightingale Fimd. That is, they
will have board and separate lodging in the

hospital, and their washing, and a certain provi-
sion of outer clothing. They will be paid 10^. in

the course of the year ; 21. the first quarter,
21. 10s. the second quarter, and also the third

;

and 3L the last quarter. A certain degree of merit
will obtain a gratuity of 3^., and the highest of all

a gift of 5/.
,
from the Committee at the end of the

first year of independent ser^vice.

It does not appear that there is at present any
limitation of ntimber. In fact, any woman of the

jtroper age, and good health, and character, may
offer herself, with a tolerable certainty that a use-

ful and honourable career is open before her, in

which she cannot fail except by some failure in

herself.
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It is inconceivable that there should not be a

crowd of applications when the plan is once

known and imderstood, for in no profession or

occupation is there such a scarcity of hands, or

therefore so clear a prospect of constant employ-
ment.
The candidate has simply to apply to the matron
—Mrs. Wardroper—at St. Thomas's Hospital,

Southwark ; and, if in person, between eleven and

twelve in the forenoon. Mrs. Wardroper will

supply her with a slip of paper
—a form to be filled

up with re]ilies to eight inquiries :

Name of applicant.

Age.
Place of birth.

Where educated.

Previous occupation.
Whether single, married, or widow. (If mar-

ried, the certificate must be produced.)
If married, or a widow, whether with children

;

and, if so, with how many.
Eeferences.

This is aU very y)lain and easy ;
and here we

see the beginning of a new period, in which the

traditionary
" old nurse

"
will die out, and the

sick of our country will have less suffering in ill-

ness, and a better chance of recovery than ever

before ; and in which the most womanly of pro-
fessional occupations -ndU have been, for the first

time, effectually thrown open to all who are

worthy to enter it.

It is to be hoped that while the Committee are

providing tendance for every disease and every
terrible accident which is admitted into a hospital,

or is foimd in any private house, they will not

overlook the brain-sick, who are the severest

sufferers of all. In the words of one who has

known that suffering, and the misery of bad
attendance under it,

" There is far more need to

train attendants for the insane than for the sick.

The sick can tell if they are ill-treated, and will

be believed
;
but the poor sick in mind may be

neglected and ill-used to an extent that the world
knows little of, and find no remedy."
The Lunacy Commissioners, and all the benevo-

lent men in the profession cannot secure justice to

the insaue, while the race of attendants is what it

has always been, and is now. There is actuallj'
no existing remedy for the enormous evil of sub-

jecting persons of edu^cation and refinement

to the management and control of ignorant

attendants, coarse in language and manners.
Go where we will, — among asylums, physi-

cians, matrons, and patients,
—we hear the

complaint of the difficulty of obtaining any
attendants who can be trusted or tolerated

at all, in their demeanom- towards the patients.

They are not all tyrannical,—not all unkind
;

but in ignorant minds there is a radically wrong
notion of their relation to the brain-sick. Few can

conceive that the feelings, and most of the

thoughts of the insane, generally speaking, remain

very much what they were before the disease set

in, and very like other people's ; and that there-

fore they should be treated, as far as possible,
with the same consideration shown to other

persons, and formerly due to themselves. Few of

the ignorant class of "
keeijcrs

" have any concep-

tion of topical brain disease and partial insanity,

except as a curious phenomenon. With them a

crazy person is crazy, and must be managed
rather than ministered to ; and the misery thus

caused to sensitive and self-respecting persons is

dreadful to think of. The coarse and hard

tyranny once prevalent in lunatic asylums has

given way, to a considerable extent, under the

happy influences of advancing knowledge and

improved social conscientiousness ; but thei-e is a

kind of infliction on the brain-sick which no

supervision can obviate, and no vigilance check,
while the true remedy of good nursing and fitting

attendance is out of reach.

There is no natm-al or insurmountable reason

for its being oiit of reach. There are humane and

enlightened women, full of good sense as well as

kind feeling, who would be willing and even eager
to nurse and guard the insane, if they knew how
to set about it without encountering unknown

evils, and committing themselves to the society of

persons whom they dread and dislike far more
than the patients. It is all a chance whether a

woman of this quality can get any training first,

or enter on the occupation afterwards, without

running risks which amoimt to an effectual dis-

couragement. It would be a great blessing if the

Committee of the Nightingale Fund could open a

way to such women, and bring them face to face

with the patients who are suffering so keenly, and
often so fatally, for want of them.

It could hardly be difficidt to do. The teach-

ing and training is small in comparison with that

required for hospital-nursing. In fact, it is an

opening which is needed ;
an access to the

patients, and a trial of the mode of life. No
doubt there is something to be learned in jire-

paration for so peculiar an office. The usual

hosjiital methods of securing good general condi-

tions of air, warmth, food, cleanliness, &c., are as

necessary in lunatic asylums as in all other

abodes where the recovery of health is the object ;

but, beyond these general methods, there is not

much that can be taught to attendants on the

insane. The ai't necessary for them is that of

exerting their own facilities, intellectiial and

moral, for the benefit of their charge. They have

constantly to exercise good sense, readiness of

mind, good humour, and never-failing patience.
These things cannot be taught : but they may be

incited and encouraged by wise authorities in the

presence of the duty to be done. This woiild

soon appear if the INightingale Fund Committee
woidd make arrangements with the authorities of

Bethlehem Hospital or St. Luke's, or some other

well-managed asylum, by which probationers

might be trained for the office of attending on the

brain-sick. The increasing proportion of cures

among the insane which has rewarded such im-

provements as we have been able to make in the

management of that class of patients, would be

rapidly and enormously extended, if we coiUd get
rid of the one terrible imi)edimeut complained of

by all parties,
—the bad quality of the attendance.

As far as appears, the object is one which fairly

comes within the scope of the Nightingale Fund.
If the Committee should think so, and should act

accordingly, there woidd be rejoicing, not only in
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every corner of every asylum to wliicli tlie news

should jienetrate, but in many thousands of

English households where it is now a daily and

nightly sorrow that the insane member of the

family is not, and cannot be, ministered to either

wisely or tenderly. Cannot this consolation be
afforded ? and, as the pattern method is provided,
without much delay ? I am sui'e the Nightingale
Committee will bear with the question.

Harriet ]\Lvrtixeau.

HOW SOME PEOPLE GET ON IN LONDON.

usual definitions in these matters. We have not yet

unlikely men.
The possession of brilliant intellectual qiialities

is, in nine hundred and ninety-nine cases out

of a thousand, a bar, not a help, to advancement
in the world. If you try to cut a stone with
a razor, the razor will lose its edge, and
the stone remain uncut. A very high educa-
tion again, in the majority of instances, unfits a
man for a contest with his fellows. You have
rifled the cannon till the strength of the metal is

gone. Each individual will just bear so much of

intellectual culture, and no more, Avithout loss of

moral -vigour. A too early and too sudden success

has proved the ultimate ruin of thousands ; if,

again, success be too long deferred, the courage of

others will give way. Lord Eldon used to say
that the possession of a bare competence was,
with rare exceptions indeed, an absolute bar to all

chance of forensic distinction. Within my own
experience of the struggles of the struggling pro-
fession suggested, T have seen the absolute neces-

sity of providing means for a bare livelihood until

the opportunity of entering iipon the exercise of

the profession might arise, produce similar i-esults.

Speaking in general terms, and omitting for the

moment all consideration of those extraordinary
men who from time to time flash like comets

through the firmament of humanity, I should say

ONDOX contains 2,500,000 inhabitants, or

thereabouts, the great bulk of whom have
some amount of coin in their pockets. There
must be a living to be made out of them

l)y any lady or gentleman possessed of a

moderate degree of ingenuity. Two millions

and a half of human beings, who must be

fed, and clothed, and lodged ;
who are

afflicted with various diseases ; av ho are

constantly at loggerheads Avith each other ;

who must be consoled in their miseries, and
amused in their prosperity ;

who must be

conveyed hither and thither in cabs and
omnibuses ;

who have immortal aspirations,
and are troubled with corns

;
—

surely there

must be something grievously amiss in the

mental organisation of any one who cannot

manage to screw the means of an easy
existence out of the complicated necessities

and follies of such an enormous mass of

human beings.
The unlikeliest men "get on," the likeliest

men "get off," in this desperate struggle ;

for the struggle is a desjierate one, save in

the cases of those who are born in trade-

purple, and who inherit fortunes, or the

means of making them. There must,

however, be something wrong about our

arrived at exact conceptions of likely and

that a somewhat dull unimaginative man, with

great 250"^^'Grs of continuous labour, and the

patience to abide results, and profit by the failures

of his more brilliant fellow-creatures, is the like-

liest man ultimately to ' '

get on "
in London.

Youths of a more filibustering turn of mind, who
are impelled by their own inner restlessness to

take the chances of the game as it is played out in

Australia or California, of course possess, and had
need possess, other qualities. In London the

faculty of sitting still on a chair or stool is largely
rewarded

; but then it is a faculty v.'hich in the

majoi'ity of instances can only be educed by cid-

ture. Few men on the simny side of forty can sit

still.

Again, it appears to me that people in London
obtain great rewards and emoluments, simply
because they are forty years of age and upwards.
A curate's most brilliant pulpit effusions stand

little chance by the side of his rector's prose.
Medical men get trusted, simply because their

names have remained for twenty years on the

same brass plate, on the same green doors. Men
of letters, indeed, obtain distinctions and noto-

riety at an eailier period of life, but they do not

very commonly reap the harvest until they are

past forty, and are writing not quite for immor-
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tality. This, lioM'ever is fair euoiigli ; they are

but discounting their past career, and the British

piibhc will for a long time continiie to honour
their drafts, which, in truth, at the time of pre-

sentation, should scarcely contain the words ' ' for

value received."

There is also another point well worthy of con-

sideration,—it is a great thing to be fat. To be a

fat man is a great element of success in London.
The world is willing to pay heavily for ballast.

In almost every social circle you enter you will

find a fat man to be the king of it. How imctu-

ously common-places fall from his mouth, as

thoiigh they were good things. How impossible
it is to maintain against such an one that six

times seven are forty-two, or that King George
III. xised to reside occasionally at Weymouth.
He will smile blandly at you over a vast exjjanse
of white waistcoat, and imjiart to the glass of

sherry which he is sipping the force of a syllogism.
You are lost in the opinion of the company, and
retire into yourself with what our French neigh-
bom's would call " a yellow smile," when j'ou are

instantly set down as an ill-conditioned fellow,

deaf to the voice of reason. Let every one who
can contrive it be fat and be forty. So will he

surely sit imder his own vine and his own fig-tree,

and be glad. London is the paradise of men of

sixteen stone. The rule, howevei', is not quite
absolute. I have known a few thin men to suc-

ceed ; but the laurel crown is scarcely ever

awarded to them in a hearty and genial way.
They get on as vampires and ghouls get on, by
suckinsr the blood of innumerable victims. Their

fellow-creatures are to this class of adventurers

just so many oysters. They swallow them, biit

they do not fatten upon them. Neither did the late

Mr. Dando. If any scheme be afoot for farming
mankind for the profit of a few, of course a fat man
will be the chairman, but a thin man will vinder-

take the general management of the business.

I will only venture to add another preliminary
remark or two. Next to corpulence I woidd place
the faculty of "

self-assertion," as the second qua-
lification of getting on in London, or indeed in

any quarter of the globe of which I have had any
experience. In sunny days, long since past, I

remember to have visited in company with some

friends, the beautiful Glen of Amalfi in the Saler-

nitan GuK. We engaged there a boat with four

rowers and a steersman. The father steered, and
his four sous laboured at the oars. Scarcely had
we got out to sea when the unassuming mariner
addressed us in these words :

"
Signoi-i miei—la

mia barca e buona e bella—i miei figliuoli sono
buoni e belli—io auclie sono buono e bello !

" The
fellow's boat wasn't a bit better than a dozen
others which were lying there on the shore, his

sons did not keep very good time, and subseqiiently
when we hoisted a sail, the paternal helsmsman
was continually sending his marvellous craft \ip
into the wind. But the thing

"
paid ;

"
by sheer

force of bragging the man got more custom than
his fellows. It is by no means impolitic in Lon-
don to foUow a similar system to that of my
worthy friend, the Amalfiote boatman. My pill
will cure all your ailments ; my Eureka shirt will

fit you to a nicety ; remark the tone, the colour,

was not one of

tli-ew a picture of

the design, the what-d'ye-caU-it in ran pictm-e ;

my play—Oh, injured GaUia !
—is the only purely

original thing of the season, alone 1 did it : do

you bruise your oats in my way ? If you cannot

set any little performance of your own upon its

legs, then boldly establish yourself as a censor or

critic. Put the world to rights. Although you
could not decorate a public-house door with a

Cat and Fiddle, or a half-length of Sir Charles

Napier in a creditable way, go in boldly, and

regret that Mr. Mdlais has not an eye for colour,

that Mr. Watts' portraits are deficient in depth,
and that Mr. Hook has such a poor idea of water.

The divine art of music also offers a large harvest

to any gentleman who may be quite unable to

whistle three bars of "Rule Biitannia," as they
were written. It is not even necessary to say
much if you are desirous of founding a reputation
as a critic—or oracle. Think of the great states-

man in Sheridan's play, who gained his houoiu-s

by shaking his head in an emphatic manner.

Douglas Jerrold in one of those marvellous epi-

grammatic sketches of his—he

your critical, shake-head men !
—

a gentleman who passed through life iiuiversally

respected and feai-ed upon the strength of this

short speech
—"Ah! I could say something, but

I won't." The thunderbolt was always kept in

reserve. He walked amongst a crowd with a

loaded pistol in his hand which he never dis-

charged. At length when the doctor had taken

his last fee, and the patient his last bolus, the

mourning friends who surrounded the death-bed

of this illustrious man intreated him not to go
out of the world without informing them of the

true nature of the withering sarcasm which had
been kept in store for so many years. The poor
fellow tried to shake his head for the last time,
and while the pallor of death was stealing over

his countenance murmured in a feeble way,
" Ah !

I coidd say it, but I won't
;

" and then the oracle

was for ever dumb. This also is a good system.
I protest that when I consider the magnitude

of the task I have imdertaken, 1 shudder at my
own rashness. Put yourself on the top of an

omnibus, and drive through London from north to

south, and from west to east through the inter-

minable rows of palaces, vdlas, houses, cottages,
and ask yourself the question how it is that the

inhabitants contrive to pay for theii- subsistence ?

Whence comes the money with which they are

fed, clothed, and lodged? I suppose it requires

something about 125,000/. simply to feed London
for one day, estimating the sum spent on food

at one shilling a head. This value is absolutely
consumed and made away with, unless some of

these wonderfid projects for ruining the guano birds

should take efi'ect. There is something approach-

ing to 50,000,000?. per annum gone at once. If

the I. s. estimate be thought too high, on account

of the babies and beggars, set it at what you will

the result will be astounding.
Then there is the clothing, and the lodging, and

the physic, and the consumption of horse-life for

the purposes of conveyance ; and the luxuries and

supei'fluities. Walk along the public streets on

any fine Sunday mornins', and see the swarming
crowds of reasonably well-attired people. The
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very servant wenches have upon their heads and
backs better bonnets, shawls, and gowns than the

grandmothers of their mistresses ever di-eamed of.

Is it an outside calculation to say, that at noon on

any given summer Sunday the api)arel then

actually worn by every inhabitant of London,

including dukes and costermongers, duchesses and

beggar-women, might be set at II. per head as an

average term ? Why then you have the sum of

2,500,000/. sterling, walking about and airing
itself in the streets ; lounging in fashionable

chapels, or waiting about to fetch the baked
shoulders of mutton and potatoes, nicely browned,
from the various bakers, as soon as ser\'ice is over.

If 2,500,000/. is actually worn, surely another

equal value is in reserve iu cupboards, drawers,
wardrobes, and what not. Then you have

5,000,000/. worth of clothes at once
;
and this

stock is in course of constant renewal. I wish I

knew how to set about making an approximative
guess at the money value of London as it stands ;

but the task is beyond my powers of calculation.

No doubt some of those wonderful men who prac-
tise as actuaries, and who assist Mr. Mann in his

ingenious inquiries, could give us an idea upon
this subject.

There then is the golden pippin
—but how do

men get a bite at it ? There are the various

trades and professions ; there is speculation ; there

is the marriage-market. Of course it is but fair

to notice, in a cursory way, the fact that innu-

merable fortunes which are made elsewhere are

spent in London. Eiver frontages at Melbourne
drive about Hyde Park, drawn by pairs of well-

stepping bays. The money which pays for

calomel in London was earned at Calcutta. All

this, however, is beside the purjiose of our present

inquiry. When we have exhausted all the

categories of what may be called, though merely
for distinction's sake, the legitimate trades and

professions, there remain countless other fashions

of getting on in an irregular way. The gleaners
sometimes do better on their own account than
the harvest-men. Then we have amongst us a
numerous class of Bedouins and Mohicans who
live comfortably enough, as long as the career

lasts, by plundering the commiiuity. There are

the begging-letter writers, a most ingenious class,

admirable for their industry : the regular beggars,
who spend the proceeds of their day's whining
upon gin, and ham, and eggs : the people who
live by loan-offices : the people who live by burn-

ing their houses down, and cheating the insurance
office : the bill swindlers : the horse chaunters :

and so forth. All these people get on somehow
;

though, hajipily, it is a well-established rule, that
London rogues give themselves the greatest
amount of trouble, and produce the smallest

results. Lazy men should take to honesty as to
an easy-chair.

It may, I think, be safely asserted, that the
first and most difficult step for any young adven-
turer who seriously ^vants to get on iu London, is

to pass from the class of servants to that of free-

agents. The term " service
" must be understood

in a wide sense, and ap{ilies equally to au upper
clerk in the Foreign Office. I hope that is a

genteel calling
—as to the servant who sits beside

the coachman on the box of his -wife's brougham.
So long as any other man, or set of men, have a

right to discount your labour, to circumscribe your
field of action, to monopolise what you would call

the sweat of your brow, if you were a ploiighman—
but which, as you are a Londoner, I will rather

speak of as the sweat of youi- l^rain—you are not
a free-agent, but a servant. If you are a man of

moderate wishes and aspirations, you may stand
still under these condiaons quietly and comfort-

ably enough, and be at sixty years of age cashier

in the bank which you entered as junior clerk

when you were a boy. If what is termed au

appointment was pi'ocured for you to Somerset
House or the Admii-alty, you may ultimately rise

to a magnificent income of 700/. or SOO/. a year,
live in a nice little semi-detached villa residence

at Stamford Hill, and procure admission for one
of your children to the Blue Coat School. You may
become an admirable specimen of the British Pater-

familias, which is a very respectable position
—but

I scarcely think you could be said to have "got on "

in London. I say that the man who really gets

on, is either he who forces his way to distinction

by a couj)
—as a fortunate marriage, or a lucky

speculation,
—or the man who seriously says

to himself, from childhood upwards,
"

if I can
indiice every Londoner—man, woman, and child—
to give me one penny sterling, I shall realise

considerably more than 10,000/., and with that

sum of 10,000/., I may become a Rothschild or

an Overstone : or if 1 prefer quiet, I can invest it

safely in 4§ per cent, securities, and sit uj)on a

swing-gate and whistle for the remainder of my
earthly ^jilgrimage." That is your style of man
to get on. Of coiu'se a man does not pre-

cisely say this to himself in terms. The more
usual calculation is to bring the battering engine
to bear upon a particular section of the com-

munity, and to extract from each of that section

a larger sum ; or to become a candle-maker, or

tailor, or a brewer, or distiller, or to deal in a whole-

sale way in bricks or timber, or in some article

of general demand, and divide the spoil with a

numerous band of competitors or fellow-labourers.

Observe throughout, I have taken the acquisition
of wealth, or at least competence, as the test of
"
getting on ;" for if I were to speak of philoso-

phers and men of science, and benefactors to their

species who care for none of these things,
—I

wonder where they live—it might lead me a little

too far. But if you want to get on in trade, there

is the little preliminary difficulty of rinding capital,

which must be overcome. The difficidty is not

uncommonly met by starting in business without

it ; but then the chapter of accommodation-bills,
and selling under cost price, is soon opened, and

Basinghall Street looms heavily under your lee—
to make no mention of another thoroughfare
which connects Ludgate Hdl on the south with

Aldersgate Street on the north.

It is, however, to be remarked that the

greatest fortunes which have been realised iu

London trade have been made by men who have
started with nothing

—I believe it is the more
usual thing to say, who came to London, each

future millionaire, with half-a-crown in his pocket.
It is never one shilling, or one sovereign

—the
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precise sum is half-a-crown. They must have

been men of special faculties, and it is probable
that the stern preliminary apjirenticeship, when

they were bound to sweej) out the sho]), carry

])arcels, and sleep on the counter, or under it,

may have been necessary, in order to harden

them for the coming strife. It may be requisite
to spend certain years in the Desert before you
are tit to carry on the battle amongst the vines

and tig-trees of the Promised Land. Our romance-

writers have indulged us largely with jnctures of

the struggles amongst the Professional Classes.

I should like to see a few good sketches of the

Romance of London Trade. The amount of

acuteness, and industry, and energy— (all charla-

tanism apart)
—brought to bear upon the concerns

of any great London tradesman's establishment—
be he publisher, wine-merchant, brewer, bill-

discounter, dealer in marqueterie and ciu-iosities,

or what you w-ill—would be very sur2)rising to

those whose attention has not been drawn to the

subject in a particular way. Men don't get on in

trade in London, so as to attain a high place

amongst their thousand rivals, without the pos-
session of some qualities and faculties which
would be worthy of one's notice and consideration.

I am boimd to add, that I have been told by a

friend, who himself occupies a very distinguished

position in the City of London, and who has had
abundant opportunities of knowing the story of

the origin and progress of the great City Houses,
that to many of them their prosperity came by
mere chance

;
in other cases it was thrust vipon

them against their will. They happened, for

example, to have become involved in certain

agencies which they would have gladly disavowed,
and which they endeavoured to repudiate by all

means at their disposal, Init they were held

nolentes volentes to their bargain, and to the

acquisition of imbounded wealth. In other cases,

the possession of securities, of which they would

gladly have washed their hands, has forced their

operations into particular channels—and through
these channels, in the long run, they have threaded
their way into fuU Pactolus against their own will,

despite of their own most strenuous efforts to turn
back.

I know it is usual for men of letters in sketches
of this kind to call particular attention to the

struggles of their own class. But the literary
class is but a small class after all, and even if we
throw in the artists and musicians, the total

number will be comparatively inconsiderable by
the side of those who earn their living by buying
and selling, and by commerce in its general
branches. After all, I do not see why the

struggles of gentlemen who write indifferent books
and paint indifferent jiictures shoidd be more

interesting than the efibrts of persons who sell

indifferent butter, or milk which has been largely
drawn from the cow with the iron tail. I leave,
of course, out of the question the few men of real

genius and originality of conception whom any
country contains at any given time—they will

surely make their own way through all difficulties,
and require but little lielj) or sympathy. In Art
or Literature it is a dreadful thing to be a Frog,
and to undertake the Bull's business. Any young

man who comes to London with reasonable capa-

city for literary work, and who is not so silly as

to fancy himself a man of geniiis when he is not

one, will, without much dithculty, find the means

of earning a respectable living, so he be industrious

and punctual to his engagements. Neither the

London publishers nor the London public are in a

conspiracy to put down literary talent, or even

literary energy. The sooner, however, young

neophytes of this class leave off writing monodies

on Chatterton, and recognise the great fact that

unless they can take place amongst the AU Eng-
land Eleven, a literary life is a life of hard labour

reasonably well rewarded, the sooner they wiU be

likely to "
get on "

in London.

I spoke just now of getting on by
"
coups," and

divided this class of success mainly into two heads
—

speculations in the marriage market or the

money market. I have hitherto only been con-

sidering the case of men
;
but when we come to

this division of the subject we are approaching
more sacred ground

—how do young ladies get on

iu London ? Unfortunately, marriage is almost a

woman's only chance in life. The alternative is—
what ? A very few may support themselves by
literary labour, and if you want to see specimens
of ladies who have devoted themselves to that

species of industry, they are to be seen in that

wonderful new readiag-room of the Museum. I

would not for any consideration say one word
which shoiUd suggest ridicule on such a point.

God speed them, say I, and that the more that I

have known instances amongst them where the

proceeds of their honourable toil have been un-

grudgingly bestowed upon procuring comforts and

medical aid for a sick parent, husband, or child.

How industriously they sit all through the long
summer days at their work, with just an occasional

pause, as thovigh the picture of the little lodging
in which the one for whose sake this toil had been

undertaken had flashed across their minds. But

it won't do—time is too precious to be wasted

even on the luxury of home thoughts. Till the

hour of closing comes the pen must be busy with

the note-book. I wonder what manner of work
will be ultimately forthcoming from those piles of

huge ponderous volumes by which they are sur-

rounded. It used to be a very hard time of it for

these poor ladies in the old reading-room of the

Museum where there was that dreadful odour

which might be warranted to produce headache in

persons of the soundest constitution within two

j

hours. But now the Museum ladies have a mag-
nificent Pantheon sort of place in which they may
prosecute their labours quite in a regal way—as

undisturbed and as free from all chances of intru-

sion as though they were in their own drawing-
rooms. Let lis hope they maj''

' '

get on.
"

Another alternative, which occasionally turns

out well enough, but in the majority of instances

must be painful iu the extreme, is that of the

governess's life. Those who draw fortunate num-
bers in this lottery may glide on quietly enough
from youth to womanhood, from womanhood to

old age, and be ultimately pro\dded for by their

former pupils ;
but I shoidd fear there must be

many internal struggles and heart-burnings even

,
under the most favoiu-able circumstances which
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a man can with difllculty appreciate or imtler-

stand. The picture of the governess is not a plea-
sant one as she sits surroTinded by a parcel of noisy
children, into whose reluctant heads it is her duty
to instil such portions of human learning as they
are capable of containing. She is at the piano,

counting "One, two, three,—one, two, three,"
whilst two of her jnipils are endeavouring to

thump an infantine duet out of the jingling in-

strument—which is good enoxigh for the school-

room—and a small boy on a stool in the corner

is sulking over his Latin grammar. Even when all

goes reasonably well, there must, one should

think, be moments when the thought will occur to

her that such a thing as a home of her own might
be a human possibility. In the little desk up-
stairs in which she keejis her treasures, I should

not v/onder if there were a few letters written by
a hand which is now cold in death, or by one
who has thought that it might tend more to his

advantage and advancement in life if he did not

encumber himself with what are called "
respon-

sibilities ?
"

I hope he may lose his digestive

powers, at an early period of his career, and if he
should marry well, and be thoroughly miserable,
it will serve him I'ight. Nor is the duty of acting
as "

companion
"
to a peevish old lady, and at-

tending to the nervous ailments of a fat wheezing
lap-dog, a very enviable lot. There are troubles,

too, with the servants which do not meet the eye
of the casual observer, as well as the more patent
inconveniences of such a situation. Still food and
shelter are to be obtained in such a way as well as

a small legacy when the "Eesurgam" business is

taken in hand, and the will is opened, and the
"
companion

" must again seek her fortune, and

try to get on in a new world.

When I think of what a terrible struggle exist-

ence is to women who have not the protection of a

father or husband interposed between them and
the raging battle of life, I can scarcely venture to

censure the young ladies, who are ever on the out-

look for a good match, with any degree of acri-

mony, who can tell what the secret history of

their homes may be ? What are the scenes of

domestic broil to which they ai-e daily and re-

luctant witnesses ?—how are they not worried and
baited by their very mothers to make a siiccessful

foray xipon elder-son-dom ? A London ball-room,
where the young ladies are busily engaged in

"getting on "
is, however, a curious scene enough

to a philosophic eye. The first condition neces-

sary that you may be able to watch the manoeuvres

going on around you in a calm and dispassionate
manner, is that an idea shoixld prevail amongst
dowagers that you are a man of no account in a

monej' way. You wiU then be left to conduct your
investigations in peace. I like to see three or four
of these graceful coml^atants trying for the same

prize. Let us look around us—a tall young man
reputed to be the lord of unbounded wealth has just

stejiped into the arena with his crush hat under
his arm. There is a general stir amongst the
formidable dowagers in the back-ground, who, by
ingenious tlutterings of fans and eye-telegrams,
hoist the signal for the light craft to engage the

enemy. They are nothing loth—the taU dark

yoimg lady with a languishing glance fires the

first shot. A spirited gushing young thing with
candid blue eyes, and great decision of character,
takes a young lady friend by the arm, and in the
artless confidence of virgin friendship leads her
across the room as if she had some secret of great

weight and moment to impart to her,
—l)ut as

they pass the young millionaire .she pours into him
a good raking fire from the corner of her eye, and
takes up j)osition so as to silence the artillery of

the more languid combatant. An elderly lady, with
two scraggy, and not very fascinating syrens—
her daughters

—sails up, and is just on the very
point of grajjpling the prize, when she is cut off

Ijy old Lady Sophia Spatterdash, who undertakes,
in a professional way, the business of bringing

young ladies out, and finding husbands for them.
At this moment she has imder her charge Miss
Eveline Dermott, and Miss Harriett Flidceton

;

Miss Eveline is all soul, like one of those fair

abstractions of Mr. Thorburn's, who look as if

they drew their noiirishment from the milky
way. Miss Harriet is a good deal "body"—a

young lady with a cheery laugh, and not a bad
hand at going across country. Young Millions

must be hard to please if one or other of

these entrancing creatures wiU not suit what the

wretch would call "his book." Lady Sophia
marches up to the enemy at once with all the con-

fidence of a veteran. The careful mother v.-ith

the two young ladies who are not inclined to em-

bonjjoint stands no more chance against her than
militia against regular troops. As for the gushing
young thing with the blue eyes, Lady Sophia
would box her ears upon the spot if she ventured
to interfere with her plans, so she has no resource

but to look at the Spatterdash detachment with a

look of astonishment, whisjjer something in the

ear of her confidante, and burst into a laugh.

Lady Sophia sees and ajjpreciates it all, but she is

far too old a soldier to waste fire at so critical a

moment iipon so contemptible a foe, always re-

serving to herself the privilege of saying some^^

thing spiteful to our gushing friend at a later

period of the evening when apt occasion presents
itself for doing so in the most offensive manner

possible ;
and Lady S. is not a bad jixdge of such

an occasion. Before half a minute has elapsed,
the experienced dowager has asked Miss Evelina

if she woiUd not like to take a turn, and told

young Millions off to carry the duty out. In a

moment they are threading the mazes of the dance,
and Miss Evelina is

"
getting on."

These struggles have their ludicrous side ;
but

yet we must not judge too harshly of these poor

girls who are struggling for prizes in the matrimo-
nial market ^^er /as e< ?je/a5. Make clean breasts

of it my masculine friends, and tell me, when
driven to it by sharp nece.ssity, have you never

taken extraordinary leaps in order to avoid the

pungency of that suggestive bayonet with which

Anangke—she of the thin hps and stony eyes
—

has goaded you on ? You must get on in your
trades, professions, and callings whatever they

may be. Marriage is a woman's profession. We
have had impressive biographies by the cart-load,

in which we ai'e informed how Lord Eldon, Ben-

jamin Franklin, and other woi-thies have "got
on "

iu the world. Each of these contains a



14 ONCE A WEEK. [JCSE £0, 1S60.



June 30, ISCO.] HOW SOME PEOPLE GET ON IN LONDON. 15

cliai)ter entitled
"
Early Struggles." Now I should

like to see a true and honest biograjjliy of Miss

Jane Smith who was so pretty, and had not a

jDeuny, and who was worried by her mamma, and

teazed by her ugly cousins ;
how hard she jirac-

tised, how industriously she danced, how ingeni-

ously she contrived to make her few chiJfo>ii> do

duty over and over again, like a regiment of stage
soldiers. She slew many victims, you will say, in

the course of her triumphant career. Perhaps
Jane Smith did so—so did Napoleon Buonaparte.
But Jane was only solving the subsistence ques-
tion, whilst the stern Corsican was engaged in

cutting throats for glory. The poverty-stricken
moths who came fluttering round that clear bril-

liant taper which was known to mortals in ball-

rooms as "Jane Smith," danced round her at

their own proper peril. If they singed their

wings it was their own afTiiir. Before they took

the matter in hand they knew perfectly well that

J. S. had not one penny—neither had they. She
is now not a little inclined to emhonpoint, and is

the honoured and sentimental wife of Lewis

Pimento, Esq., Molasses Lodge, Barnes Common,
and recommends her young friends never to listen

to any voice, but the voice of the heart. J. S.,

however, has "got on." Such a biography as the

one indicated would be exceedingly dithcult of

execution, it would require a woman to feel it,

and a man to write it.

I woidd not, however, leave it on record as an

opinion of mine that it is only the ladies who do

business on the Matrimonial Rialto. I remember

well, when I was a youth fresh from the Uni-

versity, calling one morning upon two young
wiseacres like myself, scarcely with the down

upon their cheeks. I found the foolish boys

engaged in prejiaring lists of the heiresses of that

season. Of course, the only difficulty was to

decide in what quarters the two handkerchiefs

should be thrown. The two Sultans had been

distinguished in the University examinations, and

they took it as a matter of course that they were
to retain the same position throughout life. Alas !

they had coimted without my revered friend. Lady
Sophia Spatterdash, who would think no more of

putting her foot on a Senior Wrangler than I would
of knocking the ash off a cigar. I am bound to

say that they did not subsequently act upon their

then views. Perhaps Lady S. S. did put her foot

on them ; perhaps they did not like the look of

the thing when they were brought face to face

with the Httle drawbacks upon their projects.
One is now a fat rector in Lincolnshire, with
eleven children ; he married his cousin, who had
not one sLxj^ence. The other took to the bar, and
conducted to the hymeneal altar a young lady
possessed of 2500/., which he insisted shoidd be
settled upon herself. He has toiled like a galley-
slave in his profession, and is now beginning to

"get on." These two lads were, of course, of

the tine metal from which Englishmen are forged.

They had indulged in that silly dream for a

moment, just as they might have taken U2> a hud.

French novel, and imagined themselves the heroes
of it

; but when they tried to act the parts they
broke down, and well w"as it for them that it was
so. Many men, however, will and do take this

fatal leap every season, without considering how
miserable the speculation is in a mercantile point of

view. Marry 10,000/. or 5000/. a year, my friends,
if you can, and go in, and be staU-fed oxen for

the remainder of your days. But do not under-
take to support a lady and her family until the
end of your lives for an insufficient consideration.
The bargain is a bad one on your side. Of course
I am speaking of mercenary marriages ; but I

should think much better of your chances of ulti-

mate success if you had the nerve boldly to throw

your hat into the ring, and fight the battle of life

out in a manly and creditable way.
Falling back upon the general argument, it would

seem by the practice of late years, that one of the

surest methods of attaining success is the lavish

use of advertisements. This is of course, but self-

assertion proclaiming itself in printed characters,
a foot and a-half in length, upon dead-walls. It

is an ascertained fact with regard to some of the

best known quack medicines that their sale bears

an exact proportion to the number of times they
are advertised. The expenses are enormous, but
still if he conducts his ojierations wisely, the pro-

prietor is able to realise a very comfortable H\aug
upon the margin between income and outlay. Say
that you have discovered, by a series of judicious

experiments suggested by a hint taken from an

old Coptic MS., that the ordinary stinging-nettle—so it be properly manipulated—is a sovereign

remedy against all the ills that flesh is heir to.

You have at length succeeded in educing the

wtues of this plant in an irreproachable way, and

combining them in the form of a pill
—you woidd

then, I conceive, proceed in the following way.
You woiUd give your ])l11 a Greek name— you
would engage a sufficient niimber of bands for

manufacturing purposes. You would hire a shop
in a leading thoroughfare and put something in

the windows— say a large snake under glass
—

which should be so attractive to the gamins as

to cause a jiermanent stoppage. You would send
men about the streets in Egyptian costumes—
they are most telling when they walk solemnly in

Indian file—you would cover the walls of the me-

tropolis, and stuff both the metropolitan and pro-
vincial papers iwW of advertisements all laudatory
of the piU. At the end of the year your account
would iirobably stand thus :

—
Stinghig-nettles . . . . Nil.

Expense of collection, and cartage . 500

Kent, wages, and manufacture . 1000

Advertisements . . .. 8000

By Pills, less commission
9,500

12,000

Profit 2,500

No notice is taken of small matters in the

above calculation, which is purely approximative—but if a man can succeed in making 9500/.

breed 2500/. in the course of a year, he may really
be said to be "

getting on "
in London. Now,

whether you are artist, author, tailor, or owner of

the Brandy-Ball line of clippers, running between

Liverpool and Melbourn, the point is to make the

public swallow your pill. Advertise !

I saw a gentleman the other night who was in a
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fair way to earning a handsome fortune by mes-

merism. He was a Ganl, with a beautiful black

beard. He had with him a young lady, a native

also of the French eraiiire, whom, by a few passes,
he coiUd throw into a state of seeming repose ;

when she read letters blindfolded, or when the

letters were applied to the pit of her stomach she

could tell you the contents without the smallest

trouble. It was, however, indispensable that the

French gentleman should read them first. There

is an old Frenchwoman going about the streets of

London who, on her side,
' '

gets on "
in a singular

way. She is constantly to be seen at the northern

end of the Burlington Arcade. Two large poodles
are her stock in trade. When the exhibition is

about to commence, with a wave of her hand she

dismisses her two dogs,
—the one straightway runs

up Cork Street—the other up Old Burlington Street.

In Clifl'ord Street they cross each other, and each

returns to his mistress by the roiite on which the

other had set out. This ingenious lady is exceed-

ingly well paid for this gratifying exhibition, and
so "

gets on "
comfortably enough.

It woidd, however, require a volume to describe

the manifold manners in which li\-ings are to be
earned in the streets of London. So enormous is

the amount of money flying about that an Irish

lady can support herself in comfort upon an apple-
staU in a reasonably good situation. A crossing in

a frequented thoroughfare is an estate. Life in

London, however, is conducted on a very high
j)ressure system indeed. There is, I fear, far

greater difficulty in keeping money than in earn-

ing it. So far I have used simply the subsistence

test of ' '

getting on,
" but if one were to speak of

the thousand shifts and meannesses of which

people are guilty, in order to ' '

get on "
in Lon-

don society where the money wnigma has long
since received a satisfactory solution, we should
come straightway upon half the social vices and
follies of the day. I never thought of opening
that chapter in the stories of London Life upon
the present occasion. As the resvilt of some
little exjDerience of human struggles in this

great Babylon in which my lot has been cast, I

should strongly incline to the opinion that—save

in cases where there is a heavy aiSiction such as

blindness, or some disease which paralyses action

and leaves a man to the mercy of his fellow-crea-

tiu-es—any man can "get on "
in London in some

fashion or other, save his own vices or bad
habits stand in his way. Charlatanism has a good
deal, and chance a great deal to do with the bril-

liant residts
;
but I have not been writing of men

who find Golcondas, but of those who are content
to get on in London. A far more dismal story

might be told about those who "
get off."

Gamjma.

ORIENTAL EECOLLECTIONS.
PEEPS INTO THE HAREM,

I HAVE enjoyed some privileges, as a traveller,
under the ausjiices of a doctorial degree, and though
I am not dignified with an M.D. title, the LL.D.,
for all practical and useful purposes, did just as

well in the Levant. In fact, ha^^ng an official

position during my progress, I was known among

the Arabs as El Hakim El Kebir, the great doctor—the doctor jiar excellence, and was not only
frequently considted on medical matters, but per-
mitted and invited to penetrate into some of the

mysteries of that domestic life which is in general
carefully screened from foreign observation. Much
has not been done to convey accurate notions of

the family and social interest among Mahomedan
races.

Lady Mary Wortley ^Montagu had the advantage
of rank and the stimidant of curiosity, and has
told her amiising tales of what she saw in Turkey,
and some few privileged Christian ladies have since

been welcomed into the recesses of the harem—
nay, one or two Osmanli women of high position
have been seen in European circles. In British

India even the Zenanas have opened their doors to

receive the visits of distingiiished British females,
and I have heard from members of my own family
various accounts of what they have witnessed
within the palace of a Mussidman prince ; but,
without being able to say much, I will dot down a
few memories from my own exjjerience.
The seclusion of women in oriental countries

is not a habit introduced by, or even laecidiar to,

the Mahomedans. In patriarchal times we learn

that Sarah, Abraham's life, had a tent of her own,
to which Eebekah, when betrothed to Isaac, was

conveyed, and the separate tents of the women
are freqiiently spoken of in the book of Genesis.

A description which woidd serve as a
modern princely harem, is found in the pro-
vision made for King Ahasuerns (Esther ii. 2
and 3), where fair young virgins are sought by
the king, and ' '

all the fair young virgins are

gathered together unto Shushan the palace, to the
house of the women, under custody of the king's
chamberlain "—an eunuch, no doubt—the kee])er
of the women. The separation of the sexes was
carried further by those of elevated rank than

among the less opident classes, but the veiling of

women is still pi-actised both by Jews and Chris-

tians in the Levant. The poetry of the East is full

of the passion of love, yet, whatever may be the
admiration for beauty and the professions of

attachment to females, I know of no part of the
world in which they are raised to a position of

absolute equality with men,—certainly the Levant
affords no such example. Keverence for parents
and ancestors in which, of course, are included

mothers, grandmothers, and female progenitors, is

a universal religion in China,—the religion of all

the sects, whether Confucians, Buddhists, or

Taoiiists
;
but the condition of woman is generally

\inenviable and unhapj)}-, and it can hardly be
otherwise where polygamy is sanctioned alike by
law and by usage.

I once dined with an Aga in a A-illage of Pales-
tine. No Mahomedans, except his own family,
were among the guests, and he, like many of his

race did not hesitate in allowing himself more than
one luxury denounced as sinful by the Koran,
especially when he could screen himself from the
observations of more severe and more censorious
followers of Islam.

I have listened to strange excuses for the

enjoyment of intoxicating beverages— wine and

spirituous di-inks are undoubtedly prohibited by
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the positive and imperative commands of the

prophet, and denunciations are pronounced against
those who shall dare to indulge in their use, but

"champagne," it has been averred, is not spe-

cially mentioned
; the name is not to be found in

the Arabic text, and therefore, say the tempted
and the yielding sinners, it cannot be considered

as included in the interdict. Neither is Moya
Inglls (English water) the ordinary term for Cognac
brandy when a JIahomedan desires to drink it.

Well do I recollect one of the earliest inquiries

whispered into my ears by a Mufti, at whose
house I descended when visiting the capital of the

ancient kings of Syria, Hamath on the river

Orontes, andwho received me with wonted Oriental

hospitality.
"Have you brought with you any Moya

Inglls ?
" and on having ascertained that it woidd,

in good time, be forthcoming, he proposed we
should withdraw to a secret chamber imme-

diately after dinner to jiartake of the delicious

water with becoming hlef, a charming word

implying the serenity of repose and tranquil

feUcity.
The dinner of the Aga over, conversation became

more and more lively, and the colloquies ran from

tongues, somewhat unbridled, upon the lovelier

portion of creation. Under ordinary cii-cum-

stances it is a great affront to talk to a Maho-
medan of the lady portion of his household, or

even to suppose or imply the existence of a female

sex. You may venture upon a general and vague
inquiry as to the well-being or v/ell-doing of a

family, but it would be ill-bred and impertinent to

show any interest about the health of a mother,

wife, or daughter, even though you may have
heard rumours of sickness, or even of impending
death.

But wine, and still more the Moya Inglis,
thaws the frozen reserve and opens the locked

lips of conversation to the most forbidden topics,
and our Aga began to talk of the beauties of his

harem, and to describe to us some of the many
handmaidens who looked up to him as theii- lord

and master. We could not but express great
interest in communications so eloquent ;

and com-

plimented him on the possession of so many pearls
of great price. At last his enthusiasm mounted to

its fuU height, and his proud satisfaction broke
out into an ejaculatorj'' interrogation :

—
' ' Would you like to see the damsels ?

"

" Above all things," was the natiu-al reply.
"Come along, then,—come."
And he himself led the way to an upper apart-

ment.
It was a large room surrounded by a cushioned

divan, and female shawls and robes of silk were
scattered over the carpets and rugs on the floor.

There were many mirrors on the walls, and lamps
hung from the ceiling, and the moment we entered
the door, following closely the footsteps of the Aga,
clamours and shrieks broke forth from voices more
or less melodious or discordant :

—
"You Giaours! you infidels! you Christian

dogs! what brings you here ! Begone! begone!"
The Aga laughed aloud at the reception we ex-

perienced ;
but "the Christian dogs

" were not a

little perplexed and confounded ; it was easy to

perceive, though every one of the women drew
her veil more closely over her face and round her

shoidders, that the noisiest and loudest were the
eldest of the ladies

; so addressing myself to one
whose accents were harmonious and fascinating,
I said :

—
" So sweet a voice must belong to a pretty

face."

Upon which the damsel suddenly uncovered her

countenance, looked penetratingly iipon me with
her black and brilliant eyes, and exclaiming :

—
" You Giaour ! You infidel !

"
laughed aloud,

and drew the veil over her blushing cheeks. Again
and again the same amusing comedy was per-
formed by other ladies with a readiness or a back-

wardness which might be measured by the pre-
sence or absence of personal charms ; there were
several who remained veiled through the whole
of our visit with the most stubborn and stolid

obstinacy. The Aga said, they wei-e the old and

ugly ones of the harem. Woman is everywhere
woman—proud, and well she may be proud of her

attractions.

"Now then, let us withdraw," said the Aga.
We bowed to the fair community, and retired, for

the visit lasted only a few minutes, amidst many
voices not altogether so boisterous, or so impetuous,
as at our advance, but still they cried,

" Infidels !

Infidels !

"

I was not qiiite so fortunate on another occa-

sion when I was the guest of the Pacha of

Nablous, the Sechem of the Old Testament, the '

Sichar of the New. To me Samaria has always

appeared—next to Galilee—the most interesting

part of the Holy Land, for the lies and legends of

the monks have less intruded themselves, or they
less haunt the traveller with their contradictions

and absurdities, and the whole region represents,
far more than does Judiea, the unchanged character-

istics of the Gospel History. Fables and ground-
less traditions crowd themselves into every part of

Jerusalem, and even the sites of the most memor-
able events are subjects of doubtful disputation ;

but Samaria has the charm of being now what it

was nineteen centuries ago ;
and the Samaritans,

though reduced to a very small number of families,

have retained the language, the religion, the pi'eju-

dices of their ancestors ;
and they love the Jews

as little as their ancestors did. To the j'acha I

owed a frientUy introduction to the Samaritan

sheikhs, one of whom, was his principal scribe,

and I received from them manj^ courtesies and
kindnesses. In answer to some inquiries, my host

offered to show me the female apartments of the

palace ;
but this was not after dmuer ;

and he

had not accommodated his conscience to his

tastes, nor found arguments for smi-endering his

temj^ei-ance to tem2)tation, nor in wresting both

the letter and the spirit of the Koran to a very
free interpretation. A messenger was despatched to

the harem, and soon after I accompanied the pacha
upstairs. We heard much bustle and confusion ;

and as the doors were opened we saw women

scampering away in all directions along the bal-

conies, and towards the inner apartments, in

obvious haste and apprehension. They were all

veiled, and the mode in %^hich their garments

himg about them showed they had been unpre-
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pared for so sudden au exodus. We found the

rooms in " most admired disorder," and every-

tldng looked as if the late occupants had been
menaced with, and taken flight from fire and

sword, eartlnpiake, or other convidsion. There
were on the carpets and the divans. Cashmere
shawls and unfinished embroidery, and decorated

slijipers, and musical instruments, and broken

nosegays ; but absolute silence reigned. Beyond
these last apartments I neither penetrated nor

sought to penetrate, any such attempt would
have been alike a great discourtesy to the rixles

of the coimtry, and an offensive intrusion. The
ladies were not unaware of the presence of

foreign guests, and the next morning boiiquets of

fragrant flowers and sweetmeats prepared by
their own fair fingers were brought to us for

accei)tance. The most distinguished and accept-
able present from the ladies of the harem is,

however, a fairly woven kerchief, or napkin, on
which the receiver's name, or a verse of poetry,
or a sentence of the Koran, is wrought in Arabic
letters of gold.

There is a little hidden coquetry in all women's
nature which, conceal it as they may, will break
out in the presence of admiring man, and ordi-

narily the coquetry v/ill be in the proportion of

the comeliness of the pos.?essor. Ko woman is

insensible to the charms of her own beauty, and
she will seldom fad to exhibit it when she finds

the opportimity. It is not an unusual thing

among Mussulmans of wealth, when they invite

strangers, to give musical or theatrical enter-

tainments after their meals, which the women
of the harem honour with their presence ;

but

they are concealed behind gratings and curtains,
so that no guest can distinguish their faces, even
when their voices are heard

;
but I have re-

marked that the i)rMie8t feet are invariably put
out under the curtain to be observed and admired,
and that through every opening of the damask
the brightest eyes were to be seen

;
and one

might always be certain that the loudest tittle-

tattle was from the youngest and fairest of the
crowd

;
the master of the house seldom reproves

an exhibition from his birds of paradise when
fairly and safely caged. If the chances are few
which a pretty girl of the harem has to exhibit
her graces, she has the ready ingenuity to avail

herself of them. There is no doubt a charm in

winning the admiration of the other sex—a
charm which in the Levant sometimes tempts a

lady beyond the limits of maiden modesty and
Western decorum. It is the breaking of the

string of an overstretched bow.
The first resting-place on the principal road

from Damascus to Jerusalem is a very ancient city,
and was known by the name of Khan Shekune.
It has still some gates of brass, evidence of the

gi-eat antiquity of the place. The government
is administered by a native Syrian, an old man,
to whom, as to all the rulers of the country, I
had a general recommendatory firman signed by
the Sultan, which had Ijeen forwarded to me by
the courtesy of the British ambassador at Con-

stantinople ; and a circular letter from Mahomet
Ali, Pacha of Egypt, for which I was indebted
to Boghos Bey, then the prime minister at Cairo,

a man whose history resembled in many respects
that of Joseph, for the \acissitudes through
which both passed in their ascent to the highest

dignities of the Egyptian State
; Boghos Bey had

been the adviser and the favorite of Mahomet Ali.

On one occasion, when he offered some unpa-
latable counsel to his despotic master, great
offence was taken at his boldness, and the Pacha
in a moment of rage ordered his attendants to

fling Boghos into the Kile. His Highness was
informed that his mandate had been obeyed, in-

stead of which, an old friend, an Hungarian by
birth, concealed the Bey, under the conviction that

when the moment of passion had passed away,
Mahomet Ali woidd regret the loss, and long for

the restoration of his ancient and faithful coun-

cillor ; and so it was, for some months afterwards

the Pacha vras seen Avalking up and down the

palace in a disturbed and excited state, saying
aloud :

—
"

0, that I had Boghos Bey to considt ! what a

misery it is that people are so willing to obey the

hasty words they hear !

"

After some time the attendant, who had been
the saviour of Boghos, foimd courage to ask his

master whether, indeed, the Bey would be wel-

come if he coidd be restored, and on Mahomet Ali

saying he w-ould purchase his return at any cost,

Walmas (for that was the name of his protector),
told the Pacha what had happened, and how he
had dared to disregard the viceregal mandate,

believing that reflection woidd bring regret at its

having been issued. And he introduced Boghos
Bey to the Pacha, who received him with the most
affectionate expressions, and restored him to his

ofiice of Prime Minister with greatly extended

powers and influence, an office he held to the day
of his death.

But we return to our journey towards Khan
Shekune, and on our way thither we heard much
of the extraordinary beauty of the old Sheikh's

young wife, who had the fame of being the most

lovely woman that had ever been spoken of in

those regions, and who was—jealous and distrust-

ivl as Oriental husbands frequently are—the object
of special jealousy, but, at the same time, of the

most affectionate admiration, on the j'art of her
husband. Concealed and secluded, though she lived

in the darkness of the harem, yet the brightness
of her fair co\intenance shone by the reflection of

its fame like a remote star in the heavens, and
the old Sheikh was an object of envy to a thou-

sand youths less privileged than he in their

domestic treasures. It was sunset when we
reached the Sheikh's abode, but he came to meet
us with the most ui'bane and perfect courtesy, and
the usual phrases that his house was honoured by
our presence.
We observed e^-idence of much disquietude on

the good Sheikh's visage, and it was obvious he
was wrestling with some sore but untold anxiety,
and that he desired to get rid of a burden which

pressed heavily on his mind. At last he let fall

that there was sorrow in the harem, that the child

of his old age was sick, and, as he feared, at the

point of death. It is a habit among Orientals to

conceal from others, and even from themselves,
the extent of any danger or afiiiction that seems
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to menace them, xinder the influence of that

fatalism which is almost a religious creed, and
which teaches that what is not to be need not be

anticipated by an anxiety for which there is no
sufficient cause, and what is to be cannot be

averted by giving way to solicitudes or sorrows.

And even after an afflicting event there is an un-

willingness to communicate the evil news. Of
this there is a touching example in the history of

David, whose servants feared to speak to him of

the death of his child, for they said :
"
Behold,

while the child was yet alive, we spake to him,
and he would not hearken unto our voices ; how
will he then vex himself if we tell him the child is

dead."""" But in the whispering of the servants

David discovered his bereavement, and in the face

of the Sheikh we could perceive his agitation.
"Doctor! will you heal my child?" was his

inquiry.
Now the infant boy had been born to the

beautifiil bride, and I own to a petty ])lot, which
I then concocted in my thoughts, that I might
possibly, through the desire of the father to save

the suti'ering child, get a peep at the charming
mother, the echoed fame of whose loveliness was
still sounding in my ears, and, let me own it,

much sharpened my curiosity.

"Well, then," I answered, "take me to the

harem, and I will see what is to be done !"
"
Impossible !

"
said the Sheikh

;

"
impossible."

"But if the child die, and you shoidd be

visited by the thought that the Hakim could and
would have saved it ?

''

"Impossible!" he repeated. "It cannot be."
" If the child is not relieved, he will die."

"Alas! but you cannot be permitted to enter

the harem. Shall the infant be brought out "?"

' '

By no means—the child must not be exposed.
Besides, men know nothing about the complaints
of children. We Western physicians have only
one way of i)roceeding. We talk to the mother—
that is invariably our practice. We hear from
her the symptoms of the complaint, and we pre-
scribe only after getting all possible information—
information which the mother alone is able to

give."
' '

It cannot be ! it cannot be !

" he repeated
with new emphasis.

" I am sorry for it," was all my reply.
He hung down his head, saluted me, and

quickly left the apartment.
Meanwhile I was amiused by the extraordinary

doings of a renowned magician, who had obtained
the character of a prophet, whose presence
alarmed many of our suit, especially a "jester,"
who had been attached to oua- cavalcade by the

Governor of Damascus, for the piu'pose of amusing
us with his stories, so as to lighten the fatigues of

travel. On hearing the magician was in the house,
the jester

—called by the Arabs a maskara—tied—
but was ordered to be found and brought into the

presence of the magician, who cried to him with a
loud voice,

" Be dumb !

" And assuredly the man
attempted to speak, but in vain. He exhibited
the utmost agony, and trembled Uke an asjjen
leaf imder the spell of the magician. Undoubtedly
he believed himself to be wholly delivered into

* 2 Sam. xii. 18, 19.

the hands of his tormentors. I interfered for his
release from this extraordinary thraldom

; and,

having heard from the magician the word ' '

Speak !

"

which was loudly and peremptorily pronounced,
he ran immediately out of the house, hid himself
in the mountain, and only rejoined our party
when we had resumed our way towards Jeru-
salem.

It was some hours after this interlude that the
Sheikh again made his appearance and approached
me.

"It was very disagreeable
—very annoying;

but what must be, must. He coidd not run the

risk of losing his child. Would I do him the
favour to follow him ?

"

I bowed, of course, with great complacency,
inwardly rejoicing on the success of my admirable

arrangement, but giving no outward sign of seK-

gratulation or delight.
He preceded me with a slow and seemingly

hesitating step. He imlocked, he opened the

doors of several apartments, through which we
advanced to the sanctum sanctorum of the women.

Upon a many-coloured rug lay a poor emaciated

suffering infant, which seemed two or three

months old. It was encumbered with garments ;

it had the Mahomedan rosary round its neck, and
its body was covered with amidets, charms, and
verses from the Koran, to whose miraculous

influence, aided by prayers to the Prophet, they
had ventured to look for the recovery of the

patient. Other hojie there was none : and that

hope had failed, as the child appeared sinking and
to be past recovery.

Hanging over the child, looking like a statue of

grief, a veiled woman was seated.

To her I addressed myself, but not a word did

she reply. She seemed abandoned to sorrow and
absorbed in contemplation of the little sufl"erer on
the Persian rug. A sigh escaped her, and my
symjDathy was strongly excited. I pui'sued my
inquiries as to the complaints of the infant. AVhat
was its age ? How long had it been ill ? What
had been done for its recovery ? Who had been
consulted ? What were the symptoms ? Did it

get any sleep ? and so forth : but only indistinct

replies were given to my questionings. I said,
" You must speak more plainly. If your language
were English, I should have difficulty in under-

standing you talking through that veil, and I

comprehend your Syriac-Arabic very imperfectly.
You must remove youi- veil, and you may then be

intelligible, and I shall know better what to pre-
scribe for your boy." She shook her head; it

seemed as if I made no impression. I insisted

more strongly. I said I was an English doctoi',

only accustomed to the practice of English
mothers. We talked to them with iinveiled faces ;

they told us all we wished to know
; they gave

every particular of their children's indisposition ;

and we were able then to see more clearly what

ought to be done. Moved by my increasing

urgency, she raised her hands, threw off her veil,

stared me in the face—an ugly hag of a woman,
worn and wrinkled. " I am the old wife," were
the only words she uttered.

"
Sold, sold !

"
I exclaimed to the Sheikh ; and

I coidd not check an outburst of laughter as we
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left tbe harem together. I did, however, give
some medicine for the child, and learnt afterwards

that he had got well.

The next day, we crossed tlie Jordan on our

way to Nazareth.

I have availed myself of such opportunities as I

have had to learn from intelligent Orientals them-

selves their views as to the comparative influences

of polygamy and monogamj' upon domestic happi-
ness

;
and the i-esult has been most favourable to

that pohcy consecrated by Christian laws and

Christian usages, by which one man and one

woman are exclusively bound together by the

marital link, and the children only of such mar-

riasres deemed to be the lecjitimate descendants of

their parents. One of the most cidtivated Turks

I have ever known—a man occupying at the

present moment one of the highest positions in the

Ottoman empire, and well acquainted with other

nations as well as his own—assured me that he

had conhned his attentions to the lady whom he

had selected for his wife as the best means of

securing his own felicity. She was a beautiful

Circassian slave, for whom he had paid a high

price : he had her instructed in various Oriental

languages, so that she talked readily Turkish,

Arabic, and Persian. She had visited the hoh'^

cities of Mekka and Medina, and was well read in

the Koran and in the doctrines and rites of

Islamism. He told me I was not to suppose she

was free from woman's weaknesses ;
and assured

me that at different times he had adorned her

person with diamond necklaces, diamond bracelets,

diamond anklets—ay! and even, said he,
"

presented her with a diamond girdle for her

waist." He said she was a tender and a loving
wife and mother : but though I did insinuate that

it would gratify me much to be introduced to so

meritorious a lady, I received little encouragement,
and had never the pri^^lege of setting eyes upon
the wife of my illustrious friend, notwithstanding
a long and close intimacy. John Bowei>:g.

YOLUNTEER-DAY IN 1S03.

ING (my friend Mr.
Charles Keene has

drawn an initial K,
and therefore I

must use it, or I

shoiddhave likedto

begin resjiectfully
with His Gracious

Majesty)George the

Third reviewed Vo-
lunteers in Hyde
I'ark on the 26tli

2Sth
180.3.

of

I

'^^'^

on
and the

October,

thought, the other

day, while every-

body was talking
about the glorious

sight of last Satur-

day, that it would
be interesting, and,
what is much bet-

ter, amusing, to

turn back to the records of the King's Reviews,
and see whether fifty-seven years make any re-

markable difference in the circumstances under

which a Sovereign of England calls Englishmen to

arm themselves and learn the quickest way of

destroying Frenchmen.
That year, 1803, was a busy one. "We were not

at actual war with our friend Napoleon when it

began, but before it was half through we were com-
mitted to a tremendous struggle. The Addington
Cabinetwas in office, butthe "Doctor's"'* Ministry
was not considered a strong one, and people said

that it must go out when any grand crash came.

*
Addington's father had been a Doctor, aud hi.s own

manner was somewhat ])rofessional, but the name of
" The Doctor " wns finally affixed to the respectable statesman
by another respectable statesman, best known in these days
as liaving written the "School for Scandal." In adebateintlie
Commons, Sheridan, who liad been poking a good deal of
fun at the Premier, i^roceeded to quote the English version

Lord Hawkesbury (the Foreign Secretary), and
Lord Eldon and Lord Castlereagh, were also in

office. Outside were Pitt, and Fox, and Lord
Grenville—all strong men—but the people looked

to Pitt, in case war should come, just as the

people looked a short time ago to another minister
—extremely like him, as far as the initial goes

—
and in each case the peojJe looked the right

way. However, war came, but the Ministry did

not turn out, though the Doctor made proposals to

Mr. Pitt to take office. Pitt knew his own value,

aud had no idea of being a doctor's assistant. He
would come in as head of the firm, or not at all.

The medical ministry held on, somehow, until

May in the following year, when the heaven-born

William came in for the rest of his life, unfortu-

nately a very short term. Pitt, Fox, and Nelson,
all went down nearly together.
The Uncle of his Nephew was by no means so

polite as is the Nephew of his Uncle. Napoleon
was exceedingly arrogant just then, insulting the

British Lion whenever he had a chance, sayLng that

England, single-handed, could do nothing against

France, and tilling his newspapers with all kinds

of anti-English matter. He had magnificent
armies and a powerful fleet, and he was always

making additions to both, though he persisted in

saying that he was doing nothing of the kind,
and declaring that England wanted war, not he.

Perhaps it would have been better to have be-

lieved him, and not to have armed, but our

fathers and uncles thought otherwise.

Parliament had met in the November of the pre-

ceding j'ear, and the debates had been very in-

teresting. With such men to speak as Pitt, Fox,

Sheridan, Canning, and Wilberforce, and others

whose names every schoolboy remembers (try him,

Paterfamilias, he is just home for the holidays,
—

of Martial's Non amo te, Sabide, and laid such a marked stress

upon tiie penultimate woi-d
"

1 do not like thee. Doctor Fell,"

that thenceforth the name was branded upon him.



make Mm comfoi-table), the discussions were

likely to be worth rej)orting, and one only regrets
that the wonderful machine, called the Gallery,
was then so imperfect, in comparison with what it

is now, when oratory is so rare. But although the

Ministers had been exposed to constant question-

ings, and several hot debates had arisen upon the

state of the Continent and our own want of adequate
defences, the fatal sign of certain war was not

given until the 8th of March, when the King sent

the House a Message. It was brief and to the

purpose, and the answer was an instant vote of

Ten Thousand Seamen.
Not much time was lost. On " the very next

Sunday of all
" our Ambassador, Lord Whit-

worth, attended a Court at the Tuileries (which
iised then to be spelt with an "h "

in it), and the

First Consul, in the presence of two hundred

people, thus addressed the Englishman :

" So you want to go to war."

"No," responded the calm English nobleman ;

" on the conti-ary, we are too sensible of the

advantages of peace."

Thereupon the Uncle of his Nephew flew into a

Satanic rage.
" The English want war ; but if they are the

first to draw the sword, I will not be the first to

sheathe it. They don't respect treaties.
"

Lord Whitworth was, of course, too high-bred a

gentleman to burst out laughing at the idea of a

Napoleon talking about keeping treaties, and was

sufficiently decorous in his reply to our rude Uncle.

The latter broke out again ;

" What are you arming for ? I tell yon that

you may destroy France, but you cannot fx-ighteu
her."

There was some more of this kind of thing,
which Lord Whitworth duly re^iorted to his chief

at home. It became more and more clear that

the fight was coming. When an Emperor of

France makes pointed remarks at a reception, the

knapsacks are all but packed—we have seen

something of that in oiir time. But when he

grows abusive, ambassadors order the laundresses

to send home those shirts.

The 21st of March was the anniversary of the

Battle of Alexandria. If you will go into St.

James's Park, you will see a Turkish gun on a

beautiful carriage, with sphinxes and other

Egyptian ornaments. The gun passed from French
hands to English, and other English hands placed it

in that corner on this day. On the 1 1th, Bonaparte,
while driving in a carriage and four, was thrown
oiit at St. Cloud, but not much hurt. I wonder
whether oiu' fathers and uncles, when they heard
the news, said anything about his neck, and i)ut

any sort of participle before the noun, and wished.
I fear it is possible, from what one kno^^s of their

sons and nephews.
Then came the crash. The ambassadors of the

two countries, hurrying home, cross each other,
and an Order in CoimcU comes out, for granting
General Reprisals, and 51. for everj"- seaman. And
next day, the ISth May, 1803, comes the Decla-
RATiox OF Wa-R. Please to note certain points
in it.

King George begs to contrast the liberal com-
mercial spirit of England with the spirit of France

in such matters. The King caUs attention to

Napoleon's military occupation of Holland, to his

violation of the liberties of Switzerland, and to his

territorial annexations in Italy. Our Soverei'-Mi

states that Napoleon is threatening the integrity
of the Turkish Empire. His Majesty remarks
upon Napoleon's having made attempts to shackle
the press of Eugland. I reaUy feel bound to

repeat that I am writing concerning 180.>.

War is declared, and both parties go to work in

earnest. Napoleon, in a very scoundrelly fashion,
" detains" the English who had been residing in

France, 11,000 of them, and 1300 in HoUand, an
act which is foolish as well as wicked, for it

inflames the hatred of England against him to a

degree not easily conceivable. The King of Eng-
land declines entering the war as King of Hanover,
and that province surrenders to Mortier—there

was no saving it. On the other hand our ships
dash at the French colonies, and take them one
after the other, and we make the sea no safe place
for French vessels. Parliament strengthens the
hands of Government, and what opposition is

made to the conduct of Ministers is borne down in

the Loi-ds by a majority of 142 to 10 (the Earl of

Derby one of the ten), and in the Commons by a

majority of 398 to 67 (Mr., afterwards Earl Grey,
Fox, and Whitbread three of the 67), and Twelve
Millions of War Taxes are granted. An army of

reserve, of 50,000 men, is planned, and it is not
to go out of the country ; but an army of nearly

eight times that numl>er springs up voluntarily, as

you shall s,ee. There is a bill, too, for raising a

levy en masse in case of invasion. The country is

roused. London gives in its assurance of sujiport
to Government, and the Common Council raises

800 men. The merchants meet on the Eoyal
Exchange, and do not talk at aU in the tone of

Lord Overstone, but are ready "to stand or fall

with their King and country." Lloyd's raises a
noble subscription, and, as in the days of the Pre-

tender, the City—not then the sham it is now
voted—"pronounced" for England, and with
tremendous effect. Sad, indeed, was the contrast

abroad. Napoleon closed the ports, and ruined
the traders, and while English merchants were

pouring out their gold to be transmuted into steel

and lead, thirty wretched Hamburgh merchants cut

their throats in one week. " Z>es bagatelles," said

Napoleon, when charged with one of his crimes.

Parliament was content to leave the war to the

Ministers, and was prorogued on the 12th August,
the King being hugely cheered by the excited

people on his way to and from the House. The
Volunteer movement had now spread aU over the

country, and everywhere there was drill, patient,

earnest, vigorous, just such as has been going on,
to the honour of the manhood of England, for

several months past. I must speak of results

only—the machinery by which such residts are

brought about is under the eyes of all of us. It

was arranged that the King should review the

Volunteers, or rather so many of them as coiild be

brought together in London. There were to be
two review days, one for the London men, the

other for Westminster, Lambeth, and Southwark.

Everybody will have read the "Times "
of last

Saturday. Comparatively few are now living who
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read the " Times " on the morning of the 26th

October, 1S03, for fifty-seven years makes awful

gaps in households. StiU, there maybe some who
lemember being told to read out with proper

emphasis and due discretion the Leading Article

of the day. Those who did so read as follows :

" This day will offer one of the noblest and

most exhilarating spectacles that can possibly be

exhibited to an honest and patriotic Briton."

And the now aged reader may recollect that,

after some manly and thoughtful remarks upon the

subject of the national demonstration, the writer

jiroceeds to say :

"If that Presumptuous Max, Boxapaete,
could see the sight, wh^vt an a\\tul lesson

HE SnGHT LEAKN."
But he could not see it, and would not learn it in

print, and so we had to beat it iuto him for several

years thence following ;
and having made the

final impression upon him about this time of year
in 1 8 1 5, we permitted him to con it over in privacy
and comfort for the rest of his life. It was a

chivalrous way of treating a foul and bloody-
minded burglar ;

and it may be a question

whether, in the interests of humanity, similar

treatment of a similar criminal, shoidd such a one

arise, will be held to be just. However, on with

our notes.

The " Times" of that day is not a large paper.
Four sides only ;

and though a respectable sheet,

not an imposing one. It has but fifty-nine

advertisements. They are not lively. The Two

Original Invisible Girls are announced as included

in the Grand Saloon of Arts and Illustrious Men,

Wigley's Royal Promenade Piooms, Spring Gardens.

Admission to the invisil)ilities, half-a-crown by
day, three shillings at night ;

so that they might
have been spirits lilie those of the Kapping
Jugglers, and performed best in the dark. Mr.

Pdchardson, at the hotel iinder the Little Piazza,

Covent Garden, killed a fine green tm-tle that

day, doubtless for the Volunteers. A person of

Character and Connexions (with some interest)

wanted to meet a gentleman desirous to retire

from office. Honour, secrecy and 5000L are

among the advertiser's qualifications. I wonder
what came of it. Instead of the colimin of close

print in which aU sorts of nobodies proclaim their

conjugal and funeral happinesses, there is but a

single announcement of a marriage.
" Miss

Deacon, of Wiggan Hall, near Watford," is married.

I trust she has had a happy life. There is a

second leading article, containing very sensible

counsel as to what we should do with Domingo,
when the French were expelled. Then we have the

little bits of news. Firing has been heard at Deal.

Preparations were being made for a Secret Expe-
dition, and Dr. Addington had had a long inter-

view v/ith Lord St. Vincent. The rest of the paper is

occupied chiefly with Volunteer news of all kinds,
and a very mercilessly long address to the force : the

writer, "Edgar," taking immense pains to prove to

them that Bonaparte really means to come. It is

explained, I am happy to say, that the Chelsea

Pensioners have plenty of prayers read to them,

though the contrary had been maliciously stated.

Commendation of a tradesman's club at Dover,
for drinking toasts in ridicule of Mr. Cobbett, and

for burning his books ;
and a paragraph thanking

God that neither the King nor the people want a

Minister from Brookes's or Newmarket, and that

a man might have talents (contrary to Jacobin

notions) without being a swindler or a sharper :

mark the departing age of personalities, and cu-

riously contrast with the honoural^le and manly
tone of the paper generally. This was the "Times "

of Volunteer-day, 1803 ; and when I have added

that it notices with approbation the performance
of "

Henry V.," at Covent Garden, overnight, the

patriotic character of the play, and John Kemble's

acting being its principal merits—and, for the

further delectation of theatrical readers, have said

that at Drury Lane that night were performed the

"Marriage Promise" (Lethe is a brave river), and

"Fortune's Frolic" (which sur^-ives), and that at

Covent Garden there was the opera of the

"Cabinet," with Mr. Braham, and the "Irish

Widow," I may come on to my notes of the

Review.

No, no—one thing more. Will not the ladies

like to know that the "
Riding Habits of that day

were made with military stomachers
"

'! which is

described as a just
"
compliment from the Faij- to

those who dcftml them." The Italics are those of

the compositor of 1803, who, I suppose, has long
since ceased to "justify."
And now for the story of the Review of so

many of the 379,945 Volunteers as could be

brought into Hyde Park in that memorable

October.

As early as seven o'clock several of the corps
entered the Park at the Grosvenor and Hyde Park

Corner Gates. By eight o'clock all the corps stood

assembled in close column of companies, in and

behind the right of its own ground. A quarter-

master, with the camp colour-men of each corps,

was on the ground at seven, and one of them

belonging to each corps attended at the dif-

ferent gates to conduct his regiment to its

projier point. As the corps proceeded to their

different stations, each marched with its right in

front, so that when it arrived at the proper point
the right division stood on the ground it was to

occupy in the line, and the other divisions were in

close column behind it. The advantage of this

arrangement was, that all the corps could, without

the slightest confusion, deploy into hue as soon

as the signal was given. Soon after nine o'clock,

a signal gun, a 12-pounder, was fired, and the

general line was formed by deploying to the

left. The line was formed at close ranks.

The ranks were then extended, and the officers

advanced in front. The corjDS that had guns
stationed them on their right. The deploying into

fine, the forming close ranks, and the subsequent

ojiening of the ranks, were executed with the

greatest precision.
The Earl of Harrington, who commanded the

line, was on the ground l)y eight, as were Major-
Generals Finch, Burrard (do you remember

Sir Arthur and Sir Harry, Sir Han-y and Sir Hugh,

Sing, cock-a-doodle, cock-a-doodle, cock-a-doodle-

doo
;

Sir Arthur was a gallant knight, but for the other two,

Sing, cock-a-doodle, cock-a-doodle, cock-a-doodle-

doo ?)
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elegantly capari-
not odious. He
and followed by

Leslie, and Fitzroy. About nine, the Commander-
in-Chief entered from Hyde Park Corner, with the

Duke of Camliridge, and their aides-de-camp.
Then came the Duke of Cumberland, in his Light

Dragoon uniform. A few minutes before ten,

a 12-pounder announced the King, and the whole

army shouldered arms. King George came in his

private carriage, with General the Duke of Kent,
and Teddington Volunteer the Duke of Clarence.

He came at the gate at Kensington, whei'e His

Majesty mounted his charger, and rode forward,

preceded by the Life Guards and the Royal

gi'ooms with four led horses,

soned in caparisons that were
was attended by the Princes,

Queen Charlotte, and Princesses Augusta and

Elizabeth, in an open caniage. Princesses Sophia
and Mary, and the Princess of Gloucester, also

came. Opposite the entrance of Kensington
Gardens the King was met by his son of York
and a brilliant following. He was joined by the

French Princes, Monsieur and the Princes de

Cimd^, de Bourbon, and de Berri, on horseback—
detesting the whole English assemblage, no doubt,
but rejoicing in anything that promised mischief

to their friend the First Consid and his revolu-

tionary friends. There, too, rode the gallant
Dumouriez.
A salute of twenty-one guns from the Artillery

Company announced the King's entrance to the

Park, and a second cannon his arrival at the

centre of the line. The officers saluted, the

corps presented arms, and the bands played the

National Anthem. A third cannon, and the

corjis shouldered and then supported arms. The

King then proceeded to the right of the line,

and passed along from right to left, each corps

carrying arms as His Majesty arrived near the

right of the corps. While the King passed along
the front the music played a variety of martial

tunes.

The gi-andest part of the spectacle was when
the King descended the hill to repass, at the

"end" of the Serpentine (the report says "the

bottom," but I suppose that is to be translated as

above), to the corps on the left of the line, which
were stationed along the footway to Kensington
Gardens, with their front towards the water. By
this time an October fog had partially risen, and
the whole procession and the immense crowd came
well into sight.

" The coup d'ceil," says the

reporter of that day,
" was grand beyond descrip-

tion," and he then of course endeavours to de-

scribe it, and decidedly jjroves his case so far

as he was pei'soually concerned. But the sig-
nificance of the sight, Twelve Thousand Armed
Freemen in })resence of their King, was the real

grandeur.
On the signal of a seventh gun, volleys were

fired by battalions from centre to flanks, and on
the eighth there went iip three tremendous and
unanimous cheers, amid the waving of hats, hands,
and kerchiefs, and "God Save the King" from all

the bands went once more throbbing into the air.

A ninth gun, and the corps wheeled backwards on
their left by divisions, and having passed His Ma-

jesty in the prescribed order, proceeded to quarters.
This was about half-past one, and the *Iving and

his party went by Rotten Row to "
Buckingham

House," followed by the crowd, whose aroused
national sympathies l^roke out into incessant and
enormous shouting. It is stated that no accidents
occurred. The report dwells upon the fact, that
the multitude was vastly swelled by accumu-
lations from the coiintry, everybody in a circle

of twenty miles having gathered, and "many
persons

"
having come " as much as one hundred

miles
"
to be present. The "

circle
"

of Saturday
was widened, thanks to certain diagonal lines of

iron.

The second review, on the next day but one,

paraded a larger number of men, and though the

fog
—

(expressly sent by Bonaparte, who

"Made the quartern loaf and Luddites rise,

And filled the butchers' shops with large blue flies")

—was very gloomy and scowling, it gave way in the

presence of British valour, and the day was as

splendidly successful as its predecessor. Son
Fredericlc had his father's orders to convey to the
Volunteers the expression of their King's highest
approbation and heartfelt satisfaction, and the
words of the General Order may appropriately be
cited :

' ' The spirit of loyalty and patriotism on
which the system of the Armed Volunteers

throughout the country was originally founded,
has risen with the exigencies of the times, and
at this moment forms such a bulwark to the con-

stitution and liberties of the country, as wiU
enable us, under the protection of Providence, to

bid defiance to the unprovoked malice of our

enemies, and to hurl back, with becoming indigna-
tion, the threats which they have presumed to

vent against our independence, and even our

existence, as a nation." It is a long sentence

this, and I do not know whose pen helped our
Son Frederick to such a breather, but it con-

tained truths for that time, and truths that will

serve again in this present year of Grace and
month of June. Shirley Bkooks.

ONCE UPON A TIME.

Only look at Gaffer Grey
Creeping slowly on his way,
With a staff to help him stand,
Leant on with a shaking hand

;

With a step that fears to meet

The pebbles of the village street ;

With a cheek that falleth in,

And a very peaked chin
;

With a forehead made of wrinkles

Carved in crosses, cranks, and criukles,

And a voice so thin aud mumbling
That his glee miulit pass for grumbling.
See his eyes so blear and dim,
And his beard so grey and grim ;

See his legs, all lean and lank,

Dwindled down to skin and shank.

Poor old Gaffer Grey is labelled

With the words that tune my rhyme :

Read him over—you'll discover

Nouglit but "Ouce upon a time."

I wamler'd to a spot of earth.

Where Fame had crowned the ruin-crags,

Where ravens in their shrieking mivtii

Flapp'd their black wings like conquerors' ilags
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Waving above a battle-field
;
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And my heart felt sad and humbled ;

For I kne-,v the thoughts, the liopes,

The earnest wish, tlie brilliant tropes

Those letters hasten'd to reveal

Were symboll'd hy the ink and seal.

I opened one—my pulse grew quicker,

My eyelid fell, my breath came thicker;

I traced its lines, close, firm, and clear,

Telling how deeply, fondly dear,

The being was for whose loved sake

That letter came, with such a cake.

It gave report of Pinch er's health,

It told of Muff's increase of wealth

In five young rabbits, all milk-white,

That Gyp and Dobbin were "all right,"

That Midsummer would quickly come,

And then for liolidays and home.

I gave a gasp, half sob, half sigh,

While Memory's flood-wave filled my eye.

And folded from my misty gaze

My mother and my schoolgirl days.

I look'd upon another hand.

Bold, free, and dashing in its form ;

And then I saw the lee-shore strand,

And heard the passion of the storm

That tore the right arm from its hold,

And flung it nerveless, still and cold,

Upon the rocks, no more to send

Its tidings full of life and joy.

And cheer his childhood's playmate-friend
With letters from the sailor boy.

Another and another scroll

I opened
—one by one I read :

I gazed as they who may unrol

A shroud to look upon the dead.

Love, with its ardent vows, was there,

Friendship, that promised to be true.

Words that like summer light and air

Fill'd my heart's world with gold and blue.

Where was the lover ? Where the friend ?

The bond that was to know no end ?

Where was the promise and the vow ?

Alas, a yawning gulf of gloom.

Bridged only by the dark grey tomb,

Had open'd wide 'twixt then and now.

A muffled sound seem'd breathing round,

A mingled tone of merry chime

And funeral knells, but all the bells

Gave chorus of the theme which tells

Sad tales of
" Ouce upon a time."

Come, I will write my epitaph

In letters shadowy and dim,

And though the young strong man may laugh,

'Twill shortly serve as well for him.

Just heap the clay where frost and sun

May help the ivy leaf to climb.

And all I've said, and all I've done.
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And all I've lost, and all I've won,
The struggling race that I have run

Shall find full record on the stone

In these few words of solemn tone,
" Once upon a time." Eliza Cook.

THE FIRST LOVE AND THE LAST.
CHAPTER I.

It was a scene to be contemplated only in the

twilight ; when the siui has just sunk below the

horizon, and the colours of all ol)jects fade into a

nniform blending of grey and purple ;
for then the

old abbey towered up gloomy and silent, like a

gigantic sepulchre, through the ancestral trees,

and seemed as it were a building abandoned by
the h\'ing to the spell of some enduring curse, or

the spectres of the knights and monks whose bones

were resting beneath its marble floors. No Hght
streamed from the turret windows, and no soiuid

broke the still air
;
save the solemn ring of the

old clock bell as it tolled off the fleeting hours into

eternity. On one side the walls were washed by
a lake v/hose surface, for many a long year, no

barque had furrowed
;
and on the other stood, now

fast crumbling into ruin, the skeleton of a strong
semi-circle of fortifications. In addition to the

gradual devastations of time, however, there were
those committed by the late occupant of the dwell-

ing, whose name and character were remembered
with superstitious terror by the nativ^es of the

district : for they still trembled and spoke in

whispers as they pointed to the spot where one of

his enemies had fallen in an unwitnessed duel, or

passed near a long stake fixed on the banks of the

lake, where they said that he had dragged in his

wife by the hair and drowned her. Every step,
in short, around the abbey was on the scene of

some dark tragedy ;
and the reputation of its

present inhabitants—although not suUied by any
actual crime—was but httle calculated to efface

those sombre recollections.

The young lord who now occupied it with his

mother was, like her, impetuous, jjassionate, and
eccentric ; and indulged, at the early age of seven-

teen, a morbid aversion from the world in which
he was destined afterwards to be strangely con-

spicuous. A volcano of high-toned passions was
even now surging ominously in his lireast

;
and as

the power of song was not yet awakened for the

expression of those imdefinable emotions, they
found an outlet in variotis forms of extravagant
caprice. Sometimes it was a gentle and melan-

choly reverie that led him wandering all day by
the shores of that silent lake

;
sometimes a shado^vy

day-dream of glory, of perils by flood and field,

and hard-fought battles, guided the flights of his

fancy. In the absence of real dangers, he mounted
a high-mettled horse ; and his eye kindled in wild
excitement as the breeze went fluttering tlirough
his hair and the ground flew away thundering
beneath him. Often he found a pleasure in hear-

ing over again the history of his uncle whose heir
he had become by the death of an only son ; his
habit of always wearing arms—a habit whicli he
afterwards himself adopted ; his quarrels with his

vafe, and the duel for which he was arraigned
before the House of Lords

; and, at the recital of

these lawless acts, he felt a sort of involuntary
interest in the criminal whose acts were a con-

temptuous defiance of the laws and conventions of

society. Frequently, too, when the rest of the

household were long asleep, he paced alone

through the wide and dilapidated halls, and the

mouldering cells and chapel of the monks ;
and

as the tinted moonlight potired in through the

montimental windows, gazed upon the blazonry

of departed knights mingled with the emblems

of religion, and listened to the whispering of the

mysterious presentiment, which told him that

his name should alone save all the others from

obli\'ion.

One of those days the silence of the Abbey was

broken by a ^^olent elniHition of ill-temper :

mother and son flew asunder with fierce and angry
v^ords—words hastily uttered, but rankling in the

wounded heart through after years
—spoken in

transient irritation, Init sounding to the sensitive

ear like the cherished hatred of a hfe. Wandering
a while in silent and agonising fury, he returned

to the court-yard, and unchained a large savage

dog that obeyed no voice but his
;
and ordering

his fleetest horse to be sadtUed, mounted and

darted away like an arrow. Night was faUiug

fast, and stiU he sped onward through the gloom,
his course marked only by the clattering echoes

that started from their sleep as he passed, and the

fire struck from the stones. It was late in the

morning when he returned, calm and exhausted ;

for the fire that he had fanned in that headlong

speed had Inirnt itseh out. His mother, who had

also watched through the night in terror and

remorse, was nervously awaiting his return, and

the next moment they were clasped in each other's

arms, and mingling their tears of penitence. No
words were exchanged yet, for each of those fiery

natures understood the other well.
" Why are we not always on these terms,

George ?
" said his mother, as he rechned at her

feet, and laid his head upon her knees. " "When

Providence gave me a son I was grateftd for the

opening of a sealed fountain of affection ;
and yet

in my anger I have cursed and insidted him I We
have both of tis frightfid tempers, George."
"At least," said he, "very unlike those of

ordinary mortals.
"

"Tell me, George," she continued,
" while we

are both calm, why are you more than usually
irritable and abstracted for some days past ?—
Will you not trust me with your vexatious ?

"

"Yes! A cold-hearted, time-serving girl has

repidsed and insulted me—a creature v/ithout a

soul to understand and measure the value of the

love I offered her— she answered me -^^dth a

smile of contemptuous pity
— she looked do\^Ti

at this abominable foot, and called me a lame

boy !

"

" What folly, George, to take a gii-Fs refusal so

much to heart ! Her affections are engaged ; and,

besides, do you not know that a violent death has

set a gidf between you ?—The blood of her father's

elder brother is upon our hotise."

"And why shoidd the crimes or quarrels of

ancestors so sever their descendants ? The deeds

that scare the timid and superstitious have a fasci-

nation for the proud and daring. But hers is one
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of those narrow a.nd vulgar minds tliat finds a

pleasure in inflicting pain on higlier natures ; and

still, by some strange infatuation, the passion she

has kindled hums on in spite of me."
" Promise me that you will forget her, George."
"
No, she has been too wise an enchantress for

that—I may despise, but cannot forget her. She

has changed the whole current of my life—my
path shall l>e a track of Ijitter desolation, corus-

cating and destroying."
"You are but a boy, George; and you speak

and feel like a man !

"

"That is, perhaps, because I am fated to die

young—if I can be said to have ever lieen young :

for I have long since sounded the pain-strung cord

that vibrates in the human heart, and listened to

its tones of sorrow. I have said farewell to hope
and happmess !

"

"What woidd you have, then ?"
"
Forgetfidness

—the draught of Lethe."
" At yoiu" age, George ! when there is so much

yet to learn and enjoy ! You should have been

born a Sidtan or a Kalif, George. You Avould

make woman the slave of the Zenana. Your idea

is that we are born to obey?
"

"I believe so. To om- sex belong the stormy
emotions of existence—the struggle and the

triumph—the ambition that spans the world—the

doiiljts that poison every joy
—the hyena thirst of

knowledge that soars above the actual and the

visible. To you belong silence and repose."
Years rolled away ; and the name of that proud

iintameable boy was loud on every tongue. The
dim and restless presentiments that havmted him
while pacing those tomb-like halls, and watching
with creei)ing nerves the spectre of the grey fi'iar,

had worked themselves out into reahties.

CHAPTER II.

' ' What is this gloom that lies so heavily upon
me ? It is not the melancholy of the scholar,

which is morbid emulation
;
nor that of the artist,

which is the home-sickness of the soid ; nor that of

the courtier, which is ostentation ; nor yet that of

the lover, which is all those together : it is a void

in my heart ; the emptiness of a foimtain whose

spring is dried up for ever ! Why do you return,
after long years of forgetfulness, ye thoughts that

the world should have crushed from memory ?

Thus it is that the spirit of poetry can never die.

I have sju'ead my sail to every breeze. Fame has
cost me hapi^iness and i)eace ; and now, even still,

it is the clash of arms, or some wild and tlirilling

tempest of emotion that can alone silence this ever

sighing whisper of discontent."

Some such was the half-spoken reflection of a

man still yoimg in years, but scathed and faded

by storms of passion and suffering, v.dio stood on a

low balcony outside an open casement, looking
down through the clear night air upon the slum-

bering town, and drinking in the mingled perfmnes
of the cool sea-breeze and the rich flowering plants
that lay drooping at his feet

; while here and there
in the distance watch-fires with their lurid blaze

marked the line of the coast, and, at intervak, the

cry of a sentinel or the neigh of a charger rose on
the air.

As he gazed upon the moonbeams breaking
j

themselves into mimic lightning on the basin of a

fountain in the public sc|un,re
—the cif/ora of other

days—some softer and more pleasing sentiment
seemed to reflect itself upon lais features : some
far-off remembrance of times past or places distant,
or it may be some dream of his youth taking him
back to the old Abbey from which he had si)read
his wings like a young eagle ; or the memory of

some loved name : perhaps too, while retracing his

former visit to the same scene, he asked himself

what mysterious hand had guided him ])ack, and
if he were come there to return no more.

From this reverie he was awakened
mixsic of a feminine voice : it was that of

Moreote girl, who sang a stanza of a love

by the

a yoimg
soiiir as

she glided like a shadow imder the balcony.
"Poor innocent!" said he. "No sorrow like

mine darkens your spirit. Love, of which perhaps
you know but the name—the vague instinct that

tiu-ns the opening flower to the sun—is the theme
of your careless song. May your heart never be
heavier than now !

"

The next morning, after daybreak and before

the stranger had retired to rest—for he was one of

those who double existence by abstinence from

sleep
—she was passing again under the balconj^

on her way to the fountain. Again, too, she was

singing the same ritorneUct ; but paused suddenly
as if she had lost the words. Wliile she questioned
her memory apparently, he imprcnased for her

some lines in Romaic ; and as he repeated them
she looked up and smiled.

"Thank you," said she, "I always forget
those lines

; they are so sad : luit you are a

foreigner ; how have you learned our language so

weU ?
"

" I have learned so many languages," said he,
" that I almost forget my own ; but I am not a

stranger in Hellas. I have traversed your j>lains
and scaled your mountains in years past. Then

j'our people were asleep in their chains. I am
come now to help to break them."

" Oh !" said she,
"

I know now who you are—
a hero to the world, a demi-god to our brave

Palikars, who worship you."
" Hush !

"
said he,

"
tell nobody that yoTi have

spoken to me."

"Why?" said she. "Are you not the poet
chieftain?"

' ' Because yoii are young and beautiful ; and

yet it would be a pleasure to meet you again."
"There is no hindrance," said the young

Greek, artlessly. "I am Katinka, the daughter
of Dimitri Soutsos : we live in the next street.

My brother Theodore is a Palikar."

"Well, then, to-morrow."

"To-day, if it please you," replied Katinka ;

"

and then took her way to the fountain, without

looking back to see if the stranger's eyes were

following her.

Wayward and inexplicable are the emotions of

the heart. It is a book of deep and wondrous

knowledge, and who can read it ? Every man has

in his j^outh some dream of love and innocence ;

and there is a later hour, fixed long in advance,
when he returns to those deep and long-forgotten

impressions
—an hour when he looks back through

the dim perspective of years, and sighs in vain for
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the freshness of that young romance—when the

heart seems ready to kindle again beneath the

ashes—when the glance of an eye, the sound of a

light footstep, the tone of a voice, have all the

jiower of enchantment. And so it was then.

That man, Avho had exhausted every pleasure of

sense, and had sneered in cold and bitter scep-

ticism, like a mocking liend, at the romance of

love and every pure and holy sentiment, was

again the slave of woman's unconscious witchery.
The name and the voice of Katinka rang inces-

santly in his ears ; and her image stood before

him, fresh and jnu'e as a dream of childhood.

With a feeble and lingering reluctance, he

availed himself of the permission she had given,
and in less than a week was a constant and wel-

come visitor at the hoiise of Soutsos. His rank,

his name, his generous sacrifices and enthusiasm

in the cause of Greece, and, more than all, the

graceful and winning afFa1)ility that replaced the

cold and melancholy reserve of his ordinary

manner, gained irresistibly upon the imsophis-
ticated family. It wcis strange to see them—
when he told of his wandering life, his romantic

history and m.ysterions adventures, or spoke of

the glory and the heroism and the geniiis of the

immortal Greeks of other times—hanging upon
his words, and smiling through their tears.

"I shall visit these people no more," he said,

one night, as he passed along the silent street to

his o-wTi residence. "I shall see Katinka but

once again ;
her beauty and innocence are not for

such as I am. "When I speak, I see her heart

looking through her eyes. Poor child ! she is too

pure to be guarded or suspicious. Those songs of

love and chivalry Avhich I compose in her own
.'^oft language she learns eagerly

—she is intoxicated.

I must leave her before it be too late."

"It is three days since you were here," were
Katinka's first words, when they met again.

"Yes, Katinka; and I come now for the last

time."
" Why ? Are you going to the war ?"

He answered only by a look of the most tender

and sorrowful interest.
" You will see us no more, then ?" she repeated.

"It is well ;
for you are in love."

' ' In love ! With whom ?
"

' ' With me ! Yon come not, I know, for sake

of my father or mother
; my sister Aspasia is luit

a child
; it is Katinka, then, for whom you

come."
"Do you fear, then, for my peace of mind?"

he asked, with a smile.
" Much more than for my own."
He was silent again ;

for those v/ords kindled a

tumidt of passion that had long slept within him—
pride and pity and a rebellious feeling of

humiliation. His inmost heart was read
;
and his

power, to which so many haughty 'oeauties had

yielded, defied by a guileless and ignorant girl ;

and while his conscience struggled hard against
the impulse to reverse the victory and place her at

his mercy, he turned away, and left her still

unanswered.
" 'Tis all in vain," he said, after some hours of

silent and torturing conflict with himself. "Press
down the wild lig-tree, and it only grows the

stronger ! I cannot steel my heart against the

magic of that subtle sorcery that tempted even

the bright-winged seraphim from heaven ! That

spell this girl has now laid upon me. I will meet
her again, and she shall be mine !

"

It was the hour of sunset—the gorgeous and

many-hiied simset of Greece. Katinka and the

stranger are mo'N'ing slowly toward her home ;

and she walks beside him, free and fearless, as if

he were her brother. They have been talking

miich, but both are silent now, for she guesses at

the thought which he has not yet ventured to

express.
Katinka was the first to speak ; as they sat

together in the garden, she on a rustic bench

shaded by a pomegranate tree, and he on the

ground, plajang with the beads of a rosary tha

hung from her girdle, and looking up into those

lustrous eyes to which the deepening twilight lent

a fearfuJ power ; for she seemed to him that

moment the most beaiitifxil being he had ever

beheld. Her features were classic as those of the

Ionian beauties of the old time, and her long raven

hail- streamed in thick braids from beneath the

small embroidered cap of crimson and gold.

"Many women," she said,
" nmst have lieen

conquered by your words, for they are resistless

and fatal as the spell of the evil eye. You do not

answer me ? Y'ou seem as if your thoughts were

far away."
"Yes," said he slowly. "I remember that, on

such a night as this, some twenty years ago, I sat

by the feet of another maiden, as I do now at

yours. I was a supjiliant then, as I am now
;
and

she scorned the love I offered her."

"Twenty years! Then she was your first

love ?
"

" Yes ;
and you are the last."

" She must have loved another, then !

"

A cloud of dark and painful suspicion passed
over the stranger's face

;
and he bent his eyes

upon her in a look of inquisitive alarm.

"Let us go in," she said. "Night is coming,
and I must not be here."

"Katinka," said he, as he arose to leave her,
"
why do yoxi suppose that the lady of whom I

spoke just now loved another ? I)o you love

another ?
"

"Come again to-morrow," she answered, "and
I will tell you all."

The morrow, accordingly, found him at an early
hour again beside Katinka. She was singing in

a low and trembling voice ; l)ut the song was one

that he had not heard before, and the words and

miisic both breathed the deepest anguish of

despair. Suddenly her voice failed her, and she

ceased, as if some convidsive emotion would vent

itself in tears. While he tiu-ned toward her in

alarm, she tottered and fell. In a moment he

was bending over her, and supporting her head

upon his knee.
"

jNIy Palikar is dead!" she murmured, draw-

ing a letter from her bosom. ' ' When he left me,
we shared a poison between us : he, that he might
not fall alive into the hands of the enemy ;

and I,

that I should not survive him ! Byron ! avenge

my country and my Palikar ! Bis aivna chaire

7noi.>" H. 0.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
EY GEORGE MEREDITH.

CHAPTER XXVIII. TOM COGGLESBY S PROPOSITIdS".

The appearance of a curricle and a donkey-cart
within the gates of Beckley Court, produced a

sensation among the men of the lower halls, and
a couple of them rushed out, with the left calf

considerably in advance, to defend the house from
violation. Towards the curricle they directed

what shoidd have been a bow, but was a nod.

Their joint attention was then given to the

donkey-cart, in which old Tom Cogglesby sat

alone, bunchy in tigure, bunched in face, his

shrewd grey eyes twinkling under the bush of his

eyebrows.
"
Oy, sir—you! my man!" exclaimed the

tallest of the pair, resolutely. "This won't do.

Don't you know driving this 'ere soi-t of convey-
ance slap along the gravel 'ere, up to the pillars

'ere, 's unparliamentary ? Can't be allowed. Now,
right about. Aimmediate !

"

This address, accompanied by a commanding
elevation of the dexter hand, seemed to excite

Mr. John Eaikes far more than Old Tom. He
alighted from his })erch in haste, and was running
up to the stalwart tigure, crying

" Fellow '.

fellow !

"
when, as you tell a dog to lie do'.vn. Old

Tom called out, "Be quiet, sir !

" and Mr. John
Raikes halted with prompt military obedience.

The sight of the curricle acting satellite to the

donkey-cart quite staggered the two footmen.
" Are you lords ?

"
sang out Old Tom.

A Ijurst of laughter from the friends of Mr.
John Eaikes, in the curricle, helped to make the

powdered gentlemen aware of a sarcasm, and one,
with no little dignity, replied that they were not

lords.
" Are ye judges ?

"

"We are not."
" Oh ! Then come and hold mj^ donkey."

VOL. ni. oi
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Great irresolution was displayed at the injunc-

tion, but having consiilted the face of Mr. Raikes,

one fellow, evidently half overcome by what was

put upon him, with the steps of Adam into exile,

descended to the gravel and laid his hand on the

donkey's head,
" Hold hard !

" cried Old Tom. "
WTiisper in

his ear. He'll know your language."
' '

ilay I have the felicity of assisting you to

terra firnia ?
"

interposed Mr. Eaikes, with the

bow of deferential familiarity.
" Done that once too often," returned Old Tom,

jumping out. " There. What's the fee ?
"

Mr. Eaikes begged that all minor arrangements
with the menials should be left to him.

" What's the fee ?" Old Tom repeated. "There's

a fee for everything in this world. If jon ain't

lords or judges, you ought to be paid for dressing
like 'em. Come, there's a crown for you that

ain't afraid of a live donkey ;
and there's a six-

penny bit for you that are—to keep up your

courage ;
and when he's dead you shall have his

skin—to shave by."
" Excellent ! Most admirable !

" shouted Mr.

Eaikes. "
Franco, you heard ? Fred ?

"

"First-rate!" was the unanimous response
from the curricle : nor was Old Tom altogether

displeased at the applause of his audience. The
receiver of the sixpenny bit gratified his contempt

by spinning it in the air, and remarking to his

comrade, as it fell : "Do for the beggars."
' ' Must be a lord !

"
interjected Old Tom.

" Ain't that their style ?
"

Mr. Eaikes laughed mildly.
" When I Avas in

Town, sir, on my late fortunate expedition, I

happened to be driving round St. Paul's. Eather

a crush. Some particular ser\dce going on. In

my desire to study humanitj'' in all its aspects, I

preferred to acquiesce in the blockade of carriages
and avoid manslaughter. My optics were attracted

by several effulgent men that stood and made a

blaze at the lofty doors of the cathedral. Nor
mine alone. A dame with an umbrella—she like-

wise did regard the pageant show. '

Sir,
'

says
she to me. I leaned over to her, affably

—as

iisual.
'

Sir, can j'ou be so good as to tell me
the names of they noblemen there ?

' Atrocious

grammar is common among the people, but a

gentleman passes it by : it being his duty to under-

stand what is meant by the poor creatures. You

laugh, sir ! You agree with me. Consequently
I looked about me for the representatives of the

country's pride.
* What great lords are they ?

'

she repeats. I followed the level of her umbrella,

and felt—astonishment was uppermost. Should

I rebuke her ? Shoidd I enlighten her ? Never,
I said to myself : but one, a wretch, a brute, had

not these scruples,
' Them 'ere chaps, ma'am ?

'

says he.
'

Lords, ma'am ? why. Lor' bless you,

they're the Lord Mayor's footmen !

' The illusion

of her life was scattered ! I mention the circum-

stance to show you, sir, that the mistake is per-

fectly possible. Of course, the old dame in ques-

tion, if a woman of a great mind, will argue that

supposing Lord Mayor's footmen to be plumed
like estridges

—
gorgeous as the sun at Midsummer,

what must Lord Mayors be, and semperannual
Lords, and so on to the pinnacle ?

—the footmen

the basis of the aristocratic edifice. Then again
she may say. Can nature excel that magnificent
achievement I behold, and build upon it? She

may decide that nature cannot. Hence democratic

leanings in her soul ! For me, I know and can

manage them. Thomas ! hand in my card. Mr.
John Feversham Eaikes."

Mr. Eaikes spoke peremptorily ; but a wink
and the glimpse of his comic face exhibited his

manner of management.
"And tell my lady, Tom Cogglesby's come,"

added the owner of that name. " Be off."

"M.P. let us hope we may shortly append,"

pursued Jack. " Methinks 'tis a purer ambition

to have a tail than a handle to one's name. Sir

John F. Eailies were well. JohuF. Eaikes, M.P.,
is to the patriotic intelligence better. 1 have
heard also—into mine ear it hath been whispered—that of yon tail a handle may be made."

"If your gab was paid by the yard, you'd have

a good many thousands a year,
" Old Tom inter-

rupted this monologue.
" You flatter me," returned Jack, sincerely.

"The physiologists have said that I possess an

eloquenl) feature or so. Ciceronic lips."
' ' How was it you got awaj^ from the menagerie

—eh ?
"

said Old Tom.
"
By the assistance of the jolliest old bear in

the word, I believe," Mr. Eaikes replied.
" In

life I ride on his broad back : he to posterity shall

ride on mine.''
" Ha ! that'll do," said Old Tom, for whom Mr.

Eaikes was too strong.
' ' May we come to an understanding before we

part, sir?
" continued the latter. " Your allusion

to a certain endroit—surely I am not wrong ?

Indiscreet, perhaps, but the natural emotions of

gratitude !
—a word would much relieve me."

" Go about yt)ur business," cried Old Tom ; and
was at that moment informed that her ladj'ship
would see him, and begged ISIr. Eaikes to make
himself at home.

"Artful!" mused Mr. Eaikes, as Old Tom
walked away : "Artful ! but I have thee by a

clue, my royal Henry. Thy very secret soul I

can dissect. Strange fits of generosity are thine,

beneath a rough exterior
;
and for me, I'd swear

thee client of the Messrs. Grist."

Mentally delivering this, Mr. Eaikes made his

way towards a company he perceived on the lawn.

His friend Harrington chanced to be closeted with
Sir Franks : the Countess de Saldar was in her

chamber : no one was present whom he knew but
Miss Jocelyn, who welcomed him very cordially,
and with one glance of her eyes set the mercurial

youth thinking whether they ought to come to

explanations before or after dinner ; and of the

advantages to be derived from a good matrimonial

connexion, by a young member of our Parliament.

He soon let Miss Jocelyn see that he had wit,

affording her deep indications of a poetic soul
;

and he as much as told her, that, though merry
by nature, he was quite capable of the melan-

choly fascinating to her sex, and might shortly be

seen under that aspect. He got on remarkably
well till Laxley joined them ; and then, despite
an excessive condescension on his part, the old

Fallowfield sore was rubbed, and in a brisk
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passage of arms between them, Mr. Jolin Raikes

was com2)elled to he the victor—to have the hast

word and the best, and to win the laughter of

Rose, which was as mnch to him as a confession

of love from that yo\ing ladJ^ Then Juliana came
out. and Mr. Raikes made apologies to her, reject-

ing her in the light of a spouse at the first

perusal of her face. Then issued forth the swim-

ming Countess de Saldar, and the mutual cour-

tesies between her and Mr. Raikes were elaborate,

prolonged, and smacking })rodigious]y of Louis

Quatorze. But Rose suffered laughter to be seen

struggling round her mouth ; and the Countess

dismayed ISlr. Raikes by telling him he woidd be

perfect by-aud-by, and so dislocating her fair self

from the ridicule she opened to him : a stroke

which gave him sharp twinges of uneasiness, and
an immense respect for her. The Countess sub-

sequently withdrew him, and walked him up and

down, and taught him many new things, and
so affected him by her graces, that Mr. John
Raikes had a passing attack of infidelity to the

heiress.

While this lull occurs, we will follow Tom
Cogglesb}', as he chooses to be called.

Lady Jocelyu rose on his entering the liljrary,

and walking up to him, encountered him with a

kindly full face.
" So I see yoii at last, Tom ?

"
she said, without

releasing his hand
;
and Old Tom mounted patches

of red in his wrinkled cheeks, and Ijlinked, and

betrayed a singular antiquated bashfidness, which

ended, after a miimble of
"
Yes, there he was, and

he hoped her ladyship was well," by his seeking

refuge in a chair, where he sat hard, and fixed

his attention on the leg of a table.

"Well, Tom, do you find much change in me?"
she was woman enough to continue.

He was obliged to look up.
" Can't say I do, my lady."
" Don't you see the grey hairs, Tom ?

"

" Better than a wig," rejoined he.

AVas it true that her ladyship had behaved
rather ill to Old Tom in her youth ? Excellent
women have been naughty girls, and young beau-
ties will have their train. It is also very possible
that Old Tom had presumed upon trifles, and
found it difhcult to forgive her his own folly." Preferable to a wig? Well, I w-ould rather

see you with your natural thatch. You're bent,
too. You look as if you had kept away from

Beckley a little too long."
" Told you, my lady, I should come when your

daughter was marriageable.
"Oho! that's it? I thought it was the

Election."
" Election be—hem !

—beg pardon, my lady.""
Swear, Tom, if it relieves you. I think it bad

to check an oath or a sneeze."
" I'm come to see you on business, my lady, or

I shouldn't have troubled you."
"Malice?"
" You'll see I don't bear any, my lady."" Ah I if j^ou had only sworn roundly twenty-

live years ago, what a much younger man you
would have been ! and a Ijrave capital old friend
whom I shoidd not have missed all that time."
"Come!" cried Old Tom, varying his eyes

ra]>idly between her ladyship's face and the floor,
"
you acknowledge I had reason to."
"
Mais, cela va sans dire."

" Cobbler's sons ain't scholars, my lady."" And are not all in the habit of throwing their

fathers in our teeth, I hope !

"

Old Tom wriggled in his chair. "
Well, my

lady, I'm not going to make a fool of myself at

my time o' life. Needn't be alarmed now. You've

got the bell-rojie handy and a husband on the

premises."

Lady Jocelyn smiled, stood up, and went to

him. "I like an honest fist," she said, taking
his.

" We're not going to be doubtful friends,

and we won't snap and snarl. That's for

people who're independent of wigs, Tom. I find,

for my part, that a little gre}"- on the top of my
head cools the temper amazingly. 1 used to be

rather hot once."
" You could be peppery, my lady."

'

" Now I'm cool, Tom, and so must you be
; or,

if you fight, it must be in my cause, as j'ou did

when you thrashed that saucy young carter. Do
you remember ?

"

" If j^ou'U sit ye down, my lad}-*, I'll just tell

you what I'm come for," said Old Tom, who

plainly showed that he did remember, and was

alarmingly softened by her ladyship's retention of

the incident.

Lady .Jocelyn returned to her place.
' ' You've got a marriageable daughter, my

lady?"
"I suppose we may call her so," said Lady

Jocelyn, with a composed glance at the ceiling.
"
'Gaged to be married to any young chap ?

"

" You must put the question to her, Tom."
" Ha! / don't want to see her."

At this Ladj^ Jocelyn looked slightly relieved.

Old Tom continued,
' '

Happen to have got a little money—not so

much as many a lord's got, I dare say ; such as

'tis, there 'tis. Young fellow I know wants a

wife, and he shall have best part of it. Will that

siiit ye, my lady ?
"

Lady Jocelyn folded her hands. "Certainly;
I've no objection. What it has to do with me I

can't perceive."
"Ahem!" went Old Tom. "It won't hurt

your daughter to be married now, will it ?
"

" Oh ! my daughter is the destined bride of

your
'

yoiiug fellow,'" said Lady Jocelyn. "Is
that how it's to be ?

"

'< She "—Old Tom cleared his throat—" she

won't marry a lord, my lady ;
but she—"hem—if

she don't mind that—'11 have a deuced sight more

hard cash than many lord's son 'd give her, and a

young fellow for a husband, sound in wind and

limb, good bone and muscle, speaks grammar and
two or three languages, and—"

"
Stop !

"
cried Lady Jocelyn.

" I hope this is

not a prize young man ? If he belongs, at his age, to

the unco f/Jo'd, I refuse to take him for a son-in-

law, and I think Rose wdll, too."

Old Tom burst out vehemently :

' ' He's a

damned good young fellow, though he isn't a

lord."

"Well," said Lady Jocelyn, "I've no doubt

you're in earnest, Tom. It's curious, for this
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morning Eose has come to me and given me tlie

first chapter of a botheration, which she declares

is to end in the common rash experiment. What
is yonr

'

young fellow's
' name ? Who is he ?

What is he ?
"

* ' Won't take my guarantee, my lady ?
"

" Eose—if she marries—miist have a name, you
know ?

"

Old Tom hit his knee. ' ' Then there's a pill

for ye to swallow, for ho ain't the son of a

lord."
" That's swallowed, Tom. Wh^at is he ?

"

" He's the son of a tradesman, then, my lady."
And Old Tom watched her to note the effect he

had produced.
"More's the pity," was all she remarked.

"And he'll have his thousand a-year to start

with ;
and he's a tailor, my lady."

Her ladyship ojiened her eyes.
"
Harrington's his name, my lady. Don't know

whether you ever heard of it.
"

Lady Jocelyn flung herself back in her chair.
" The queerest thing I ever met !

"
said she.

" Thousand a-year to start with," Old Tom went

on, and if she marries—I mean if he marries Jiei;

I'll settle a thousand per ann. on the first baby—
boy or gal."
"Hum! Is this gross collusion, Mr. Tom ?

"

Lady Jocelyn inquired.
" What does that mean ?

"

" Have you spoken of this before to any
one ?

"

" I haven't, my lady. Decided on it this

morning. Hem ! you got a son, too. He's fond

of a young gal, or he ought to be. I'll settle him
when I've settled the daughter."

"
Hariy is strongly attached to a dozen, I

believe," said his mother. "Well, Tom, we'll

think of it. I may as well tell you : Eose has just
been here to inform me that this Mr. Harrington
has turned her head, and that she has given
her troth and all that sort of thing. I believe

such was not to be laid to my charge in my
day."

" You were open enough, my lady," said Old
Tom. She's fond of the yomig feUow ? She'll

have a pill to swallow ! poor young woman I

"

Old Tom visibly chuckled. Lady Jocelyn had
a momentary temptation to lead him out, but

she did not like the subject well enoiigh to j)lay
with it.

"Apparently Eose has swallowed it," she said.

"Goose, shears, cabbage, and all!" muttered
old Tom. "Got a stomach!—she knows he's a

tailor, then ? The young fellow told her ? He hasn't

been playing the lord to her?
"

"As far as he's concerned, I think he has

been tolerably honest, Tom, for a man and a

lover.
"

"And told her he was born and bound a

tailor ?
"

" Eose certainly heard it from him."

Slapping his knee, Old Tom cried: "Bravo!"
For though one part of his nature was disap-

pointed, and the best part of his ])iot disarranged,
he liked Evan's proceeding and felt warm at what
seemed to him Eose's scorn of rank.

"She must be a good gal, my lady. She couldn't

'a got it from 'tother side. Got it from you. Not
that you

"

"No," said Lady Jocelyn, apprehending him.
"I'm afraid I have no Eepublican virtues. I'm
afraid I should have rejected the pill. Don't be

angry with me," for Old Tom looked sour

again ;
"I like birth and position, and worldly

advantages, and, notwithstanding Eose's pledge
of the instrument she calls her heart, and in spite
of your offer, I shall, I tell you honestly, comisel

her to have nothing to do with "

"
Anything less than lords," Old Tom struck

in.
"
Very well. Are ye going to lock her up,

my lady?"
" No. Nor shall I whip her with rods."
" Leave her free to her choice ?"
" She will have my ad^dce. That I shall give

her. And I shall take care that before she makes
a step she shall know exactly Avhat it leads to.

Her father, of course, will exercise his judgment."
(Lady Jocelyn said this to uphold the honoixr of Sir

Franks, knowing at the same time perfectly well

that he would be wheedled by Hose). "I confess

I like this I\Ir. Harrington. But it's a great mis-

fortune for him to have had a notorious father.

A tailor should certainly avoid fame, and this

young man will have to cai-ry his father on his-

back. He'll never throw the great Mel off.
"

Tom Copglesby listened, and was really asto-

nished at her ladyship's calm reception of his

proposal.
"Shameful of him! shameful!" he muttered

perversely : for it would have made Old Tom deso-

late to have had to change his opinion of her

ladyship after cherishing it, and consoling himself

with it live-and-twenty years. Fearing the ap-

proach of softness, he prepared to take his leave.
" Now—your servant, my lady. I stick to my

word, mind : and if your people here are willing,
I—I've got a candidate iip for Fall'lield—I'll knock
him down, and you shall sneak in your Tory.
Serva,nt, my lady."

Old Tom rose to go. Lady Jocelyn took his

hand cordially, though she could not help smiling
at the humility of the cobbler's son in his manner
of speaking of the Tory candidate.

"Won"t you stop with us a few days?"" I'd rather not, I thank ye."
" Won't you see Eose ?"
" I won't. Not tiU she's married."

"Well, Tom, we're friends now?"
"Not aware I've ever done you any harm, my

lady."
" Look me in the face."

The trial was hard for him. Though she had
been five-and-twenty years a wife she was stil

very handsome : but he was not going to be

melted, and when the perverse old fellow obeyed
her, it was with an aspect of resolute disgust that

would have made any other woman indignant.
Lady .Jocelyn laughed.

"Why, Tom, yuur brother Andrew's here, and
makes himself comfortable with us. We rode by
Brook's farm the other day. Do you remember

Co]ii)ing's pond—how we dragged it that night ?

What days Ave had !

"

Old Tom tugged once or twice at his imprisoned
fist, while these youthful frohcs of his too stupid
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self and the wild and beautiful Miss Bonner were

being recalled.

"/ remember!" he said savagely, and reaching
the door hurled out :

' ' And I remember the Bull-

dogs, too !
—servant, my lady." With which he

effected a retreat to avoid a ringing laugh he heard
in his ears.

Lady Jocelyn had not laughed. She had done
uo more than look and smde kindly on the old

boy. It was at the Bull-dogs, a fall of water on
the borders of the park, that Tom Cogglesby, then
a hearty young man, had been guilty of his folly :

had mistaken her frank friendliness for a return

of his passion, and his stubborn vanity still attri-

buted her rejection of his suit to the fact of his

descent from a cobbler, or, as he put it, to her
infernal worship of rank.

"Poor old Tom !

"
said her ladyship when alone.

"He's rough at the rind, but sound at the core."

She had no idea of the long revenge Old Tom
cherished, and had just shaped into a plot to be

equal with her for the Bull-dogs !

( To be cmitinued.)

JAPANESE FRAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERARD OSBORN, R.N.

The Japanese Ambassadors are in the United
States. The slavery and anti-slavery members
have ceased sqiiabbling abovit that line over

which they may use very imparliamentary lan-

guage, but must not stride. Bowie knives and

gouging appai-atus have been sheathed 2J^'o tern.,

and shooting at sight deferred, in order that the

Envoys of H.I.M., the Taikoon of Japan, be pro-

perly received, and that a favourable impression
be made on their eastern intellects of the culmi-

nating civilisation of American institutions. What
a charming relief it must be for that grey-headed
chief magistrate of the Great Republic to forget
the perils of a committee of both houses especially

delegated to destroy a reputation founded on forty

years of public service, and to explain to the fresh

untutored ambassadors of an Eastern Potentate
the blessings of universal suffrage, and the absence
of hereditary right. They will come here to

England, it is to l)e hoped,—and before all

England has gone to bathe, shoot, and yacht.
But if not, we must take them to the Isle of

Wight, and show them oiu- big Trafalgars and

pretty Blue-bells. We can take them to our great
marts of Liverpool and Manchester. We can
show them Aldershott and Portsmouth, Oxford
and London—but London out of season. They
must go to the North, and if we can only get the
Kamis into knickerbockers, we may show them
Ben Nevis, and remind them feebly of their own
beautiful mountain scenery, and we can at least

send them away convinced that we are not, all,

robbers of gold, or defrauders of foreign customs,
as their countrymen very naturally suppose ; and
that although we possess an uncommon good
opinion of ourselves, and do most things with a

high hand, except where Americans, French, or

Russians are concerned, that still we are not such
a bad set of fellows after all : and half-pay officers

and workhouse paupers excepted, are fairly clothed,
fairly fed, and fairly governed.

It is necessary, however, that we should rub uj)
our knowledge of the people whose ruler has thus
sent an embassy to report upon European manners
and customs

;
and as the Japanese have for three

centuries refused all intercourse with Europe, we
are obliged to go back to ancicmt documents for

much of what we wish to know touching that

empire, or of the singular and interesting people
dwelling within its boundaries.

Comparing that information with the observa-

tions and notes made by us and other recent

visitors to Japan, we are struck with the strange

immutability of many of the characteristics of the

people, and of the institutions imder which they
have lived for three centuries, whilst, unlike the

Chinese, the arts and sciences, the manufactures
and industrial produce of the coimtry have ad-

vanced considerably. The little comj^dation, a
" Cruise in Japanese Waters," which was so

favourably received by the public, was written

under aU the advantages on the one hand of fresh

impressions, and on the other hand, amidst the

midtifarious duties of an officer commanding a

man-of-war, it was consequently impossible to

embody in it all the notes hastily thrown together,
or to correct and enlarge upon them from old

works that I was well aware existed in abund-

ance, touching the condition of the people and

country, at a time when it was unreservedly

open to Europeans of all denominations. Here
in England, in the noble library of the British

]\Iuseum, we have a fund of valuable informa-

tion which may, I believe—and the reader shall

be my judge—be profitably explored, and I

bring to that ancient knowledge modern informa-

tion, aud, what is better still, a series of native

illustrations procured in the city of Yedo itself,

which wdl bring before us in vivid relief the

scenery, the towns and villages, the highways aud

byways of that strange land—the costumes, tastes,

and, I might almost say, the feelings of the people
'—so skilfiU are Japanese artists in the Hogarth-like

quality of transferring to their sketches the cha-

racteristics of passing scenes.

It is many centuries since Europe heard of

Japan, yet our information of her is stiU fragmen-

tary. The early traders, like our modern ones,

did not willingly impart their knowledge lest it

should interfere with large profits. The mis-

sionaries of that day, the followers of Ignatius

Loyola and St. Francis, looked to little else

than the ecclesiastical points involved in their dis-

coveries or progress, and, with rare exceptions, it

was not until the Hollander and Englishman
commenced to supersede the Portuguese and

Spaniards that reliable or valuable information

touching the geography, the polity, and social

condition of the Japanese Empire begun to be

recorded—and then in such forms ! Such huge
tomes, such ponderous volumes wrapt in quaint

language and mouldy learnedness. One turns in

despair from the endless miracles recorded liy

worthy fathers who lived surroimded by raging
heathens and affrighted bonzes, to the wonderful

dissertations of worthy John OgUby, master of the

revels to our Charles II. of glorious memory.
He insists upon travelling to and fro between

Miaco aud Thebes, Yedo and Ancient Athens, or
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Rome. By dint of perseverance we extract liis

ore and leave his dross, and then clutcli sweet

Purchas, who startles ns by stating, on anthority
which may not be denied, that in Japan, "where
onr countryman Williams Adams doth now re-

side, and hath been there these many years, there-

fore hath better means to know than any one,"

there are two mountains, one of which casteth

ont flames, and where the Devil might be seen in a

bright cloud by such as prepared themselves for

the sight by due preparation of mind and body !

For a moment we trembled. Could this be our

beautiful Fusi-hama, the " matchless one of

Ni-pon?" Was she like other peerless ones, merely
a snare and a dehision, handing her votaries over

to the Evil One in a bright and dazzling cloud ?

Gracios a Dios ! No
;
further on we recognised

her, for the ancient writer mentioned another

mountain, our Fusi-hama, as being "many leagues

higher than the clouds." Bother that burning
mountain and its unj)leasant occupant : we felt so

relieved, and turning to our "Hundred Phases of

the jSlatchless Moimtain," published in Yedo, we
rejoiced like the travellers who, in the early

Travellers. Fii'st view of Fusi-hama. (Fac-simile.)

morn, halt on the highway, and gaze iipon her

grand proportions in wonderment and love as she

towers above that great emjjire, and daily blesses

the millions at her feet.

But let us begin our tale of Japan, and try to

carry our reader back to the old, old time, a.d,

1300, when Venice and Genoa were as great as we
yet hope they will, one day, again become. It

was, then, five centuries and a half ago, that

Zipangu, the Chinese barbarism for Nipon, was
first heard of in Europe, and that through the nar-
ration of the brothers Polo. They had just
returned from their wanderings and sojournings
in Tartary and China, and men hardly knew what
to believe of the marvels they related.

That first news of Nipon was brief, j^et ad-

mirably calculated to awaken the curiosity and

cupidity of races who had for ever been accus-

tomed to look to the remotest East, as a land of

wondroiis wealth, where gold, precioiis stones, and
almost as precious spices, were as dross. Lands

which, if the mail-clad warlike sons of Western

Europe could only reach, their strong arms and
stout hearts would enable each impoverished knight
and desperate soldier to carve out a kingdom for

himself. Marco Polo had not visited Japan, but
he had dwelt long in China

;
he was the iirst and

last European who ever held office under the

Chinese Government, and it was from the Chinese

that he had learnt of the great islands to the east-

ward. "
Zipangu !

"
for so he calls Nipon, "is an

island in the Eastern sea, very great in size ; the

people of a white complexion, of gentle behaviour,—in religion idolaters,—and they have a king of

their own. They have gold in great plenty ;
their

king permits no exportation of it, and they who have
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been to that country—and they are few—report

the king's house to be covered with gold (as

churches are here Avith lead), gilded windows, and

that they also have many jewels !

"

We can imagine the excitement in the stately

palaces, and on the mai-ble quays of Venice, when
her mei'chants read this tale, the truth of much of

which was subsequently proved ;
and how they

longed that their "talle shippes,"
" those proud

argosies," which had explored the inhos}>ital>le

coasts of Northern Europe, and penetrated to the

further shores of the Cimmerian Bosphorus, should

likewise attain and secure for the Queen of the

Adriatic the promised wealth of that wondrous

Zipangu.

They had not, however, been the fu-st to

break the Tenth Commandment—to covet that

which Providence had given unto others—and

Marco Polo relates how his great patron, the con-

queror of China, Kublai Khan, had been stimu-

lated to bring the Bi'itain of the Pacific under his

2)aternal sway. Small measure of grace, small

persuasion Avould have fallen to the fair-skinned

dwellers in Nipon or Zipangu, could Kublai have

reached them with his Tartar hordes. Dieu merci !

horses may not swim the deep sea, and a small

breadth of blue water stayed the charge of the

Tartar cut -throat of the olden day, as we trust it

may do the pas arcclere of the more modern
Zouaves or Turcos into our own good land. Kublai

Khan proceeded therefore to expound certain phi-

losophical principles to the Wang or King of

Nipon, in a communication Avhich would vie, in

some respects, with similar documents that we
have seen of late yeai-s appear from other great

I)otentates who dwell nearer to the meridian of

Greenwich. We give it verbatim as a charming
exemplification of the ancient faille of the wolf

and the lamb.

The "exalted Emperor of the Mongols" from
his cai)ital of Cambolu, supposed to be the pre-
sent Pekin, writes in the year of Grace, 1278,
to the Wang, or King of Nipon, as follows :

"I am a jirince of a formerly small state to

which the adjacent lands have united themselves,
and my endeavour is to make inviolaljle truth and

friendship reign among us. What is more, my
ancestors have, in virtue of their splendid warrant
from Heaven, taken possession of Hia dominions

( ? China). The numljer of distant countries and
of remote cities that fear our power, and love our

virtue, passes computation. Nipon lies near, and

has, from the beginning held intercourse with the

central emjiire. But, during my reign, not a

single envoy has appeared to open a friendlj^ in-

tercourse with me. I apprehend that this state

of things is not, as j^et, well known in your coiin-

try, wherefore I send envoys with a letter to make
you acquainted with my views, and I hope we
shall understand each other. Already philosophers
desire to see the whole world form one family.
But how may this one family principle be carried

into effect if friendly intercourse subsist not

between us ? I am resolved to call this princijjle
into existence, even should I be obliged to do so

by force of arms ! It is now the business of the

Wang of Nipon to decide what course is most

agreeable to him !

"

As a specimen of imperial correspomlence, in

the year of Grace, 1278, we may say that this

document is not an uninteresting one, though
it failed in convincing the ruler of Jajian (then
called the Zio-goon) of the advisability of enter-

ing into "amity and friendship" Avith such a
ruiiian. Kublai proceeded to enforce his argu-
ments, and a mighty fleet put forth from the
shores of the wide-spreading Yangstye-keang to

the shallow waters, and hardier climes of Pe-

chalee and the hosts of Tartary sailed for the

subjugation of the Isles of the Day-dawn. It

was another Armada, and met with the same
well-deserved fate. Storms swept the rockj- shores

of Kin-su, the southernmost island of the Japanese
group, and by shipwreck, famine, and the sword of

the islanders, nearly all that vast force perished.

Yet, in days still more remote, a peaceful con-

quest of Japan had been effected by the swarming
hive of human beings located in the great plain
which forms the heart of China. The Chinese

dwelling in that rich valley of the Yangstye-

keang appear from the eai-liest ages to have been
the prey of their neighbours, or else to have been

constantly over-run by fresh inroads from those

wide plains of Mongolia whence they derived their

origin. Pressed on by the sword of a conqueror, or

fleeing from the plague, pestilence, and famine which
followed in his path, it was but natural, whilst

jiortions of the Chinese masses fled over the lofty
mountain ranges which lie south of the Yangstze,
and so reached the rich provinces which now con-

stitute the tropical portion of that great empire,
that another exodus took place from the seal)oard,

whence the unhappy fugitives took ship and fled

eastward across the great ocean, in search of that

peace and security which was denied them at

home. Chinese and .Japanese records happily

ajiproximate in their dates of one such exodus ;

and, taking the latter as our guide, we learn that

about 300 years before the advent of the Saviour,

there arrived from the "
setting sun" (China) a

number of beneficent strangers, led by one who
combined, like another [Moses, the triple office of

legislator, high ^^riest, and generalissimo. This

great leader, Sin-fuh, has since been deified in

Japan : but the occasion of his peaceful invasion

of that land is otherwise explained by the myth-

loving historians of China. They tell, that during
the reign of one Hwang-te, 300 couple of young
men and women were sent across the eastern sea

in search of the waters of immortality ; and that

these wanderers elected one Sin-fuh as their

leader, and, under his skilful guidance, after

dire adventures by sea and land, reached the

pleasant shores of Nipon—it was their Canaan.

It is more than probai)le that the aboriginal race

then found in Kiu-siu and Nipon Islands was of

those same Ainos Avho now dwell in Yesso and

the Kurile Islands
;
and the sword, as well as the

milder influence of a superior civilisation, had
doubtless much to do Avith the moulding of the

Japanese people and gOA'ernment into Asdiat Ave

now find them. From the reign of this Avarrior-

priest, Sin-fuh, date most of the arts and sciences

now existing in that country, and his ride

must haA'e rapidly spread from the southern

portion of the empii-e as far as the latitude of
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Yedo, the present capital ;
for it is said that,

although he 0)ili/ lived 150 years, his death took

place wpon Mo\uit Fusi-hama, the Matchless-

moimtain of Japan. That lofty and beautiful

peak is the Sinai of the Japanese islander—for

Sin-fuh, with gi-eat wisdom, and still better

taste, did not trust to the grateful memoiy of

his countrymen for a monument to his fame, or

to perishable statues of marble and brass, but

identified his life and death with the handi-

work of the great Creator. If the Japanese
records tell tridy, their wonderful cone of Fusi-

hama was projected upward by volcanic action

during the lifetime of Sin-fuh, and the thunders

of the Deity might have been possibly invoked by
the Japanese legislator, to confirm his authority,

Pilgrims to Fusi-hama. (Fac-simile.)

as was done in the olden time by the great
Israelite at Sinai. Sin-fooism, the ancient faith

of the Japanese islander, has its stronghold in

that mountain, and in the type of strength, purity,
and grandeur which it represents. On its crest is

the supposed resting-place of the founder of that

faith, aud thither have wended the devout of all

times in earnest pilgrimage.

Everything in Japan reminds the visitor of

this prevailing faith. The love of the peoi^le for

Fusi-hama in all her phases, and the thousand
scenes incident to the yearly pilgrimage to its

summit, are the favoiirite topic of her literati,

and the constant subject of her artists' pencils.

Amongst other graphic illustrations of the toil

and danger undergone by Japanese devotees, we
give a fac-simile of one, which brings vividly
before us the " antres vast and deserts idle"

through which they have to wend their way ; and
we can sympathise with the Alpine Club as they
view our fac-simile, and regret that no artist has

been found in Europe who could as truthfully

pourtray their deeds of daring at the shrine of

their mountain goddess. There is, however, one

hoj^e left for them. A talented Japanese artist is

in the suite of this foreign embassy : we shoidd

recommend them to engage him to illustrate their

next work.
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The faith of Siu-fuh, ami the theocracy founded

by him, lasted nigh upon twelve hundred years,
to A.D. 1150, about a century before KubiaiKliau,
desirous of making war for an idea, made an
attack upon the liberties of the Japanese. Those
twelve centuries, however, v/ere chequered with
an average amount of intestine wars and rebel-

lions, and a warlike spirit was fostered, which
tended to the extension of the race over the whole
of Nipon Island and a j^ortion of Yesso, the

original dwellers being thrust northwanl, or

destroj'cd. In that period of time, and prior to

Kublai's attempt, there was evidently frequent
intercourse with the Chinese Empire, though no

acknowledgment of its supremac}% and it was
doiLbtless through the traders between Japan and
China that Kublai Khan learnt of the wealth and

importance of the " Land of the Day-dawn," and
with becoming modesty desired to bring it under
his beneficent sway. A hundred yeai's, however,
before this attempt was made, the Priest-kings,
or Dairi, now called Mikados, of Japan, had
almost resigned the executive control to the repre-
sentative of the military forces of the empire.
The first Zio-goon, or executive riiler of Japan,
crushed out the rebellious spirit of the great
feudal barons, who, of course, under an ecclesias-

tical sway, had been nigh independent, and be
then placed the head of the church in a secondary
position, tendering him allegiance, however, and

using his ecclesiastical influence for the 2")urposes
of tlie state. Fresh energy had thus been imparted
to the ancient empire founded by Sin-fiih, and

Japan was in no mood to bow to Kublai Khan.
The storms which sweep the seas of this Eastern

Britain stood Mikado and Zio-goon, priest and

soldier, in good stead ; and, elated by their first

success in resisting the onslaught of the Chinese
armies and fleets, they passed an edict, that
"Henceforth no Mongol subject should set foot in

Nipon under pain of death !

" Brave words ! of

which Kublai Khan tested the sincerity, by rashly

despatching an envoy and suite to summon its

promulgators to pay tribute ; and when the Zio-

goon, true to his word, executed them on the
sea-board of his kingdom, the indignant conqueror
of many realms launched forth another host, to

perish as the first had done
;
and Kiiblai brought

upon all the sea-board of China the curse of a

desolating retaliation by Japanese marauders.

Through centuries the recollection of that attempt
to rob them of their independence, sharpened the
sword and nerved the arm of the bold pirates
from Nipon, and the Chinese trader ceased to tra-

verse the narrow valley of waters which divided
the plains of the Yangstye-keang from the rocky
iron-bound coasts of Zipangu. The traffic between
the two countries, and traffic there must have

been, now passed entirely into the hands of the

Japanese seamen, whom the Chinese histoi-ians

quaintly paint as half robber, half merchant,
strongly resembling those early merchant-explorers
from Avhom we, in Great Britain, date our com-
uiei'cial and maritime greatness.

Whilst such was the state of affairs in Japan,
the news brought by Marco Polo to Europe was

working—a little leaven Avas leavening the enter-

prising spirit of Christendom. Cathay and Zi-

Iiangu were the goal of popes and kings, priests
and soldiers ; and a real knowledge of the earth's
surface was unrolling itself before the genius and
cupidity of Europe. Wliilst, therefore, Spaniards,
Portuguese, Dutch, and English are ra])idly

struggling towards the land where " the king's
house was covered with gold," let us look upon
the fair kingdom of Japan.

(To be continued.)

THE LONDON SEASON.

This season is not like most others that we have
known. It has afforded a practical answer to the

question why we English people have selected the
most beautiful time of the year for abandoning
our country houses and green retreats, and bury-
ing ourselves in the heart of a noisy, dusty, stuffy,

burning city. The country is not green, and the

town is not hot—not half as hot as it should be
for comfort. It is all very well to talk of the

romantic aspects of Nature ; but surely since last

Easter we have rather desidei-ated cheerful rooms
and bright fires and genial assemljlages of hearty

people, with, curtains drawn, and what is called
" Natnre "

carefully excluded, than any tarrying

by waterfalls, or coquetry at night with celestial

phenomena. The nightingales have all suffered

from sore throats : and some time back when I

heard a cuckoo in Richmond Park attempting his

usual monotonous call, it was done in so peevish a

manner that I had not the heart to turn a four-

penny-bit for luck's sake. How the people in

Covent Garden have got their flowers it is difficidt

to say. I should rather have expected to see

violets growing at Charing Cross, and primroses

upon Ludgate Hill, than in the few fields and

hedge-rows which it has been my misfortune to

see during the last few months.

But, to speak the truth, even at ordinary times,
when the terrestrial gases have not been mixed up
in such universal hubbub as they have been during
the last months of shipwreck, and hurricane, and

deluge, when things which shoidd be gi-een are green,
and when the ground is pied with daisies where
daisies ought to be, and the white-thorns keep
their fragrant appointments with the exactest

punctuality,
—these should rather be taken as

relishes and contrasts to life in London during the

Loudon season, than as substitutes for all that

London can show at such a time. With the best

inclination to sympathise with all human pursuits,
it is hard to see how a man, in order to employ
himself most worthily, should avoid the society of

Lis fellow men. Why should not a Londoner

grow sentimental about Wardour Street as well as

a Highland gentleman
—I have no wish to twit

him with his little peculiarities
—about Glenlivat ?

As I walk abo\it the streets of London—oftentimes

by night
—those dull brick houses are full of

echoes of past days. I could teU you how the

flutings lie on the marble mantel-pieces, and
where the easy-chair on which the grandfather
sits must be placed because it would not fit any
other part of the room. There was the kindly

welcome, and the ready jest, and the little tiffs,

and the large reconciliations -with the young
ladies, and the jjlans for the coming season, and
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all that makes life delightfu] to the feelings and
the senses, and now all that is quite, quite gone !

Were T to knock at the door now, and race iip

the stairs as of old, Betty would be overcome, and
the excellent head of the family inside would give
me in charge on the suspicion of having a design

against the great-coats and umbrellas. No poetry
in London ! No poetry save a man is sitting and

sneezing on a swab of wet moss—a Highland

piper being at hand with one of those horrid in-

struments of torture api)lied to his hard, homy
lips ! Why, one coidd write a sonnet about South

Andley Street.

But if Loudon at all times is better than any
other place you coidd name, what is it not during
the season, when ever3'' joy is at its climax, and
when all your friends and acquaintances from all

parts of the country, and from all parts of the

continent, and from all parts of the world, come

dropping in thick as gnats iised to be in summer

evenings
—when there were summer evenings, and

there were gnats. I know that some ixnneigh-

bourly sort of people will have it that London is

most delightful in September, when everybody is

out of town, and the Hindu sweeper in Saint

James's Square leaves off peddling with the unpro-
fitable mud at his crossing, and, folding his arms
across his breast, meekly gives in to Budhism.

Of course London is pleasant in September when
the seat of empire is your owti—but it is pleasant
as sleep is after toil, or night after day. I like,

as well as any man, to have the library in the

club entirely to myself, and to moralise in the

deserts of Old Bond Street, but human nature

has also its social and its gorgeous side. I

ha^•e a rich vein of duchesses in my mind,
which I can open up during the London season.

If ever there was a loiterer by old bookshops, and a

lover of old crinkum-crankums of every kind, I am
that idle, useless person : but of all the fair sights
which the London streets can show, the fairest

are those beautiful young maids and matrons

who, as the season grows fervent, are drawn about
in their triiimphal cars by horses such as Greece

never dreamed of, for all the testimony of her

Elgin marbles. How all that human ingenuity
could contrive, or human industry procure from
all quarters of the globe, has been lavished on
these Summer Queens ; and how they take it as a

matter of course, as the rose does its fragrance,
or the humming-bird the iridescence of its

restless wings ! What a pity it would be if

humanity could be at all mown down to a dead
level like a lawn, and the heavens, in place of con-

taining the greater and the lesser glories, were all

lit up with myriads of farthing candles, all of

equal dimness. The Londoner who has learned

to enjoy his season properly, and to linger over

its flavour, as a true scholar in wines would trifle

with a beaded glass of amber Sauterne, and bless

the Chateau-Yquem Avhere it was cradled into

sweetness, knows well what pleasures can be
extracted from the mere contemplation of those

more heroic exemplars of humanity who glide
about the town in such Elysian guise. Arch-

bishop Whately and the economists are right :

you must have duchesses, that it may be well

with the beggars ; but for poor Dives, who I pro-

test to my thinking, was somewhat hardly used,
there would have been no broken victuals, no

savoury scraps for starving Lazarus. But these are

knotty points ;
—we had best fall back on the

Loudon season.

1 lay no great stress on that false start before

Easter. It is but a foretaste, or rather a whet
before the banqxiet ;

indeed it might more apth'
be compared to the tuning-up of the fiddle before

Signer Costa takes his seat, and with one wave of

his magic wand opens the Palace of Music at a

blow. If any one should be disposed to take a

little turn to the French capital before the occur-

rence of the Easter winter—of late years we have

commonly had snow at that season—if there were
not room for actual commendation, you woidd

scarcely think him worthy of absolute blame. It is

the time when second and third-rate singers establish

their failures as facts on the operatic stage. It is

the time when theatrical managers depend upon
the fag-ends of worn-out themes, and try the

patience of the public whilst they are burnishing

up their tinsel and spangles for fresh and unwonted
effects. It is a time when shabby-genteel people
who but wish to spread a report aliout their

vicinage that they have been up to London " for

the season," spend a fortnight or three weeks in

town, and return to their usiial and congenial

hypocrisies, iinder the false impression that they
are not found out. There is little good, and much
bad about that false-birth, the London season

before Easter. The real people will not keep
o])en-houses for shadows. Those who constantly
inhabit London, maintain the even tenor of their

way, and will not suffer themselves to be drawn
into demonstrations which can have no substantial

results. The country pilgrims have not yet
arrived. They wisely stop down in their own
domains, and refuse to bear their part in an idle

mockery. You may notice that this is the time

chosen by the astuter shopkeepers for calling to

their aid the skill of the house-painter and
decorator. They have put their cleanings and

burnishings off till the last moment, that they

may show in full brilliancy when it is most need-

ful to be brilliant. They know what can be

accomplished in three weeks by a combination

between inclement skies and London "blacks,"
and will not make their running till the critical

moment. Their gains before Easter are nothing
but tributes from country cousins, not worthy of

serious account.

When the real season has set in, it seems as

though all persons who can do anything better

than their fellows, in any quai'ter of the globe,
had descended like a swarm of locusts upon the

town. The Monsieurs, and the Signori, and the

Herrs, flock to our shores with the hope of levy-

ing tribute from the Londoners in one form or

another. One gentleman has a marvellous v.t de

j)oitrine ; another produces musical sounds by
merely thumping his chin ; a third can do more
in the conjuring way than has ever been thought
possible before

;
a fourth relies for success ujion

the intelligent action of a set of well trained

poodles ;
a fifth will cure all your ailments by

throwing her- or him- self into a mesmeric con-

dition, and prescribing a^^t remedies for your
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infirmities ; a sixth will transport you in a trice

to the banks of the Mississippi, or put on a jjig-

tail and a Chinese dress, and entertain you with

characteristic songs whilst he takes you up and
down the Yang-tse-Kiang in a couple of hoiirs,

and brings you home to dinner at the a^jpointed
time. Why should not a man iike to spend eight
or nine weeks in the midst of this Arabian Night's
dream which mortals call the London season ?

There is something for all ages, and all conditions

of men. Whether you are a fat baby, and are

rolled about in a perambulator
—or a prosy old

gentleman, and take your airings upon a steady
cob—whether your heart's desire is for sugar-

plums, or a good sleepy discussion of the Church
Rate Question—you will find the means of gratify-

ing it, better than you would do anywhere else, in

London, when the season is at its height.
The season for very serious peoj^le is of course

during the May Meetings at Exeter Hall, when so

many clergymen and their healthy coiuitry-look-

ing wives are to be seen about the Strand and
Fleet Street. I have not one word to say against
them, or their manner of oi'dering their lives ;

but I am writing for those—T am one of them

myself—who see no harm in spending an evening
with "Norma," or in idling throughout a summer

evening in Hyde Park, and criticising the horses

and their fair riders. Presently, we will waste a

few minutes with them ; but I would first ask, in

answer to the charge that it is a sin, or a mistake,
to abandon the country at the season of the year
when it is bursting into beautiful Hfe, if this

is really so ? What prevents us from riding
about Richmond Park, or up the dark avenue
of horse-chesnuts in Bushy Park, at o^ir pleasure ?

There are green lanes Hendon and Edgeware
way ; there are pleasant heaths in Surrey within

a riding distance. There are such events in the

career of a Londoner during the season as little

excursions to Gravesend and Greenwich. Show
me, in any of the English counties, a fairer

spot than Cobham Park with its ash trees and
its deer leaping amongst the tall fern, while
the Medway rolls beneath your feet ! He is not
a judicious Londoner who, when the season is in

fidl swing, does not steal away once and again for

an afternoon iip Thames, and spend it in sunny
idleness under the shades of lordly Cliefden, or,

still better, imder the dark cool woods of Marlow.
Tf you long for a whiff of sea-air, is not London
situated on the Sussex coast? Dejiart to our

Brighton suburb, and when your nerves are re-

strung come back to the heart of the town.

Woodland, heath, river, sea, park, or common—
they are all to be found in and about London, and
are in their prime during the height of the season.

Besides, if any one has a licentious taste for

floral joys, where can it be gratified so highly as

in town ? I do not suppose that in any part of

the world such floral exhibitions are to be seen as

in London. The Directors of the Botanic Gardens
in the Regent's Park and their yoke-fellows of the

Crystal Palace will cater for your taste in this

kind in a way which will outdo your expectations,
or you must be hard, indeed, to please. Flora
holds her Derby days and her Cup days in London,
and if you care to assist at the Olympian struggles

of fruits and flowers, come to London during the
season.

If, again, the inclination of your fancy be for

painting, you must either be a connoisseur with a

hobby, or a sneerer at your own country, or a

professed critic, or, generally, a very uncomfort-
able sort of person, if you do not find much to

afford you gratification ; and, indeed, far more
than the critical stomach of most of us can digest
in the three Exhibitions of the Royal Academy,
of the Ancient Masters, and of the old Water
Colourists. Of late years our French friends have
also sent us a collection of pictures during the

London season, which always contains some few

note-worthy performances—now it is one of those

marvellous Horse Fairs, or procession of Spanish
Mules by Rosa Bonheur—now the Duel in the

Snow after the Masked Ball
;
but there is always

something which will entertain and instruct you,
if you are not wilfully resolved not to be instructed

or entertained. There is a good week's occupa-
tion for a lover of pictures in the four exhibitions

named—to make no mention of the more perma-
nent galleries, such as those which contain the

Turner and Sheepshanks Collections in the new
buildings at South Kensington.
Do you care for music ? London, during the

season, may be said to be the very Delphi of the

mtisical world. The most famous singers, the

most famous performers in Eurof>e seek, and

readily find, engagements at one or other of the

London Opera Houses. When they have made
their proofs elsewhere they come to us. If a

London manager accepts them, and a London
audience ratifies his choice, they have gained the

blue ribbon of their art, and henceforth are ' '

per-

sonages.
"

Besides the operas there are concerts

innumerable, in which the most skilful pianists
and violinists, of whom the world knows, are ready
to put forth their full strength for your amuse-

ment. One year we have a Handel Festival, when
the works of the great master are given in a style
which would probably have astonished their

author as miich as he has contrived to astonish the

world with the grandeur of his musical concep-
tions. Recently Germany sent iis her Cologne
Choir—last week we had amongst \is the chosen

members from amongst the French Orpheonistes.
Whatever may have been the case in by-gone

days, it is clear that, in our own, any musical

fanatic might, with safety, leave Paris and

Vienna, and Milan and Naples unvisited ;
if his

object be to gratify the most morbid craving
for melody and harmony, let him come to London

during the season.

Thus far we have spoken of a few heads of

attraction—of beautiful women in such crowds

that beauty ceases to be a distinction ; of some of

the loveliest forms of English scenery, and by
which London is surrounded ;

of fruits and

flowers ; of painting and of music. If any one

cares for these things, or any of them, here they
are to be found. But when you have said all this

you have only spoken of the sensuous side of the

London season. But one of the chief causes why
that time is so delightful to a man of inteUigent
and energetic mind, is that then the nation is in

its full intellectual stride. During the autumn
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most of us—overworked men as most Londoners

are— seek for recreation or relaxation on the

continent, or at watering-places, or in the

country ;
in the period which intervenes between

the return to town and the commenceanent of the

true season, each one is merely occupied with his own

private affairs, but when the parliamentary season,

which is identical in point of time with that which is

commonly spoken of as the Loudon season, has fairly

set in, London is the clearing-house of the world.

Whether one be in the right or in the wrong, one

likes to assist at the discussion of the great ques-
tions which are astu". As long as one is upon this

earthly stage it is as well to be an actor in the

scene, and not a mere lounger in the green-room,
nor a critic before the curtain. It is very true,

that at the present moment the immediate deci-

sion of mortal events seems to reside rather in

Paris than in London ;
but the Parisians, or the

French who go to Paris for their season, have

marvellously little to do with the matter. England
is the only country in Europe where a man can

say what he likes, and write what he likes, about

public affairs. London is the grand centre of

political action, and London transacts its chief

business in this kind, during the season.

So far of a few of the principal incidents of this

delightful time
;
but we should also cast a glance

at the number and sorts of people whose existence,

in some cases, and well-being in all, depend upon
the course which a London season may take. Let
us think for a moment of the lodging-house

keepers, and hair-dressers, and silk-mercers, and

milliners, and seamstresses, and job-masters, and
all persons who live in Bond Street and Regent
Street and the neighbourhood of these localities,

and all who depend upon them. Nay, whilst we
are about it, why not give a thought to Man-

chester, and Coventry, and Lyons, and Bordeaux ?

for in all these famous towns the existence of the

inhabitants will be found to be more or less bound

up with the fortunes of the Loudon season. The
first question, of course, which a \'isitor to London
is obliged to ask himself is, where he shall find
"
apartments ;

"
for living in hotels is out of the

question, save in the case of the very wealthy.
I have often wondered what is the real origin of

the London lodging-house keeper. From my own
small experience of the class, I should say that

they were all fallen stars—that they have, at a

previous period of their career, before they took
to letting lodgings, lived in great luxury and mag-
nificence, but are now in "reduced circumstances."

They never ajipear to have mounted up the rungs
of the social ladder until they attained the serene

platform on which they could let lodgings calmly
and be at peace. They have tumbled down upon
the calling, as it were, from above. The fact,

I suppose, is, that they suffer, poor people, from a

morbid desii-e to assert their own dignity in the

presence of their lodgers. You will commonly
enough find two sisters following this pursuit :

the eldest will do the bargaining and the necessary
acts of severity about coals and extras, while the

yoimger lady, a sort of faded beauty of seven-and-

thirty, gives herself the airs which are necessary
to siipport the consideration of the family. If

you are a married man, or have ladies in your

party, it will be found extremely difficult to keep
this gay young thing out of the "

apartments
"

as soon as your own back is turned. Whenever

you venture upon the smallest objections to any
of the arrangements or charges, or wish to ' '

get
in

"
things on your own account, you are at once

annihilated with the precedent of what Sir Roger
This, or Colonel That, who had previously occu-

pied the apartments, did under similar circum-

stances. Both the baronet and the gallant officer

in question invariably proceeded upon the principle
of uuboimded confidence in the ladies of the

house, and found themselves the better for it.

As a general rule, I am sorry to say, that our

London lodging-house keepers much prefer letting

to gentlemen. Ladies, they say, stop at home a

great deal, and are alwaj's ringing the bells. I

suspect, moreover, that the feminine mind is more

impatient of small pilfering, and not so easily

moved by a passing reference to Sir Roger and the

Colonel. On the whole, however, these poor

people must have a hard struggle of it in the

world
;
in most cases their "apartments

" do little

more for them than keep a roof over their heads,

and a loaf on their boards ; so that we should not

be too critical on their little attempts at over-

charging during the season. What a weary time

it must be for them when London is out of town,
and what days of frightfid excitement when the

season is just beginning, and the furniture is

furbished up, and the anti-macassars are scattered

about with no niggard hand, and the bills are in

and the black silk gown and best

and they can do no more ! As

they sit behind the blinds, and watch the passers-

by, what a keen insight they must have into their

business and objects ! They must be able to detect

at a glance a family-man in search of lodgings, and

even to infer from the expression of his face

if he is likely to require an extra bed-room.

How their hearts must beat as he pauses opposite
the window, half crosses over, and then walks on
without ringing ! But if he does ring, and Betsy
at that moment is gone out for the beer !

The establishments of the leading milliners are

pre-eminently dependent upon the fortunes of the

London season. The fates of the producers and
consumers of dress are very different during this

period. It is not a pleasant thing to think

of the contrast between the fortune of the i)Oor

girl who sits up all night to work at the ball-dress

that it may be sent home in time—and that of

the young lady who sits up all night to wear it.

Do not let us therefore indulge iu vulgar senti-

mentality, and groan over the caprices and scllish-

ness of the queen of the ball-roojn. If that young
person will but give her orders in time, and jiay

her bill in due season, she is not to be blamed
because Madame Haradan Jones works .short-

handed. The real mischief lies in the suddenness

of the order Avhich disturbs the arrangements of

Madame H. J., and in the non-payment of the ac-

counts which cripples her resources, and prevents
her from making those arrangements on a suffi-

ciently liberal scale. Still, I wish that a milliner's

work-room, at about 2 a.m., were esteemed one of

the lions or lionesses of London, and that my
bright little butterfly friends—the Lucys, and

the windows,

cap are piit on.
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Fannys, and Marys—were taken occasionally to

see a laboratory of this description. The room is

generally "stuffy,"
—yon -will find in it two or

more long tables with twenty or so sleej)y girls

stitching away like so many machines. They
have just had some strong tea to keep them awake,
for there is to be a fete, or a ball, or something of

that sort the next day, and the work must be

done. At the end of each table there sits a sort

of superior officer—a lady maturely young—one of

whom presides over the destinies of the caps and
bonnets ; the other, over those of the gowns and

dresses;— this last one "cuts out." They are

generally remarkable for severity of temper during
office hours, and with a steru tap of the thimble,
and a "

Noii; younr/ ladies!" instantly repress

any feeble attempt at conversation which may be

made by the poor girls in their several depart-
ments. I supi^ose it is necessary, but it does

seem hard to pi-event them from talking,
—they

must have such a deal to say. At the millinery-table
some of the young people are working on paste-
board heads which seem invariably to have lost

their noses. They all look up in a subdued way,
because, at that moment, Madame H. J. herself

has entered the room with an expression of bland

philanthropy on her amiable features, which,
as they know by painful experience is the invari-

able preface to a suggestion, that they should sit

up an hour or two longer than usual to "get
through

"
the work. This suggestion is generally

offered in a jjlayful way at first, but the young
ladies know very well that a sterner mask can be

put on if Madame's hilarity does not receive a

cheerful response. By all means let us sit up and

enjoy ourselves !

There is a contrast to this picture next day at

the fancy fair, held in the grounds of Strawberry
Lodge, Twickenham, for the benefit of let us say
" The Indigent Governesses Asylum." Behind
that stand, and actually engaged in the wicked

attempt to make a stout Archdeacon purchase a

pink paper thing for catching flies, you may see

the bold but fascinating Lady Dalilah Stopall.
She has succeeded. The venerable gentleman has

deposited a sovereign in payment, and looks to

have the change returned
;
but this saucy lady

informs him with a laugh, that she never gives

change at her estabhshment. His consort, a tall,

grim, monumental looking matron, is biting her

thin lips with vexation, and looks as if she would

give him a little bit of her mind to-night upon the

subject of his improvident bargain. The two
children ask,

" What papa will do with it ?" as he
holds his flimsy purchase \ip, and is evidently

puzzled how to get off the stage with dignity.
" Catch flies, darlings !" says Lady D. S. with an

impertinence and levity of manner which the two

young officer-looking men in the mandarin hats

evidently deplore. Well, Lady Dalilah has on
the very identical dress which was the result of

Mrs. Haradan Jones's playful suggestion to her

young people on the previous night. The sugges-
tion was dropped at 12 "30 a.m., and by 11 a.m.

that curious system of small flounces which con-

stitiites a modern dress was punctually delivered

at 521, Charles Street, Berkeley Square, and is

now at Strawberry Lodge.

If, being a man, you want any practical test

beyond the general appearance of Old Bond Street,
of whether the London Season is on or not, go to
Matchwell's in the Arcade

;
and if you have any

hair, get it cut. In the season you have to wait for

yo^lr turn, while all the gentlemen, with " knees "

on their heads, are getting trinmied and essenced,
and greased and brushed. How I envy that

young dog with a head like a mop ! How asto-

nished the artiste looks who is called upon to cut
the hair of that l)ullet-headed gentleman who has
but two little tufts left just above his ears : his

astonishment, however, is but of short duration,
and as he takes comb and scissors in hand, he
asks in the usual routine way, "Would you like

much off, sir ?
"

If there were a grain of irony in

his tone, the bullet-headed gentleman, v^ho is an

enormously powerful man, would knock him down
without a moment's liesitatiou ; l)ut there is no
room for picking a quarrel, so the visitor replies,
in a manner equally formal, that he would rather

have the operation repeated, for he might take
cold if much hair were removed at once. The
tiresome peo})le, when you are waiting for your
turn, are the gentlemen who insist upon having
their heads washed. A fashionable hair-dresser's

establishment is one of the best places you can

visit if you want to ascertain about the ebb and
flow of the London Season.

Another fair jjroof that tov.^n is fidl is the

aspect of St. James's Street, and the part of Pall

Mall which contains the clubs. I wonder what
those dear old gentlemen in the bow-windows of

the old clubs into which Gamma and his kind
never venture to intrude a profane foot can pos-

sibly find to talk about. There they are, year after

year,
—they never dream of shifting their quarters

to another world—gazing complacently at the

passers-by with newspapers spread upon their

knees, and interchanging remarks upon things in

general. Nothing seems to move or excite them—
they are calm and serene even when Europe is in

flames, or the Jews are let into Parliament. I

think I should like to be as one of them for

a quarter of an hour. Their heads must be so cool.

What must a man feel like who has never been

called upon for any exertion, save for his owti

pleasure, for three-score years and ten ? It is a

sensation of which one Avould like to have
some practical experience. You never see a hub-

bub and turmoil round the doors of their clubs, as

in the case of the more noisy and excitable esta-

blishments in PaU Mall during the London season.

But of all the glorious sights, during that

famous period, give me the Ride in Hyde Park,
known to mortals as Rotten Row. I do not think

that the great London spectacle was improved
last year by the removal of the band from Ken-

sington Gardens to the end of the Ride near

Apslej' House. It may be that one is under the

influence of old feelings. Sentiment is essentially

Tory. As we look back—ah ! it is now years
and years ago

—to the golden time when the fair

horse-women were as goddesses, and our hearts

were in om* mouths as we drew near that old elm

tree where they sate upon their steeds—lovely,

transcendental, and in chimney-pot hats—we do

not love to see oiu" old associations distm-bed. As
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a stout and elderly friend observed to nae the other

day—the mind never loses its figure ! Was it not

there that she burst upon our astonished vision for

the first time ? Was it not there that three

weeks afterwards, and on the day subsequent to

the assembly at old Lady Dandelion's, when slie

had glanced at us looks of encouragement, as we

supposed, over two strawberry-creams of which
we were then partaking— (alas! strawberry-
creams don't taste like that now-o'-days

—they are

deficient in flavour)
—we met her again, and there

she distinctly flicked her bay mare "Joddles"
three times in a way that betrayed her sweet con-

fusion at our presence ? Alas ! again, I say, my
friends, why continue this chapter of painful
reminiscences ? Were we not, what our French

neighbours would call econduits, because a doubt

seemed to exist in the paternal mind, whether we
could warrant sufficient supplies of nectar and
ambrosia for the consumption of the Njonph
whilst she adhered to the crust of the planet ?

Alas ! once more were we not consulted by that

very Nymph, the other day, upon the propriety of

sanctioning a union between her daughter

Angelina aud the youthful Edwin who enjoys
a certain amount of the confidence of his Sovereign
as a clerk in the Foreign Office, and did we not

reply that the match would be an imprudent one,
and that Angelina could do better ? Horrible !

—
most horrible ! The corner by the Gardens there

is thick with recollections of this kind
; I cannot

shift my quarters to the other end of the ride with

any degree of complacency. When the Band per-
formed in the open, there was no friendly shade

under which the Edwins and Angelinas of the pre-
sent day could exchange furtive glances, whilst the

Papas i>ulled out their watches and calculated the

interval between that time and the dinner-hour.

In one respect, indeed, the change was far better,
for surely the long rows of seats which were then

placed both along the Kide and Drive were a

great convenience to the ladies who wished to take
the air and see the horse-folks, as well as to

the gentlemen who wished to gaze upon them with

respectful awe. To be sure, we then lost the

Watteau-like picture of the promenaders in Ken-

sington Gardens ;
but 1 think it was an advantage

that the ladies had "deployed into line." Young
volunteers, is the phrase a correct one—and such
as would be used by you military men ? I rejoice to

see that the Band has now been moved back to its

old place. In another respect, too, a change has
come over the Eide since the times I have been

describing. We have now three distinct sets

of riders, some take their exercise or pastime in

the morning, some at noon, some in the evening.
Most commonly they are lawyers, and City

people, and political men who are to be found
in the Ride, before breakfast, proceeding up and
down on hard-trotting horses, and endeavouring
to cram the exercise of two hours into one.

Then we have a large batch of riders, more
or less mixed up with fashionable life, who
find it more convenient to get the lide

over before luncheon, so that they may not
be fatigued for their dinner-parties and their

ojseras in the evening. Besides these two earlier

batches we have the later riders who adhere to

the good old customs of their forefathers and fore-

mothers, and take their pleasure in the ride

between five and seven p.m. during the London
Season. Perhaps it is as .well that the company
is thus divided, because, in consequence of the

enormous increase of wealth as well as of inhabi-

tants of London and visitors, there really would

scarcely be room for all—if all were to ride at

once. As it is the place is crowded, and when
the season is at its height I should like to see

either the Bois de Boulogne, or the Champs
Elysees, or the Thiergarten, or the Prater attempt
rivalry with the famous Ride in Hyde Park.

An observer of a philosophical turn of mind

might find abundant food for reflection in the hats

worn by the ladies. I confess I am not without
a sneaking partiality for the Spanish-looking hat

and black feathers. Verj'' young ladies may try a
bird's wing, for a girl's face will come out \'icto-

rious of almost any trial to which it may be put.
But I would not recommend my stout friend Mrs.

Mompesson Todd to mount a pheasant's pinion.
The white feathers are too conspicuous, and as a
rule are not becoming, nor are the blues and reds

to be violently commended. The hat mascidine

again, when worn upon the lovely heads of certain

fair beings before whom the hearts of the spec-
tators quail, is a dangerous weajpon of offence,
and ought to be put down by the police. Upon
some faces, indeed, it is perfectly harmless, and
therefore interference on the part of the pubUc
authorities would be superfluous. I rejoiced last

j^ear to see that the dainty little tails to the

jackets of the habits have been once more per-
mitted to the Nj'mphs in substitution for those

flopping paletot sort of things which made slight

Nymphs look stout, and stout Njonphs stouter.

But what a wonderfid sight the Ride is during the

season. You have scarcely recovered your breath

from the efi'ect of one vision which has cantered

past, when four come on a-breast under the

guardianship of two tall wretches with violent

whiskers. Then the little gentleman with the

tijipet
—may his shadow never be less !

—trots

past on his lean horse, and gives time for the

restorative agencies of nature to come again into

play. Look at that young girl who is cantering

past with her feather streaming in the wind, and
the bronzed-looking youth upon a pulling, tearing
chesnut mare by her side, who is whispering
something in her ear—can't you guess what it is

about ?—how divinely happy she looks ! Then
four gentlemen in a row trot by you, whose names
are famous wherever the English language is

spoken, and they are chattering and giggling like

a parcel of school-boys. There is no attempt there

at melo-cb-amatic heroism. Next there passes a

curious stout man iipon a curious stout horse,
which canters along in an emphatic way, and gets
over the ground at about the rate of four miles an
hour upon a liberal comjiutation. That is the

celebrated hobby-horse of the Hyde Park Ride.

If my space were not contracting so rapidly, I

should like to have said a word about the lovely
little children—Angeli non Anrjli

—with the long
sQken hair, who are there amongst their eldei's,

upon the rough ponies, which look so fuU of fun

that you would almost expect to hear them neigh-
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ing out jokes at each other. That little fellow in

Knickerbockers on the Shetland is distinctly-

laying down the law in a masculine sort of way
to the little lady with* the partridge wing on the

grey ponj', who bursts out laughing at him, and

brings him to a sense of his situation in true

feminine style
—for all the world as her sister

Ellen, just out of her teens, would do with the

Colonel if he gave himself airs. lly young
friend, you are imbibing learning of the most
valuable kind—attention to your dear governess !

Well, I say that all this is very pleasant—one

amongst the pleasant things of London during the

season. Nor are the stroll home and the London
dinners disagreeable. Should you by hard fate

be compelled to go and hear the linal strains of

^-^^mm

The London Season. (Page 41.)

Madame Grisi, or the fresh warblings of the Hun-

garian Csillag, at a later period of the evening, I

should not be very ready to bewail your misfor-

tune. The danger is, that a man may not know
London and the felicities of the London season

well until he has exhausted half the term of his

pilgrimage. Happy is he who has so carefully

ari'anged his hfe, that when it is half exhausted,
he has surrounded himself with friends, in whose
houses he can tind a pleasant smile and a hearty
welcome ; and this is only possible in London.
In the country, with enormous wealth at your
disposal, you can indeed fill your house with

friends, but, non cuivis, we are not all born with

golden ladles in our mouths. Besides, be as rich

as you will, yoii can offer your friends a good
deal, but you cannot pilace a London at their

disposal, nor are they free agents as long as they
are guests at your house. It is better to be in

London, and to be free, and to look up the

pleasant peo])le as you feel a thirst for their pre-

sence. Under ordinary circumstances nothing is

didler, as far as society is concerned, than country
life in England ; and out of England it can scarcely
be said to exist. Whatever they may be to the

natives of the countries, foreign capitals are to
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English people but as watering-places,
—

deliglitful

for a time, hut in the long run poor substitutes

for London during the season.

Vanitas vanUatum ! omnia vanitas ! may be

the remark of some dismal person upon what has

here been written of London. It may be so
;
and

if it is so, let us make the best of it. I distinctly

like vanities of all kinds, and more especially

those which involve the society of the most intel-

ligent and pleasant of my fellow-creatures, and an

enjojTnent of the highest forms of art and litera-

ture, and the spectacle of the full-swelling tide of

human life. Let us leave Tityrus and Meliba?us

to their goats and their hexameters if they like

them ;
but let us rather take our stand at Charing

Cross. Above all, let as many of us as delight in

the sight of hapi)y human faces, come to London
—dui'ing the season. Gamma.

THE VINEYARDS OF LA BELLE
FEANCB.

Now that depiitations from the British wine mer-

chants, or rather manufacturers, are no longer

waiting upon Mr. Gladstone, and the makers and

vendors of "publican's port" have done getting

up sympathy meetings with the afflicted teetotallers

—we will, if you please, good reader, take a trip

to the vineyards of La Belle France.

Commencing with the most northernly, it will

be necessary to take our tickets to Epernay. This

is on the line of railway
—constructed, I believe,

with English money, as most of the continental

railways are—from Paris to Strasbourg, which

answers to our Eastern Counties. Starting from

the splendid terminus Place de Strasbourg, we pass
from the north side of Paris, and soon arrive at

the orchards and gardens of Lagny, on the left

bank of the Marne. Twice crossing this river,

we arrive at INIeaux, a large city with eight or

nine thousand people, and catch a glimpse of the

stately cathedral of St. Stephen, and whirl past
the avenue of yews where the learned Bossuet was
accustomed to meditate undisturbed by the shrill

whistle and whirr of the railway-train. The water-

mills on the Marne are always going, to supply
Paris with flour, and the land around is produc-
tive. The dairymaids make a very delicious

cheese, called fromage de Brie. Battling through
the tunnel of Armentifere, we pass La Ferte-sans-

Jouarre, celebrated for the best millstones in the

world, cut out of a silicious rock known as Burr

stone, forming the uppermost stratum of the fresh-

water basin in which Paris is situated. Blocks

are extracted in cylinders, but the millstones are

usually composed of pieces, bound together by
iron, and presenting somewhat the appearance of

mosaic work. Some twelve hundred pairs are

produced annually : a good stone, six feet and a

half in diameter, costs about 48?. The river here

is varied by islands, one supporting the half-

ruined castle of La Barre. All along to the

Chateau Thierry station the banks of the Marne
are very pretty, and the surrounding country
shows evidence of a recent awakening and pro-

gress amongst the farmers. This old town wears
a shattered look—it has been hacked and scarred ;

and seeking to recollect the cause, we revert to

the campaign of 1814, when the plain of Brie was

occupied liy hordes of Calmucs and Cossacks.

We have just time to notice the picturesque castle

built by Charles Martel foi- young King Thierry
IV. upon the summit of a jileasing slope, before

the railway-train crosses the Marne for the eighth
and last time, and we break away into the prettiest

part of the ancient province of Champagne—the

country of the Champagne wines—a district from

whence it is said the kings of France were supplied
with Fools—a fact considerably in favour of the

intelligence of the people.

Passing Dormans, the birth-place of Pope
Urban II., and Port a Binson, where is visible the

Gothic castle built by Madame Cliquot ("the
mother of wines "), we come to the head-quarters
of Vins de Champagne, namely, Epernay, and are

now aboiit eighty miles from Paris. Making a

pleasant trip to PJieims, a little to the north

(where we are reminded of the prophesying rustics

and the wonderful Maid of Orleans), and observing
the vineyards which cover the slopes that surround

and arise from the banks of the Vesle, and then

visiting the hiU of Ai on the Marne, and Haut-

villiers, and Dizy, and Avernay, and prosecuting
aU imaginable inquiries in rather feeble French

wherever it is possible to do so, we obtain

certain disjointed facts, which, digested, group
themselves into something like the following
order.

These Champagne wines are divided into Vins

de la Rivitire and Vins de la Montague ; the

former, or those produced from the lands in the

valley, being the richest. They occupy a tract of

country about live leagues in extent.

It must here be remarked, that position and

aspect make prodigious difference in the yield of

the vine. In the slope of a hiE, from the top to

the bottom, there will often be three different

sorts of wine. The best and most favourable

aspect for a vineyard is xipon a rising ground

facing the south-east ;
and thus we generally find

them situated. The xine grows in every soil, but

only very few are adapted to its economic culti-

vation. It luxuriates in the debris of granite
rocks

;
and beds bearing marks of volcanic action

are peculiarly favourable to its growth. There we
find a thin calcareous soil, where very little else

would flourish but the vine.

The vineyards upon these slopes remind us of

Kent, because the vines, like the hops, are sup-

ported by means of poles. In the south they are

allowed to trail along the ground for the purpose
of preventing evaporation of moisture from the

soil ; but, in consequence of the cold and wet

weather often prevalent in the north, they are

here artificially sui^ported.
The vintage commences when the leaves begin

to fall, and the juice is sweet, bland, thick, and

clammy. The fruit is usually gathered before the

sun has risen, by which means a briskness is given
to the Avine, and its quantity is increased by one

ton in twenty-foitr. A sufficient quantity of fruit

is gathered to fill one or two vats, to insure an

equal fermentation ;
and this gathering is per-

formed by women with scissors, cutting the ripest

bimches, and mixing with them a smaU ])roportion
of the slightly iinripe berries. For the red Vins
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cle Champagne (the colour of the wine depending

uj)on the length of time the husks are allowed to

ferment with the imist or wort) the fruit is gathered

diy, after the sun has risen.

And now commences the labour and risk which
raise the price of these wines so high, irresf)ective

of duty. The fermentation of those intended to

be brisk is very tedious. It will be well to defer

the chemical description of the process iintil we
have seen the difference with which it is conducted

in manufacturing the various -wines. It is only

necessary now to say, that the liquid, or must, is

soon passed from the vat into the cask. And
while in cask, those wines obtained from the first,

second, and third, or tinal pressure of the fruit,

and known relatively as vins gris, ceil de jJet'drix,

and vi'HS de taille, which are most coloured, are

mixed together. Thus, when vins grls have fer-

mented in casks ten or twelve days, the bung-
holes are closed, and spigot-holes are left, through
which the casks are fiEed up from time to time
with the other varieties, upon a systematic plan.
"Wines bottled any time between the vintage and
the following May will be sparkling. They begin
to sparkle after being six weeks in bottle, and
the mountain sorts earlier. Bottled in June

they will sparkle but little
;
and bottled so late

as October, they will acquire the condition termed
still.

Being in bottle, a third fermentation is induced

by putting into each bottle a small glass of what
is called liqueur—sugar-candy dissolved in wine,
and fined to brightness.

" This fermentation pro-
duces a fresh deposit of setliment. In this process
the greatest attention is requisite, and the bottles

are closely watched, the temperature of the air

carefully regidated to promote or check the fer-

mentation ; yet thousands of bottles explode ; so

many, that 10 per cent, is always charged as a
cost of manufacture." This is particularly the
case in seasons of great and sudden heat. In

April, 1843, Madame Cliquot, the largest grower
in France, lost 25 per cent., or 400,000 bottles,
before fermentation could be reduced by large

supplies of ice.

"After clouding with fermentation in the

bottles, the wine begins to deposit a sediment,
and the bottles are placed with their necks down-
wards in long shelves, having holes obliquely cut
in them, so that the bottoms are scarcely raised.

Every day the attendant lifts the end of each

bottle, and after a slight vibration replaces it

a little more upright in the bed, thus detaching
the sediment from the side, and letting it pass
toward the neck of the bottle." This process is

now continued until all the sediment has gravi-
tated to the neck. Then a man takes the bottle

to a recess prepared for the operation, holds its

mouth downwards, cuts the wire, and away goes
the cork, sediment, and, I was about to add, the
wine too, which would be the case, were not a
lad in attendance with some old corks, one of which
is immediately taken to sujiply the place of the
one just ejected. The quantity of wine lost by
this operation depends vei-y much upon the clever-

ness of those who conduct it, and nimble lingers
are therefore in gi-eat request. The bottle is

filled up with pmified wine, and again stacked, to

be submitted to a second disgorgement, and some-
times a third. It is finally fitted, by another dose
of candy, prepared with white wine, which imparts
a pleasant sweetness, and aids its sparkling con-
dition when opened, for the particular market to
which it is going.

Thus, before the wine is perfectly cleared, it is

calculated that every bottle passes through the
hands of the workmen at least two hundred
times.

The demand for this class of wine has so

much increased latterly (Russia alone consuming
8,000,000 of bottles from France, and three times
that quantity from other sources), that we now
are introduced to various imitations in sparkling
Hock, Biu-gundy, and Moselle. We might have

expected it to be free from adulteration in this

quarter, but it is not so
;
for at Paris and Cette

are established manufactories where poor light
wines are fined with candy, and passed through
an apparatus that charges them with carbonic
acid gas, and fits them for sale in ten minutes.

Respecting the quantity that is made, it is

understood that the genuine i^roduction of the

Champagne districts exceeds 50,000,000 of bottles,
and the price at Epernay being from two to three

francs, or 1.5. Sd. to 2s. Q>d. per bottle, supposing
the duty here to be 3s. per gallon, or 6d. j)er

bottle, and the carriage and wine merchant's

profits amount to 1«. per bottle, which is surely
an extreme calculation, we shall find the genuine
article upon our tables at something like 4s. per
bottle. It is, however, proposed to vary the duty
according to the strength of the spirit of any
given wine, and as Champagne has but a small

proportion of alcohol, it will probably be intro-

duced into this country after the 1st of April,

1861, at a charge of Is. per gallon, instead of 3s..

as it now stands in Mr. Gladstone's improved
tariff.

The chief lion of importance in connection with
this trade is to be found at Chalons-sur-ilarne, a
town of 14,000 inhabitants, higher up the river

than Essemay, and near M. Jaqueson's Champagne
Cellars. They are plainly visible from the station,
and a little on the right. The statement that the

French Government hired his cask and packing

I

sheds for six months to barrack 4000 men, gives
some idea as to their extent. There are generally
to be foimd 4,000,000 of bottles, ready for sale.

They are deposited in galleries, excavated in the

chalk rock, about six miles long, intersected by
'

tramways communicating with the railway, and
! perfectly lighted by metal reflectors, placed at the

bottom of the air-shafts.

Our good teetotal friends—people wath excellent

intentions and large ajipetites, will be somewhat
scared by this vision, more scared, may be, thant'ne

extinct disciples of that school who some years back
beheld blessing in sterility, and ruin in fertility,

and who accustomed themselves to lament over

"the superabundance of production." Let their

fears l)e calmed by the fact, that the peasants in

and about these \'ineyards dance and sing all day
long but are never clrunk. Cheap wines will

surely be more effective than Total Abstinence

Pledges, and, Christian though I am, I very much
incline to the idea of a heathen poet, who has
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elegantly represented wine as a recomijense given

by the deities for the misery broiight upon man-
kind by the general deluge.

Fill, then, a bumper from the taper-necked

bottle, and let vis drink to the futiu-e vintage of

the Marue. H. II.

THE MONTHS.

Here is July ! In how many different tones is

that exclamation made ! On the whole, I believe

July is not popular in England. The promise of

sj)ring is gone, and the peculiar pleasures of

aiitumn are far off
;
and the first rich summer

treats are in June. July is too hot, we are told.

July is rainy
—at least, after St. Swithiu's day.

July is too green, with its massive dark foliage
—

its imiform oaks, and its black sycamores. So

say my neighbours. I, however, am of my boys'

way of thinking. JiUy is their holiday season,
and therefore a glorious and delicious month. I

feel with them, not only because we all make
holiday with them, but because there is a singular

splendour in the full fruition of the summer, and
in the depth of summer influences witnessed and
felt in July. Its sultriness, its rains, its glare of

sunshine and gravity of shade may sober down
the exhilaration of the early year ;

but they create

a deeper pleasure than that of exhilaration. Per-

haps July is not exactly the month that I should
choose for a long journey of pleasure ; but it is

the month of all the year to make holiday in, in a
rural home, with schoolboys and their sisters.

There are even more flowers and fruits than

in June
;
the daj^s are long ; and all is ripeness

in the animal and vegetable kingdoms.
Tlie time and order of our holidays are deter-

mined by the date of the hay-making, and other

Midsummer processes. The interval between them
and preparations for harvest is the best time for

farmers and country-gentlemen to look about

them, and penetrate into neighbouring districts,

to note the condition of agriculture and the pro-

spects of the crops. This good old custom is kept
uj) in my family, not only for the advantage of

anybody's estate, but because it yields knowledge,
health and pleasure at once to the young people,
who go with me, two or three at a time, on each
of the three or four excursions which precede our

usual visit to the sea. Some of these trips occupy
only a day,

—though a long one. Others require
two days, or three, according to weather. The

ponies are in training for some time before. There
is great thankfulness if the season serves for get-

ting in the hay before June is gone ; and, if we
have not begun to mow by old Midsummer (July

6th), we have our fears of being caught by the

rains of St. Swithin.

This year, the wet close of May, followed by a
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watery June, lias so favoured the grass as to make
lis nearly secure of a timely haymaking ;

and
oiu' July pleasures are laid out with a confi-

dence which we must hope will not be disap-

pointed.
Little Master Harry, after all, decides what our

first trip of this month shall be. He bursts in

U2)on mamma with news that he is going to ride in

a cart,
—

going a long way off, to see beautiful

flowers and gooseberries,
—

going to see a great

many people in a great town. Nanny told him so,—his dear Nanny, the nursemaid, who married

aM'ay from us in April, biit contrives to see her

pet Harry several times a week. Nanny appears,
and explains that her husband has some flowers

and some wonderful gooseberries at the horticid-

tural show at N
,
and that she begs to be

allowed to take Harry with her in the donkey-
cart for the ride and the show. It is settled

at once that not only Harry, but everybody
shall go. ily wife will drive two in the pony-
carriage from the Crown, and three will ride.

The three who ride will make a circuit by
bridle paths : and the others start early, to avoid

the dust of the high road at mid-day, when the

county is crowding to the show. The dust is still

laid with the dew in the avenue as we pace down
it after our early breakfast, and the grass is fresh

in the broad lane we first turn into from the high-
road.

Some people are here before us, however.
There are three or four girls, with a woman in the
midst of them, crouched down by the ditch, and
half-hidden in the hedge, and so busy that they do
not notice us till some jingle of stirrup or rein—as we are i)assing on the grass

—makes them look

round all at once.

They are herb-gathering. The herbalists have
a notion that deadly night-shade, for instance, and
several other materials for medicines, are of better

quality in their wild state than when grown for

sale. What a quantity of that night-shade there

is in this lane I There are biuidles of other plants,

too, in the woman's basket. She has been at

work since before four o'clock, and is going home
now the sun is drying up the last of the dew.
How rich the hedges are ! For half a mile

together they are starred over with wild roses, and
the foxgloves ai-e taller than ever : honeysuckles
dangle forth in streamers from the hazel-stems and
the thorns, and the bin ilweed chains iip everything
in its tangles. On the bank are the meadow-
sweet, and mallows out of number, and the ladies'

bed- straw, and spreading borage, and long trails

of wild strawberry, with its scarlet fruit peeping
out here and there

;
and running vetches, and

scabious standing iip stiff
;
and imder them, for

the searching eye of herb-gatherers, there is a

wondrous mosaic of tiny blossoms, — scarlet,

yellow, blue, white, and jnirple. The ditch is

nearly dry ; but, in the moister places, there is

forget-me-not, and yellow loose-strife, and rushes

enough to supply dragon-flies to glance aboiit the
lane.

Bell turns on her saddle to look once more at

the woman and her brood, and thinks it must be

l)leasant to be a herb-gatherer : at least, on a sweet

fragrant morning in Jul3\ I remark that there

are other occupations for children which look

highly agreeable on a summer morning. We must
remember the evil of uncertain crops to herb-

gatherers, and of changeable weather which makes
their calling a very precarious one. It is fatiguing
too; Whether it be from superstition or experi-

ence, some of the gathering is done in the night,
and some in the hot noon, as well as the dewy
morning ; and many plants lie wide apart—low
down in swamps and high iip in rocky places, and
in the depths of woods, or sprinkled scantily over
wild moors.

But Charles wants to know what other children's

occupations have such an agreeal^le appearance in

summer. He is advised to look about him this

very morning, and see whether he can observe

any. In the midst of his guesses, he is about to

dismount to open a gate when he sees there is a

girl running to save him that trouble. There is

also a boy, but we do not see him till we are just

upon him. He lies on his face in the thick grass.
As we look back, we see him motion his little

sister to him, twist the halfpenny out of her hand
and pocket it, and then dismiss her with a kick to

her post. She clearly wishes to sit down in the

shade
;

but he thrusts her to the sunny side,

whence a longer stretch of the lane is visible.

Charles volunteers the observation that he should

not like to be either that girl or that boy ;
but

the occupation might be a pleasant one enough.
All boys in lanes are not tyrants, he sup})oses, nor

all girls slaves.

Next, he points with his whip to a field on the

left, observing that the field is ugly enough, but
not the work, he shoidd fancy. It is a brick-field ;

and, as far as the clay-heaps, and the holes, and
the puddles go, nothing can be uglier ; but the

sheds have a cool appearance ; just a picturesque
thatch of furze and heather, laid on four poles ;

and a wattled side, moveable as the sun travels

round. The boys and girls under those sheds have
a cool material in clay and water ; it must be

pretty work moidding the bricks, and turning out

the smooth slabs, and ranging them for drying in

the form of a perforated wall. Besides, the wages
are good and certain, till the winter frost shuts

up the season. Still, as Bell observes, it is

dirty work, and thei'o is no beauty in wet

clay.
"What do you say to this ?" I ask, as we see a

long, low roof in a turning of the lane, some way
before us. We hear a wheel first, and then we
look into a very long shed, entirely open through-
out its length, and at j)resent chequered with

moving shadows from a row of elder 1)ushes on the

further side. It is a rope walk ; and half-a-dozen

men and women are walking backwards, with each

a great coil of tow about the waist, while at either

end is a wheel, one turned by a boy and the other

by a girl. The girl looks hot, the boy looks didl ;

and when we consider that they will be at their

wheels till evening, excejit at meals, we think it no

bad thing for children that the twisting of ropes
will soon cease to be done by human hands.

Some real out-door work, something to do in

field, or wood, or garden, is what Bell inquires for,

to compare with herb-gathering.
Before we have ridden many yards further, we
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find what we want. Wliat is that shrill and
monotonous "halloo !

"
far away to the right, but

nearer and nearer, and alternating with a clapi)ing
sound ? Charley rises in his stirrups and sees the

bird-boy in the next lield but one. The bird-boy
was out of the question from the beginning, we
admit, because of the dreary solitude of his life.

Then the shepherd-boy must be excluded also,
—

far up in the hdls. No
;

the shepherd-boy has

his dog to converse with. He is not to be pitied
at this time of year. There are children in rows
in yonder field to the left,

— what are they doing ?

They are giving the last weeding to the pea-croji ;

and, in the next lield, older lads and lasses are

thinning the turnips, work which requires more
It is to be hoped they

but in glaring sunshme
and in wet weathei-, it

brick-field. Turning a

discretion than weeding.
get used to the stoo})ing ;

it must be very trying ;

must be as dirty as the

wheel in shade and shelter might be jireferable, we
aU agree. Even as we pace leisurely along, we
find the heat rather an evil, and watch for the

entrance of the wood into which we mean to

turn.

We certainly do not agree in the complaint
of the monotony of the fohage in July. There
is scarcely a tree which has not interior beauties

seen some way off by observing eyes. Not only
are there many shades of the same tint when
one looks up from below

; but there are varying
growths of the leaves of the present season which
cast lights and shadows through and through the

vv'hole structure. Leaves and blossoms have gone
on unfolding up to last week, though the great
dome was covered in nearly two months since.

In the same way I dispute the monotony of

the ojjen area of the land. We stop at the

entrance of the wood to look over to the far

horizon, and note the sameness or variety of the

green.
" Can green be more diversified?

" we exclaim.

Behind us there is a depth of shade that is

almost black. Overhead, as we stand imder the

beeches, a green light is shed upon us, like that

which we imagine at the bottom of the sea. Oppo-
site is the deep gi-een of the tui-nip-fields, and

beyond them the more dusky hue of the unripe
corn as it waves in the breeze. Then there is an

expanse of lately-mown meadows of the brightest
emerald tint, and on the hillside above is a fir-

grove, made the more black by the breadths of

yellow rye interspersed here and there. This is

enough. We shall set up our testimony hence-
forth whenever July is rej)roached Avith the mono-

tony of its colouring.
There are sounds of voices and implements in

the depth of this wood ; and here are more chil-

dren at work. My boys had supposed all the

cutting and barking in the woods would be over
before their holidays ; but they forgot the squire's

great birches, which annually aflbrd work to the
fellers and barkers till the loth of July,

—the day
on which the last load must be cai-ried, and the
last chips cleared away.
As I am always ready to own, I never can get

past that particidar piece of rural business without
a stop ; and, as usual, we dismount to watch the

proceedings. Boys come running to hold our horses

or fasten them up ;
and we sit down in the shade.

Bell, however, cannot make out what those

children are about, sprawling on their stomachs at

the roots of the trees in a glade which runs back-

ward, and poking and stabbing the ground with

old knives. They are digging for trutHes ;
and

Bell wants no better entertainment than to sit

and watch them, and talk to them till summoned

by me. Here, at last, is something as pleasant
in its way as herb-gathering, only a yet more tem-

porary resource. For the time, however, what can

be pleasanter than spending the day in a wood,

digging for truffles? At the end of a hot day, it

must be pleasant to go forth into the next grass-
field where mushrooms may be looked for. To be

learned in fungi, Avhich are more eaten, and in

larger variety, every year, and to be trusted to

bring only what is wholesome ;
to spend days in

jjleasant places, and find eager customers in the

evenings, must be pleasant labour. So thinks

Bell, as she sits at the foot of a beech, where the

white butterflies are chasing one another up into

the roof of the green tent : but at once the children

scramble up, the horses stamp and struggle as if

they woidd break their bridles, and the woodmen
throw their axes and saws far from them in the

grass. There has been a vivid flash of lightning,
and a crash of thunder immediately follows, which
makes the heart stop for the moment. It is won-

derfully sudden : but we had not looked abroad

for many minutes
;

and now that we do, we see

the further region of the open country still lying
in yellow sunshine, while a leaden gloom is hurry-

ing thitherward from behind us. More lightning
—

forked, this time— and crash upon crash of

thunder : and above it we hear the roar of the

wind in the wood, and then the splash of the

rain upon the roof-like foliage. All parties rush

into one group, and the groux) rushes in the direc-

tion of the woodmen's hut. The hut, which is

only a structure of planks with a thatch of

faggots, will not hold half of us. Bell is thrust

in first, and her father and brother next, just as

the first stream pours down from every tree. The
children do not want shelter, and show signs of

cr3ang if forced to take it. To ride ponies is be-

yond their expectation ;
but to sit the ponies

under the tree, in order to keep the saddles dry,
seems now worth a dashing effoi-t : and there

they are, two on each steed, winking as the rain

dashes in their faces, and the lightning dazzles

their ej'es, and sjireading themselves and their

poor clothing over the ponies' backs so as to catch

the utmost amount of wet. As the woodmen say,

they would be wet at all events, and they are used
to it

;
and they will fancy they get a ride by it.

It is difficult to make the woodmen come in far

enough ; but we have insisted on their coats

being brought in, and all who are in their shirt-

sleeves coming in too.

Charles says he remarked the stillness of the

wood, except for the noises we made, before the

storm : but the men remind lis that it is the still

season, when no bird sings by day, so that the

insects seem to have the covert to themselves,

except when a leveret rustles in the fern, or the

wood-jiecker's tap is heard from the far side of

some great trunk. Except the constant yellow-
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liammei", or the strong blackbird who says wliat is

ill him under all circumstances, or the thrush,

closing the day with more or less of song, there is

nothing to be heard of the birds in Jidy. In the

meadows there is the lark sometimes, and iu the

marshes there is plenty of noise among the water-

fowl ; but the woods are still at noon as human
dwellings at midnight.
The storm travels fast over the open country—

now wrapping a village or a farmstead in a mist

of rain, and then leaving it behind
; so that we

are soon inquiring whether the splash around us

is mere cMp from the trees or the skirts of the

shower. Presently we are off on dry saddles,

leaving the children rich in coppers and in pride
at having had a ride under the tree. We shall

bo at N in twenty minutes
;
and oiir steeds

will be well looked to there. Fast as our pace is,

we watch the storm
;
and the last we see of it is

the bank of black cloud obscuring the horizon

line, and making the church spire at L stand

out white instead of dark against the sky. A
burst of red light from the heart of the blackness

shows that the electric element is not yet expended.
While watching it from the high road we come in

view of a group of people, backed by a barouche
and a cart. It is not a carriage accident. A large
elm has been shivered to the root by the lightning,
and its fragments lie round like the spokes of a

wheel, showing that it was struck perpendicidarly
at the summit. As we return in the evening, my
wife remarks on the extent to which the coiui has
been laid since she jjassed in the morning; but there

is time for it to rise again ; and beyond this we
know of no harm done till we learn from the

squire that three sheep of his, and two horses of a

neighbour, have been laid low on the hills by one
tremendous flash.

The Show meantime is as gay and glorious as if

no shadow of gloom had passed over the great
tent (or line of tents) in w'hich it is spread out.

This is the place to learn what is the fruition of

July. The roses seem to be the spoil of the whole

county ; yet we scarcely passed a house which
was not covered with them from the door-step to

the eaves. W^hat banks of blossom against either

wall of the tent ! What tablets of rich colour in

the middle ! In the other range, what prodigious
vegetables coming out of small cottage gardens !

and what weighty and noble fruits gi'own by
humble hands ! In this department we meet

Harry, proud of can-ying the largest gooseberry
but two on the ground. It has not got the prize ;

but Nanny is smiling too. A calabage of her
husband's and a favourite pink have been suc-

cessful, and Nanny goes home a proud wife.

We take our farewell of roses and carnations for

this yeai", as we did of the bulbous flowers a fort-

night since. Our porch and everybody's garden
will have roses, moreorless, throucrhthe month ; but
this is the last show of them

;
and the summer is thus

sighing as it passes away over our heads.

We see this lapse of summer as we ride homo
by the road, which is no longer dusty. The oats,
which have escaped the weight of the storm, or

which have already been lifted again by the hot

sun, flicker in the evening light almost like

spangles. They are fully iu ear. The scarlet

poppy and blue cornflower dot the wheat and

barley fields with colour. The thistles are in

their beauty ;
and very beautiful they are, in my

opinion. As we pass the village pound at High-
cross we hear a bovine voice of com})laint, and see

that three cows are restlessly moving about, and

getting into one another's way. As usual at this

season, they have been irritated by the heat and
the iiies, and have discovered and made use of the

weak points in fences to get into shady gardens,
and eat juicy vegetables, and drink from private

ponds. We sjiread the news as Ave go, that the

poor creatui'es may get home, and their scolding
over before niglit. Such incidents should make
old-fashioned people attend more to the arguments
for stall-feeding than they do. Even the cows
that we see standing knee-deep in the stream by
the roadside are sorely teased by the flies. Every
movement shows it : and, however the sketching
tourist may miss their presence under the slanting

trees, and amidst the mirror of the water, it is

better for themselves that they should be under a

roof in an airy stable where flies are not tolerated.

As my wife pours out the rich cream over the

strawljcrries at tea, after our day's exertions, she

tells us that there is a manifest superiority in the

milk of cows which lead a cool tranquil life in

their airy stalls over that of cows which break

fences and run restlessly aliout, lashing at the

flies, only to find themselves in the pound at last.

In two days I must begin my rounds—weather

permitting. The two lads are to be my com-

panions on the first occasion, and I hope we may
have as prosperous a trip as their sisters and I had
last year. The object is to see how the upland
farmers get on, and how they are managing the

new machines and unheard-of manures introduced

among them by the Lords Paramount of their

district. It is a charming circuit of forty miles,

over the moors and among the hills. Last year
there was the stamp of drought over the whole

region. We rode in the night more than in the

day—the heat was so extreme. It was strange,
in the morning twilight, to come upon a group of

women in a hollow, or beside a dry cistern in the

hedge, some knitting, some chatting, some dozing
with sleeping babies in their arms, and every one

with a pitcher beside her. Night after night
these women sat there to watch the springs.

Wherever there was hope of a dribble of water,

however small, some anxious housewife crept to

the spot when neighbours might be supposed

asleep ;
and there was always somebody there, or

sure to follow presently. It was like "
prospect-

ing
"
in the diggings in gold countries, except that

the water was more precious than any gold.
This year the grass will be green in the intervals

of the gorse and heather, and there Avill not be

the danger of moorland fires which haunts the

inhabitants in very dry seasons. There is no

keeping lucifer matches out of the hands of

children ; there is no teaching packmen to be

careful about the ashes of their pipes, or gipsies

about disposing of their wood and peat ashes ;

and the consequence is that the sky is now and

then red at midnight, and the breeze hot with

fires of a mile broad, and hundreds of acres

of young plantations are destroyed. Sportsmen
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monru over the game, and improvers over their

young woods. The scene cannot compare with !

the forest and prairie fires of America, which
drive all sorts of wild and tame beasts into the

j

ponds together—wolves and lambs, bears and '

deer, Red Indians and white Christians and negro

fugitives
—all crouching under water, and putting

out theii- noses into the hot and smoky air when i

they must breathe. We have no such spectacle 1

as this to watch ;
but our moorland fires in a

droughty July are sulilime and terrible in their '.

way, and sadly disastrous.

We shall find something different this year, i

The peat-cutters will see the brown water ooze

into the trenches as they form them : the children

will swim their rush-boats in the blue pools among
the heather, while their elders are digging and

piling the peat. The older children will go bil-

berry gathering to some purpose in a season like

this. Even cranberries are not out of the ques-
tion. Here and there, as we come upon some
little rill glistening in the turf, or muttering

among little sandy shoals and pebbles, we shall

find women and children, each with a tin pot,

picking the red berries from among the dark

leaves. I don't know which is the prettier sight,
a basketfid of bleaberries with the bloom \ipon

them, or a bowl of cranberries in the smilight on

the grass. There are flowers to all this fruit, too.

Clumps and rows and large beds of wild thyme,
where the bees are humming all day long ;

and
some of the earlier heaths

;
and blue-bells quiver-

ing with every breath, or sheltering under the

gorse ;
these abound over our whole track. Then,

when we stop by the pools where the bulrush

waves and nods, and where the cotton-rush hangs
oiit its little banners, as if a fairy host were

marching beneath, we look for the curlew's nest,

and, if it be early or late enough, we are sure to

hear the jilover all along our waj'. All these

things are different in a season of drought. And
so it is when we reach the tilled lands, where the

quad should be heard in the corn-fields, and the

young jmrtridges should be beginning to fly.

It will not take us many miles round to see

how the salmon-fishing goes on in the estuaiy,
where the spearing in the pools, as the tide goes

out, is a fine night-si^ectacle. I am always glad
of an excuse for a night's watching, to see the

glitter of the torches in the long lines and broad

patches of water left by the tide, and the long
shadows of the men on the wet sand, and the

black circle of figures I'ound the pool, with a

yeUow face now and then ^^sible from a flash of

the torch within, and the basket of silvery,

shining fish when there has been good success.

My children tell me I am an animal of noctur-

nal habits—at least, in the middle of smnmer.
WeU ! why not ? The savans have astonished us

with the news that seven-ninths of the known
animal creation are now found to be nocturnal in

their habits : and why should not I go with the great

majority ? The laugh is on my side against those

who conceitedly suppose the imiverse to have
been made and arranged for them, so that light is

better than darkness, and the day than the night,
because it suits them better ! However, for three

parts in four of the year, 1 am willing to follow

the fashion of my kind in shutting my eyes upon
the night ;

but in the hot season, why not enjoy
the sweetest hours of the twenty-four ?

Then we look for lights, as in the day we look

for flowers. Not only in the sky—though the

meteors are splendid in the thundery season—but

in the woods, in the gardens, and on the sea.

The glow-worm is gone : but there is a more
diffused and mysterious light about the roots of

trees than the glow-worm gives ;
and where

felled trees have lain long, we may see it playing
on and under the prostrate trunk. It is the phos-

phorescent light which hangs about certain fimgi,

and especially those which infest decaying wood.

There have been rare nights at this season when I

have caught the flash of light which certain

flowers give out, and there is no doubt to my
mind about the soft veil of floating radiance which

wraps roimd some of the boldest ])lossoms in our

greenhouses and parterres in sultry nights. Where
there isafinespread of nasturtiums, or a large clump
of the hairy red poppy, or a grouji of orange lilies,

the pretty sight may be seen, quite inde^iendently of

the amusement of holding a light to fraxinellas,

and other flowers which abound in volatile oils.

Our grand night-adventure, however, will be at

the close of the month. The boys' holidays are

to end at the sea, this summer, as iu many former

ones, and it is an old promise that we should

spend a night at sea with the herring-boats. Be-

sides stars and meteors, we may then see lights of

many hues. The lighthouse gleam, waxing and

waning the whole night through, with the long
train it casts over the heaving sea, has an inex-

haustible charm for me. To watch it from an
inland hill is very bewitching, or from a distant

point on the sands, especially if they are wet ; but

this is nothing to the pleasure at sea, where that

path lies straight to one's feet, wherever one may
go, growing bright and dim, and bright again, as

by a regular pulsation, answering to one viathin

one's-self. Then, in the wake of the boat, there

may perhaps be the phosphorescent light so fami-

liar to voyagers, now glancing in large sjiarkles,

and now breaking out along the ridge of a billow.

Moonlight there will not be : for the choice is of a

dark night for the fishery. A dark night, with
breeze enough to ripjde the water, is the best.

We have often seen the watcher on the cliffs,

looking out Avith experienced eyes for the peculiar
sheen and movement of the water which betoken
the pi-esence of the heri-ings. It will be rather too

early for the great shoals on which the foi-tunes

of the fishermen for the j'ear depend. If it were

not, there woxdd be no chance for iis
;
for the men

want every inch of room in their boats for them-
selves iu the fidl season. But we may be in time

for the first-fruits of the fishery ; and if so, we are

to make a night of it, starting at sunset or later,

according to where the fish may be. We rather

hope to go far out, and get some notion of deep-
sea fishing, and of the smell, and the handling of

the nets and other gear ;
and of the look of the

fish as they come tumbling in, and glitter in the

rays of the lantern ;
and of the appearance of

the setting of stars and rising of dawn from the

very surface of the sea, which is quite different

from the elevation of a large vessel ; and, not
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least, of the notions, and talk, and manners of tlie

tishermen, and how they suj), and how they
manage their craft, so that in future we may
know how to think of them, when, from the cliff

or the beach, we see their fleet put off for the

night-fishing, or i-eturning in the early sunlight.

July must certainly be a favoxirite month with

me, so hard as I find it to turn away from the

mere inventory of its pleasures. But there is

business to be looked to.

The greenhouses must be repaired and painted
while we can keep the plants out of doors. We
must put an end to the delay about opening the

drinking-fountain in the village, which was pro-
mised before the dog-days. The trough below is

more wanted for the dogs than even the cup and
basin above for working-men and wayfarers. If

the policeman keeps an eye on that trough, to see

that it is not meddled with, and on any sti'ange

himgry dog that may appear, we need have no
more horrible alarms about mad dogs, such as we
had last year. There would be nearly an end of

that terror if there were water-troughs for dogs
wherever dogs abound. We must get the j^eople
at N stirred up to erect drinking-fountains,
and open their baths before the hot weather is

gone. When down in the low grounds, I must
see after the cygnets for the park-mere, and take
a lesson in swan-doctoring for the languid season,
when it is not easy to replenish the stUl waters

sufficiently. My neighbours entreat me to ascer-

tain the truth about the potato-disease. Now is

the time for it to give hints, if it is going to afflict

us again ; and to inquire into this is the main
object of my next circuit among the farms. The
field peas will be cut in the forwardest places by
the time we return from our last round ; and the
lads are to see the thatching of the ricks, as we
are learning to do it now. More children's em-

ployments I There is driving home the peat-
crate, drawn by pony or ass, and cranberry
gathering, and helping in fishing and curing, both
salmon and herrings, to say nothing of all the other
fish which abound in July,

—the cod and smelts,
the turbots, soles, skate, and plenty more. Then
there is the gathering of unripe apples and plums,
to sell for puddings and pies ; and carrying to

market the thinnings of the apricot crops, which
make the best tarts in the world ; and the sup-
plying all housewives with fruit for preserving,

—
currants and raspberries, gooseberries and straw-
berries. Then the stout country lads can get in

the peas, cut them close to the ground with sickles,
and bind them with the least possible shaking ;

and the girls meantime must be looking after the

ailing hens, which will be moulting for a month to
come. There is plenty for everybody to do in

July, though the barley will not put on its

dazzling whiteness till the end of the month, nor the
red wheat yet look as if it was tanned by the sun.
We call it an interval of leisure between the hay
and the corn harvests

; but there is plenty to do
and to learn, as my lads and 1 shall find, from

beginning to end of our holiday time. If there is

any leisure, it is when St. Swithin's Day makes
good its old promise ; but July rains keep no
rational people within doors for many hours at a
time. Some of iis like them as well as simshiue,

when seen from a boat-house or the shelter of a
hollow tree : and an alternation of tlie two, which
would be our choice, is usually our happy fate.

And so marches Jidy, in his gay pathway between

ripening harvests !

THE NEGRO'S EEVENGE.
(fkom an uxacted drama.)

[Antonio, surnamed El Matador, a sea-captain, and
in reality a pirate from the Spanish Main, havin'j
excited the admiration of a anitpavy of actors and
actresses, in Italy, by a sudden passionate outburst,
is requested by them to narrate a story, in order to

elicit from him a specimen of his natural aptitude
for the starie.'\

Antonio. The shark had followed us for a week.

Night and day, day and night, his back-fin glis-
tened in our wake—fifty fathom astern, it was

always there. We had none sick on board
; but

we had been too long cruising iii the tropics not
to know that at least one of us would lose the
number of his mess ere the creatui-e parted com-

pany with the ship.
The weather being very sultry the sailors became

irritable, until if a man but chanced to look at

another it gave offence, as if each thought his

neighbour wished him to glut the monster's raven-

ing maw, and so solve the doom which threatened
all alike. At length, on the seventh day, the

third mate, a scowling Portingallo, quarrelled with
the black cook Zanga, who, he swore, put cock-

roaches purposely in the dishes that underwent
the sable prepai-ation of his most greasy hands.

Now this Zanga was a tall Ashantee, who had
been a king in his native land—a laughing,

merry-hearted fellow, but jiroud as the Prince of

Darkness after his own fashion. I did not hear

all that was said between them ; but the negro
turned the laugh against the Portingallo, who was

jeered at for his uusavoury complaint. That

evening, Zanga 's son, a boy about twelve years old,

a child in arms when his father was taken cajjtive,

was seen on the forecastle playing, as was his

wont, with the cajitain's favourite bloodhound,
which it was his sole charge to feed. It had fallen

a dead calm, and the shark had come some twenty
fathoms nearer, and its huge sides gleamed ghastly
with phosi^horic light. We had some thought of

shooting at it with a falconet ; but the captain
was in a surly mood, and would brook no waste

of powder to gratify our desire. The next day
the boy was missing, and when we looked astern

for the shark, it was no longer there {pauses).

An actress. Nay, continue, I pray you. Had
the poor child fallen overboard?

Antonio. I kiss your fingers, Senorita. During
the morning the dog became furious, and twice flew

at the Portingallo's throat, so that we were farced to

chain the animal to the capstan, being alarmed at

his sudden frenzy. Had the Portingallo dared to

brave the captain's wrath, he would have slain

the hound with a boardiug-})ike as he lay there

securely fastened, by turns growling and whining,
his head couched motionless between his paws,
his tail ever and anon beating the deck with quick

impatient knocks, and the fiery glitter of his deep-

sunk, blood-shot eyes foUowiug every movement
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of him whom he had so strangely assailed. During
the evening there was a hot and noisy altercation

forward as to whether or not the dog had capsized
the boy overboard in anger or boisterous sport.

Some, among whom the Portingallo was most

vehement, swore with oaths and cnrses that it was

so. Two or three declared that the dog had been

shut up aft in the sail -room a full hour before they
last saw the missing lad busy with his fishing

lines close to the open porthole of a cidverin.

As for Zanga, he spoke to none, answered none,
and none cared to question his grief. Have any
of you ever chanced to see a negro's face turn

ashen jiale
—all the villanous ink of his complexion

precipitated from the dry parchment of his skin by
the deep inward chemistry of an agonising breast ?

That night, about eight bells, being toward the

end of the Portingallo's watch on deck, a cry from

the still surface of the ocean but a little way off,

which seemed to vibrate through the ship's tim-

bers, roused us from sleep. We tumbled up from
our hammocks and looked anxiously around.
Scarce a stone's throw distant, on the starboard

side, in the very track of the moonlight, we
saw the jollyboat adrift, and in it the gigantic
figure of the negro stooping over something
which lay prostrate at his feet. It was the

Portingallo, naked to the waist, gagged and
bound hand and foot. As we gazed, the negro
attached a second rope to one of those by which
the Portingallo was already fastened. In the

thrilling light of the moonbeams every detail

shone distinct and clear as in the picture of a

martyrdom lighted by a thousand tapers at high
mass. {Croascs liim-wlf.) We shuddered as we
saw the negro make this rope well fast, while the

Portingallo lay writhing in the boat before him.
We saw his white teeth glisten again as he

grinned in his revenge, and the metallic shine of

agony on the Portingallo's face, and the sweat

pouring down him, and the wrinkled anguish of

his brow, and the bristling of his hair in the

extremity of his terror
;
and then, last of all,

we heard the gentle plashing of the water as the

boat swayed with their movement, and the fret-

ting of the rope, and each touch of their naked

limbs, and the gurgle in the victim's throat, and
the breathing of the avenger and the doomed.



July 7, I860.] ESSEX ELEPHANTS. 53

Your stage-]nm]is, latlies, do not cast so fair and

true a light as that beautiful tropic moonshine on

the face. Then the negro carefidly lifted his

victim over the boat's side, payed out liis rope, and

padtUed a little distance off. His purpose Hashed

simultaneously upon us. He was fishing with a

human live-bait for sharks.

Alt. Actor. Saints of mercy ! and did none of

you interfere ?

Antonio. An Imperial lady at a bull-fight could

not be more entranced than we were. Presently
a dai'k shadow rose from the water near the boat,

and then another and another, until a dozen

sharks, small and large, slowly moving their

rudder-like tails, were poised in fuU sight beneath.

When the Portingallo saw them, he leapt half

out of the water with a con\nilsive effort that nearly
bent him double, as ye may have seen a fish on dry
land jerk itself sjiasmodically towards ocean. The

largest shark quickly turned over underneath ; but

Zanga twitched his line, and then a second and a

third essayed to seize that living bait. Then the

gag got loose, and the doomed man yelled to

Heaven and to the ship for aid, and shrieked a

brief and piteous tale, how the boy overbalanced

fell into the sea, and how but for the shark he

would himself have saved him. But Zanga yelled
with triumph, and they both yellcrl together,
imtil you could scarcely distinguish between their

cries, and untwist the sacred harmony of revenge
from the howling discord of despair. Oh ! revenge,
I tell you, is the gift of the gods, the orJy joy
that the grudging immortals freely share ! So
the black cried in his fury, and the white man in

his agony, until the ship's crew suddenly found
their sweet voices, and raised a chorus to them
both

;
and the dog, who had got loose, bayed in

fierce answer to all ; and the sharks made a bub-

bling and commotion, that you woidd have

thought hell itself had risen from the deep. But

Zanga pulled his line no longer ; and, like hounds
in at the death, the sharks closed upon their

prey, and the laoat rocked to and fro, and the

black danced screeching and howling ;
and by the

time v\"e had lowered the gig and long-boat
—both

of which we found staved full of holes, as a

woman's reputation when handled by a score of

her own sex—we saw nothing save a few shivered

planks, and a dark-red stain on the placid water,
to tell us of the scene that had been there.

Within an hour a breeze sprung iip, within two
it had freshened to a gale, within three we were

scudding under bare poles. During four daj's the
hurricane raged, on the fifth the ship struck and
foundered, and I alone escaped to tell the story of

the Negro's Pvevenge. Methinks you look pale,
ladies—there is nothing for the complexion, believe

me, ake sea-air. Alfred B. Richards.

ESSEX ELEPHANTS.

The great home county of Essex is less explored
by strangers than almost any shire in England.
Its margin, seen from the Thames, is so truly

uninviting, and the way to it through the eastern
Kmb of London, by Aldgate, Whitechapel, Mile

End, and Stratford, is so dull, so flat, so poverty-
stricken, and so redolent of odours, that persons

who have travelled their country tolerably
well, have left this material portion of it un-
visited.

Yet Essex has its claims on our attention. It

possesses decided beauties—its Chigwell Row, its

Laindon Hills, and, till lately, its large and pic-

turesque forests of Epping and Hainault. Within
their shade rose Havering-atte-Bower, the resi-

dence of Edward the Confessor, and Wanstead
House and Park, where a king, "out by rotation,"
found a princely home. Within the last few

years, alas ! the woodcutter's axe has been busy
among the Hornbeams and other trees, and the
deer-trodden thickets are fast disappearing before

modern improvements.
To the antiquary the eastern kingdom is filled

with interest. Who it was that embanked the

Thames and the Lea, and by converting swamps
into rivers gave large pastures to Essex and Hert-

fordshire, is a question still to be answered.

Being done, the Danish snake-ships, entering the

Lea at Barking Creek, sailed up to Hertford, as

they probably sailed iip the Fleta to Battle Bridge.
The great sti'eet, proceeding due east from London,
crosses the Lea and several of its branches

; the

latter having their origin in trenches and counter-

trenches cut for strategic }Mirposes. Stratford-le-

Bow—i.e., the street-ford with a bridge {de arcu)—
is memorable as the locality of the first stone

arch, and is supposed to be the place intended in

the ancient niu-sery song
—

London Bridge is broken down,
Dance over my Lady Lea.

Adjoining Bow, the chapel of St. Leonard's,

Bromley, marks the escape from drowning of the

Empress Matilda. Across the river commences
Stratford Langthorne, where, in Mary's reign,
eleven persons were burnt to death. Looking
northward from the road, which, through the

lower portion of Stratford, is constructed on a

causeway, Leyton Church is seen, planted on a

slight elevation, the first from the river in a dis-

tance of about five miles. The site was probably
taken for aPra?torium by the Romans, and a stone

coffin, in good preservation, was here discovered

in making the cutting for the Cambridge line of

railway. Half a mile from the church, on the

winding Lea, beloved by Izaak Walton, is situated

Temple Mill. Corn-mills were property not at all

despised by the lofty Knights Templars.
Stiff keeping our faces turned to the rising sun,

three or four miles brings us to the village of

Ilford, a word commemorating difficulties once ex-

perienced in crossing the little river Roden, which

here opposed the traveller's passage. An equal
distance onward, another small affluent of the

Thames imparts its name to the town of Romford.

But our special business at present is with the

former locality, and we dismiss our antiquarian

guide and ask a geologist cicerone.

To " those who understand theii- epoch," it is a

result of exceeding interest to have witnessed a great

science grow, in their own life of forty years, from

stammering childhood to adolescence ;
to have seen

almost the first uncertain beams of geology strug-

gling in the morning sky, and then, from hour to

hour, pouring in a flood of accumulating facts,
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and classifying them into a marvellous system.
Persons born since the commencement of the

present century remember geology in its pre-

scientific condition, and will recal with a thought-
ful smile the detached fact, the isolated mineral

specimen, or remarkable local formation, which

first drew their attention to the subject.

The long, grey, old church of West Ham, which

stands half a mile riverward of Stratford, contained,

in years past, some objects likely to attract the

wandering eyes of a child diiring a sermon. The

great silken colours of the West Ham Volunteers

hung dustily and discoloured below the tall chancel

arch. Below them, an elaborate lion and unicorn,

the size of cubs, smiled ferociously on the preacher
as he passed between them to his elevated pulpit ;

and at the east end of the church, leaning against
an altar-tomb, two immense bones rested—one

being a shoiilder-blade, three feet in length, and

the other a rib—concerning which relics the in-

quirer was shortly answered that they were mam-
moth hones. The spark of interest thus kindled in

our own breast towards osteology might have easily

died out again, had it not been followed, some two
and thirty years ago, by a neighbour presenting to

our youthful collection of curiosities a few pieces
of fossiUated ivory, exhimied at Ilford in a spot
where the ground had been opened for brick-

making. INIany persons visited the diffr/i)u/s daily ;

but until lately, when an enlightened curiosity has

been established, the discoveries ceased to com-

mand attention ; and, doubtless, great numbers of

mammoth relics have been found, and then lost

for ever. During the last two years, however,

greater care has been taken. The proprietor of

the brick-field gave to a gentleman in the neigh-

bourhood, much devoted to geology, full powers
over all the animal remains discovered—and,
what was of the highest importance, left orders

that his workmen should notify to Mr. Brady
their having come ujion any bones. Thus he was
able to examine them in situ, and to prevent, in a

great measure, their injury or destruction. In
this one field (and there are two other brick-fields

near it) the remains of at least eight elephants
have been brought to light. A short account of

their discovery was read by Mr. Brady at the

meeting of the British Association at Aberdeen,
in September last. The bones of the elephant

{Elephas i^rimigenius) are found associated with
those of the rhinoceros, the Irish elk, the horse,
and the ox. An immense tusk was discovered,
fourteen feet below the level of the soil, to see

which, before it was disturbed. Sir Charles Lyell
and other eminent geologists were invited. The
tusk was deficient of both extremities, but the

portion rescued was nine feet long and of great
thickness. Since that time a bone of enormous
size belonging to a whale has been extracted.

The geological position of these rehcs is the

Pleistocene, or latest tertiary formation. The
vein in which they occur varies from five to ten
feet in thickness, and consists of sandy gravel.
It underhes the band of brick-earth already men-
tioned, into which some of the bones intrude, and
thus attract the notice of the brick-makers. Above
the brick-earth is the extensive and valuable bed
of scarlet gravel for which this part of Essex is

celebrated. This bed, with the vegetable mould
which covers it in, is from four to six feet in

depth at Ilford. In other spots the gravel has been

worked as deep as twenty feet. Beneath all is the

great deposit of the London clay.

Though the excavations at Ilford have been

singularly prodiictive in the discovery of animal

remains, it is not to be understood that they exist

in that site only. In other parts of Essex and also

in Middlesex coming within the basin of the

Thames, similar bones have been brought to light.

Remains of the elephant have been met with at

Grays, at Harwich, at Erith, at Brentford, at

Kingsland, and, within a few months past, at

Charing Cross. At Erith the lion and hytena, and

at Grays the bear, add the carnivora order to

the fist of animals given above.

A view of the circumstances leads to the plaus-

ible conjecture that, in its main features, the

configuration of land and water was the same

when these herds of strangely associated animals

lived as it is now. The estuary of the Thames

probably ran up farther inland ;
and the waters of

the river, before they had cut themselves deep

channels, and before the hand of man was at work
to confine them within useful limits, spread widely
in marsh and morass, till they touched the feet of

the hills in Kent and Essex. Dr. Anderson has

lately speculated on the condition of the Mediter-

ranean, before a sinking of the ground-level between

the Pillars of Hercules allowed the Atlantic waves

to fiU the depressed savannah through which the

Eastern waters made their way to the ocean, and

expatiated to gi'eat distances on either side their

centre course. Thus, he accounts for the remains

of hippopotami found there—the herds of which

must have been counted not by thousands, but

by tens of thousands.

But it must always be remembered in the case

of the Essex deposits we have described, that they
are in the drift

—a name at once suggestive of the

washing together, or other transportation of rocks

and organisms, which may previously have been

scattered, and distant from each other. Indeed,

where carnivora abound, the weaker kinds among
the other orders must necessarilj' disappear. To
meet with traces of their association in one place

would indicate a disturbance either of the surface

on which they dwelt, or of their very natures.

We can hardly conceive of " a happy and united

family
" on so grand a scale, and without the

restraints of a cage or a keeper.
In all this search for bones in the drift, and it

has now been long and extensive, no flint instru-

ments or any presumptive remains of man have

been discovered. This e\ndence is, it is true,

negative only ;
but it has its significance, and must

be allowed its due weight in the discussion pro-

ceeding as to the first era of mankind. The drift

and the gravel are the concluding page of geolo-

gical history. The animals found do not differ

greatly in their construction from existing species ;

some of them are identical
;

the date of their

disappearance does not require to be removed very

greatly from our historic period. Therefore, if

anywhere, we have here a right to anticipate the

discovery of traces of human existence ;
but there

are none—none up to the present time have been
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brought to light ; notliing lias been lifted from the

groiiiitl
to i)iutiire to our imagination the noble

savage contending for existence with foes exceed-

ing himself in passion and in strength
—his whole

armoury consisting of a sharpened flint, and the

lires of his enkindled eye.

The fact that, stUl more recently, even within the

last few months, a wrought millstone has been dis-

covered near the bone deposits, does not mditate

against these remarks, for it was found in a peaty
earth of yet more recent date, though undoubtedly

very ancient, and in the society of remains of

existing species. Thus, transported materials are

likely, for the present, to create trouble and doubts

amongst geologists, till science, advancing in its

lesson, fits in these additional ])ieces to its puzzle.

Our inquiries as to the fate of the " mammoth
bones

" which formed the ossuary of All Saints,

West Ham, are unsuccessful. Three things may
have happened. They may have been decently
interred in the churchyard before it was closed

for sepulture ;
or they may have been crushed to

manui'e the corn-lands of that parish ; or they

may have entered more immediately into our

cereal food by being ground and mixed with flour.

Manley Hopkins.

THE TOilB OF MAUSOLUS.

While Greek ruins excite our attention as well

as admiration, few people are aware of the rich

works of art which have been lately dei)osited in

the British Museum, and which have not yet been

exhibited to the public. We allude to those

Greek marbles, a portion of a building which has

been called—and, from what now remains of it,

rrrobably most justly
—one of the Seven Wonders

of the World. This is the famous Mausolemn
erected by Queen Artemisia to the memory of her

husband, Mausolus, King of Caria, or rather of

Halicarnassus. She loved him with such tender

afl"ection, and was so greatly afflicted at his death,

that, according to the custom in those days, after

his body had been burnt to ashes, historians tell

us that she daUy eat a portion of those ashes, and
died soon after she had finished them.

However this may be, it is certain that she

determined to erect a monument to his memory,
sufficient at the same time to prove her own
affection for one she so tenderly loved, and to

show the world the estimation in which he was
held by his subjects. Mausolus is said to have
died immensely rich ; and with his wealth his

queen began to erect a monument, which she

called a Mausoleum, after the name of her hus-

band, and from which afterwards all magnificent

sepulchres and tombs have received the same

appellation. This celebrated Mausoleum was
erected three hundred and fifty-three years before

the birth of our Ijlessed Saviour ;
and on reading

the following account of the interesting marbles

now in the British Museiim, this date should not

be lost sight of. In fact, their antiquity, and the

exquisite beauty of their workmanship, cannot
fail of filling the mind with admiration.
Four different architects are stated to have been

emploj^ed upon this noble monument of affection.

Scopas erected the side which faced the east,

Tiniotheus had the south, Leochares had the west,
and Bryaxis the north. Over this stately Mauso-
leum a pyramid was raised, executed by Pitheus,
who adorned the top of it with a chariot tlrawn by
four horses. The expenses of this edifice must
have been enormous, and this gave occasion to the

philosopher Anaxagoras to exclaim when he saw
it, "How much money is changed into stones."

Artemisia died before it was finished, as supposed
of grief, but not until after she had expended her
husband's wealth in the bxulding. But so great
was the admiration it occasioned, that her sub-

jects united together to complete it.

The site of this vast monument of antiquity
was for a great number of years unknown, although
the intere.st felt for the discovery had never
ceased. Many persons thought, and it now ap-

pears not without reason, that it must have been
swallowed up by an earthquake. It is certain

that the French Government sent men of science

to endeavour to discover these interesting ruins.

Russia, Prtissia, and Axistria did the same, all

with the hopes of enriching theu* several countries

with these ancient marbles, but altogether without
success. It remained for an Englishman to make
the discovery, and that Englishman's name was
Newton.

j\Ir. Xewton was employed for twelve or thir-

teen years in the British Museum, where he
not only acquired a great love of ancient marbles
and a considerable knowledge of their history, but
also had his curiosity much excited in order to

ascertain the site of the tomb of Mausolus. For-

tunately for antiquarians, and also for his country,
Mr. Newton was appointed Viee-Consid at Mity-
lene, and from thence he had the best opportuni-
ties of prosecuting his inquiries respecting the
tomb of Mausolus. Having at length ascertained

the spot, and means being placed at his disposal

by the British Government, he procured some

sappers and miners from Malta, and began his

excavations. It is not intended to particularise
the discoveries he made. It wdl be sufficient to

mention a few of them. Amongst others, he has

brought to light a noble statue of Mausolus, nearly

perfect. It is impossible to view it without

feelings of wonder and admiration. The whole
character of the head much resembles the ideal

portraits of Alexander the Great on the coins of

Lysimachus and in several extant marble busts.

The face is slightly bearded, the features massive

but finely formed, and -with a most noble expres-
sion. Indeed, where shall we find in classical

art any head in which such majesty is combined
with the traits of indi\ddual likeness ?

A fine colossal female statue was also found,

supposed to be that of Artemisia ; but, unfor-

tunately, it wants the head, which has not yet
been recovered. The figure and drapery are very
finely executed.

Portions of colossal horses have also been dis-

covered ; and these no doubt formed a portion of

the marble (Juadrign by which the Mausoleum
was surmoimted. Nothing can be finer than these

marbles, especially the head of one of the horses,

which may vie with the celebrated one in the

Elgin Marbles.

Finely scidptured lions and a leopard have also
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been Ijroiiglit to liglit, and many otlier remains of

the greatest interest, amongst which are some

friezes, beautifull^y executed, and which have been

preserved and deposited in the British Miiseum,
the whole of them extending to a length of eighty
feet : and Mr. Newton is of opinion that no

mnseum in Eurojie can show so magnificent a

series of high reliefs. These marbles will no doubt

form a fine study for artists, and it is to be hoped
that drawings of them will be piiblished.

As to the Mausoleimi itself, we learn from Pliny
that it was surrounded by thirty-six columns, and

that the whole height was a hundred and forty

feet, and the length on each side sixty-three feet,

making two hundred and fifty-two feet in all,

and that the whole was adorned with ajipropriate

sculpture.
Mr. Newton has the credit of having conducted

the excavations of these magnificent remains, and

also for having satisfactorily set at rest the

question of the locality of the Mausoleum. His

success can only be properly appreciated by
viewing the vast quantity of interesting relics he

has sent to this country, and which must form

only a small portion of the original building, the

materials of which, through a long succession of

ages, have been used for various erections and the

burning of the marbles to procure lime.

Mr. Newton is now the English Consul at

Rome, where it is to be hoped that his scientific

knowledge and thirst for new discoveries may
enable him to enrich his country with further

objects of interest and antiquity.
Edward Jesse.

SHE AND I.

Now man-ied half a score of years,

With children growing tall,

I muse on former hopes and fears.

On long past smiles and sighs and tears,

And bygone days recall.

Yes ! twelve, twelve months have passed away,
Since " She and I

"
first met,

But still the dress she wore that day,
And almost all she chanced to say,

I well remember yet.

Of course I cannot tell if she

Was conscious of her power ;

I know that on that day for me
Commenced a long captivity
Which lasts until this hour.

My love was faint and feeble then,
And almost self-denied

;

Yet still I'd jealous promptings when
I chanced to witness other men

Attentive at her side.

And, oh ! what jealous pangs I bore
As love increased in force ;

I often turned and left her door.
With firm resolve to go no more,—
And went next day of course.

What trifling matters then inclined

My hopes to rise or fall
;

It wasn't difficult to find

A plea for my sad state of mind
In anything at all.

While I was in this wi-etched state.

Some friends, one summer day.

Arranged a little rural fete ;

I made a sham of self-debate.

But went—I needn't say.

Although I own that in my eyes
A pic-nic's no great treat

;

I don't like gnats, or wasps, or flies.

Or dust that spreads, or damps that rise,

Or rain, or broiling heat.

Well ! at this/eie
— tho' what about

I've not discovered yet
—

Clara began to sulk and pout.
And I, from sympathy, no doubt,

Began to fume and fret.

Our words were very sharp and curt.

We spoke, and nothing more
;

And then, I always will assert,

That she began to laugh and flirt

With people by the score.

(I do sometimes assert it now—
It's not a bit of use—

She positively won't allow

One single thing, but asks me how
I COM be such a goose.)

What happen'd next I cannot say,

Except from what I hear :

I'm told that I was very gay,
And chatter'd in the wildest way

With everybody near.

The sequence of events I own
I've uever understood.

But when my mind regain'd its tone,
I found thax we were quite alone,
And walking in a wood.

Yes, there we were, with no one by.
No sound the silence broke.

Till Clara gave a little sigh.

Which startled me so much that I

Took heart of grace, and spoke.

I sought a smile, I fear'd a frown,
But scarce had I begun.

When she, to veil her face, shook down
Those clust'ring curls, in shadow brown,

But golden in the sun.

Ah, then came bliss, so long deferr d.

Which paid for everything !

What joy one little whisper'd word.
So low it scarcely can be heard.

Is large enough to bring !

0, what a calm, delicious change
From jealousy to rest !

And then tlie trifles to arrange,
So numerous, so sweet, and strange.
Which give love half its zest.

The slender ring, the stolen tress,

(Inestimable prize !)

The loving glance, the shy caress :

If such as these be foolishness,

I envy not the wise.

No bitter memories remain

Of all that stormy past ;

May thiise wlio feel a kindred pain

By fortune's kindly aid attain

A kindred joy at last ! C. P. William.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

CHAPTER XXrX. PRELUDE TO AN ENGAGEMENT.

Money was a strong point with the Elburne
brood. The Jocelyus very properly respected
blood ; but being, as Harry, their youngest repre-

sentative, termed them, poor as rats, they were

justified in considering it a marketable stuff
;
and

when they married they married for money. The
Hon. Miss Jocelyn had espoused a manufacturer,
who failed in his contract, and deserved his death.
The diplomatist, ]\Ielville. had not stepped aside
from the family traditions in his alliance with
Miss Bla,ck, the daughter of a bold bankrupt,
educated in aflluence

;
and if he touched nothing

but 5000/. and some very pretty ringlets, that was
not his fault. Sir Franks, too, mixed his pure
stream v/ith gold. As yet, however, the gold had
done little more than shine on him ; and, belong-
ing to expectancy, it might be thought unsub-
stantial. Beckley Court was in the hands of Mrs.

Bonner, who, with the highest sense of duty
towards her only living child, was the last to appre-
ciate Lady Jocelyn's entire absence of demonstra-

tive affection, and severely reprobated her daugh-
ter's philosophic handling of certain serious sub-

jects. Sir Franks, no dovibt, came better off than

the others. Her ladj^ship brought him twenty
thousand pounds, and Harry had ten in the

past tense, and Rose in the future ; but living,

as he had done, a score of years anticijiating the

demise of an incurable invalid, he, though an

excellent husband and father, could scarcely be

taught to imagine that the Jocelyn object of his

bargain was attained. He had the semblance of

wealth, without the personal glow which absolute

possession brings. It was his habit to call himself

a poor man, and it was his dream that Rose should

marry a rich one. Harry was hopeless. He had

been liis grandmother's pet up to the years of
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adolescence : lie was getting too old for any pro-

spect of a military career : lie liad no turn for

diplomacy, no taste for any of the walks open to

blood and birth, and was in headlong disgrace

with the fountain of goodness at Beckley Court,

where he was still kept in the tacit understanding

that, should Juliana inherit the place, he must be

at hand to marry her instantly, after the fashion

of the Jocelyns. They were an injured family ;

for what they gave was good, and the com-

mercial world had not behaved honourably to

them.
Now Ferdinand Laxley was just the match for

Eose. Born to a title and fine estate, he was

evidently fond of her, and there had been a gentle

hope in the bosom of Sir Franks that the family

fatality would cease, and that Eose woidd marry

both money and blood.

From this happy delusion poor Sir Franks was

awakened to hear that his daughter had plighted

herself to the son of a tradesman : that, as the

climax to their evil fate, she who had some blood

and some money of her own—the only Jocelyn

who had ever united the two—was desirous of

wasting herself on one who had neither. The

idea was so utterly opposed to the principles Sir

Franks had been trained in, that his inteUect

could not grasp it. He listened to his sister, Mrs.

Shorne : he listened to his wife : he agreed with

aU they said, though what they said was vridely

diverse : he consented to see and speak to Evan,

and he did so, and was much the most distressed.

For Sir Franks liked many things in life,
^^

and

hated one thing alone—which was "bother." A
smooth world was his delight. Eose knew this,

and her instruction to Evan was : "You cannot

give me up—you will go, but you cannot give me

up while I am faithful to you: teU him that."

She knew that to impress this fact at once on the

mind of Sir Franks would be a great gain ;
for in

his detestation of bother he woiUd soon grow

reconciled to things monstrous ;
and hearing the

same on both sides, the matter would assume an

inevitable shape to him. Mr. Second Fiddle had

no difficulty in declaring the eternity of his senti-

ments ;
but he toned them with a despair Eose

did not contemplate, and added also his readiness

to repair, iu any way possible, the evil done. He

spoke of his birth and position. Sir Franks, with

a gentlemanly delicacy natural to all lovers of a

smooth world, begged him to see the main and

the insurmountable objection. Birth was to be

desired, of course, and position, and so forth : but

without money how can two young people marry ?

Evan's heart melted at this generous way of

putting it. He said he saw it, he had no hope :

he would go and be forgotten : and begged that

for any annoyance his visit might have caused Sir

Franks and Lady Jocelyn, they woidd pardon

him. Sir Franks shook him by the hand, and

the interview ended in an animated dialogue on

the condition of the knees of Black Lymport, and

on horseflesh in Portugal and Spain.

Following Evan, Eose went to her father and

gave him a good hour's excitement, after which

the worthy gentleman hurried for consolation to

Lady Jocelyn, whom he found reading a book of

French mcmoii'S, in her usual attitude, with her

feet stretched out, as if she made a footstool of

trouble. Her ladyship read him a piquant story,

and Sir Franks capped it with another from

memory ; whereupon her ladyship held him

wronf in one turn of the story, and Sir Franks

rose to get the volume to verify, and while he was

turning over the leaves, Lady Jocelyn told him

incidentally of old Tom Cogglesby's visit and pro-

position. Sir Franks found the passage, and that

her ladyship was right, which it did not move her

countenance to hear.

"Ah!" said he, finding it no use to pretend

there was no bother in the world, "here's a

pretty pickle ! Eose says she will have that

fellow."
" Hum ! it's a nuisance," replied her ladyship.

" And if she keeps her mind a couple of years, it

will be a wonder.
"

" Very bad for her, this sort of thing
—talked

about," imuttered Sir Franks. "Ferdinand was

just the man."
"

"Well, yes ;
I suppose it's her mistake to

think brains an absolute requisite," said Lady

Jocelyn, opening her book again, and scanning

down a column.

Sir Franks, being imitative, adopted a similar

refuge, and the talk between them was varied by

quot'ations and choice bits from the authors they

had recourse to. Both leaned back in their chairs,

and spoke with their eyes on their books.

"Julia's going to write to her mother," said

he.

"Very filial and proper," said she.

"There'll be a horrible hubbub, you know,

Emily."
" Most probably. 1 shall get the blame ;

cela

se congoit."
" Young Harrington goes the day after to-

morrow. Thought it better not to pack him off

in a hurry.
"

" And just before the pic-nic ; no, certainly. I

suppose it would look odd.
'

" How are we to get rid of the Countess ?
"

"Eh? This Bautru is amusing, Franks ;
but

he's nothing to Vandy. Homme incomi>arable !

On the whole I find Menage rather dull. The

Countess ? what an accomplished liar that woman

is ! She seems to have stepped out of Tallemant's

Gallery. Concerning the Coimtess, I suppose you

had better apply to Melville."
" Where the deuce did this yoimg Harrington

get his breeding from ?
"

"He comes of a notable sire."

"Yes, but there's no sign of the snob in

him."
^ ,

"And I exonerate him from the charge of ' ad-

venturing
'

after Eose. George Uploft tells me—I

had him in just now—that the mother is a woman

of mark and strong principle. She has probably

corrected the too luxuriant nature of Mel in her

offspring. That is to say, in this one. Pour les

autres, je ne dis pas. Well, the young man will

cro ;
and if Eose chooses to become a monument of

constancy, we can do nothing. I shall give my
advice ;

but as she has not deceived me, and she

is a reasonable being, I shan't interfere. Putting

the case at the worst, they will not want money.

I have no doubt Tom Cogglesby means what he
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says, and will do it. So there we will leave

the matter till we hear from Elburne House.

Sir Franks groaned at the thought.
" How much does he offer to settle on them ?

"

he asked.
" A thousand a-year on the marriage, and the

same amount to the first child. I dare say the

end would be that they would get all."

Sir Ii'ranks nodded, and remained with one eye-
brow pitiably elevated above the level of the

other.
"
Anything but a tailor !

" he exclaimed pre-

sently, half to himself.
" There is a prejudice against that craft, isn't

there ?
" her ladj'shiji acquiesced.

"
Beranger—

let me see—your favourite Frenchman, Franks,
wasn't it his father ?—no, liis grandfather.

' jMon

pauvre et humble grandpfere,' I think, was a tailor.

Hum ! the degrees of the thing, I confess, don't

affect me. Oue trade I imagine to be no worse
than another."

"Ferdinand's allowance is aboiit a thousand,
"

said Sir Franks, meditatively.
" And won't be a farthing more till he comes to

the title," added her ladyship.
"
Well, resumed Sir Franks,

"
it's a hon-ible

bother !

"

His wife philosophically agreed with him, and
the subject was dropped.

Lady Jocelyn felt with her husband, more than
she chose to let him know, and Sir Franks could

have burst into anathemas against fate and cir-

cumstance, more than his love of a smooth world

permitted. He, however, was subdued by her

calmness
;
and she, with ten times the weight of

brain, was manosuvred by the wonderfiU dash of

General Rose Jocelyn. For her ladyship, think-

ing,
" I shall get the blame of all this," rather

sided insensibly with the offenders against those

who condemned them jointly ;
and seeing that

Rose had been scrupidously honest and straight-
forward in a very delicate matter, this lady was
so constituted that she coidd not but apjilaud
her daughter in her heart. A worldly woman
woidd have acted, if she had not thought, dif-

ferently, but her ladyship was not a worldly
woman. Evan's bearing and character had,

during his residence at Beckley Court, become so

thoroughly accepted as those of a gentleman, and
one of their own rank, that, after an allusion to

the origin of his breeding, not a word more was
said by either of them on that topic. Besides,
Rose had dignified him by her decided conduct.

By the time poor Sir Franks had read himself
into trancpiillity, Mrs. Shorne, who knew him
well, and was determined that he shoidd not enter

upon his usual negotiation with an unpleasantness,
that is to say, to forget it, joined them in the

library, bringing with her Sir John Loring and
Hamilton Jocelyn. Her first measure was to

compel Sir Franks to put down his book. Lady
Jocelyn subsequently had to do the same.

"Well, what have you done, Franks?" said

Mrs. Shorne.
' ' Done ?

" answered the poor gentleman.
"What is there to be done? I've sjioken to

young Harrington.""
Spoken to him I He deserves horsewhipping !

Have you not told him to quit the house in-

stantly ?
"

Lady Jocelyn came to her husband's aid : "It
woiddn't do, I think, to kick him out. In the
first place, he hasn't deserved it."

" Not deserved it, Emily !
—the commonest of

low, vile, adventuring tradesmen !

"

" In the second place," pursued her ladyship,"
it's not advisable to do anything that will make

Rose enter into the young woman's sublimities.

It's better not to let a lunatic see that you think
him stark mad, and the same holds with yoimg
women afflicted with the love-mania. The sound
of sense, even if they can't understand it, flatters

them so as to keep them within bounds. Other-

wise you drive them into excesses best avoided."

"Really, Emily," said Mrs. Shorne, "you
speak almost, one woiUd say, as an advocate of

such unions."
" You miist know perfectly well that I entirely

condemn them," I'eplied her laelyship, who had

once, and once only, delivered her opinion of the

nuptials of IVIr. and Mrs. Shorne.

In self-defence, and to show the total difference

between the cases, Mrs. Shorne interjected: "An
utterly penniless young adventui-er !

"

"
Oh, no ;

there's money," remarked Sir

Franks.

"Money, is there?" quoth Hamilton, respect-

fully.

"And there's wit," added Sir .John, "if he
has half his sister's talent."

"
Astonishing woman !

" Hamilton chimed in ;

adding, with a shrug,
"
But, egad !

"

' '

Well, we don't want him to resemble his

sister," said Lady Jocelyn.
" I acknowledge she's

amusing."

"Amusing, Emily!" Mrs. Shorne never en-

countered her sister-in-law's calmness without

indignation.
' '

I could not rest in the house with
such a person, knowing her what she is. A ^'ile

adventuress, as I firmly believe. What does she

do all day with your mother ? Depend upon it,

you will repent her visit in more ways than
one."

"xl prophecy ?" asked Lady Jocelyn, smiling.
On the grounds of common sense, on the

grounds of jiropriety, and consideration of what
was due to themselves, all agreed to condemn the

notion of Rose casting herself away on Evan.

Lady Jocelyn agreed with Mrs. Shorne
;
Sir Franks

with his brother, and Sir John. But as to what

they were to do, they were divided. Lady Joce-

lyn said she shoidd not prevent Rose from writing
to Evan, if she had the -wish to do so.

"Folly must come out," said her ladyship.
"It's a combustible material. I won't have her

health injiu-ed. She shall go into the world
more. She will be presented at Court, and if

it's necessary to give her a dose or two to coun-

teract her vanity, I don't object. This will wear

off, or, si c'est veritablement ime grande passion,
eh bien ! we must take what Providence sends

us."
" And which we might have prevented if we

had condescended to listen to the plainest worldly
wisdom," added Mrs. Shorne.

"Yes?" said Lady Jocelyn, equably, "you
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from two distinctknow, you and I, Julia, argue

points. Girls may be sliut up, as you propose.
I don't think nature intended to have them the

[

obverse of men. I'm sure their mothers never
I

designed that they should run away with foot-

men, riding-masters, chance curates, as they

occasionally do, and wouldn't, if they had points
of comparison. My ojiinion is that Prospcro
was just saved by the Prince of Naples being
wrecked on his island, from a shocking mis-

alliance between his daughter and the son of

Sycorax. I see it clearly. Poetry conceals the

extreme probability, but from what I know of my
sex, I should have no hesitation in turning

prophet also, as to that."

What could Mrs. Shorne do ? Mrs. Melville,

when she arrived to take part in the conference,

which gradually swelled to a family one, was

equally unable to make Lady Jocelyn perceive

that her plan of bringing up Rose was, in the

present result of it, other than unlucky.
Now the two generals

—Rose Jocelyn and the

Countess de Saldar—had brought matters to this

pass ;
and from the two tactical extremes : the

former by openness and dash : the latter by
subtlety, and her own interpretations of the

means extended to her by Providence. I will not

be so bold as to state which of the two I think

right. Good and evil work together in this world.

If the Countess had not woven the tangle, and

gained Evan time. Rose would never have seen

his blood,—never have had her spirit hurried out

of all shows and form, and habits of thought, up to I

the gates of existence, as it were, where she took

him simply as God created him and her, and clave

to him. Again, had Rose been secret, when this

turn in her nature came, she woiUd have

forfeited the strange power she received from it,

and which endowed her with decision to say what

was in her heart, and stamj) it lastingly there.

The two generals were quite antagonistic, but no

two, in perfect ignorance of one another's proceed- ,

ings, ever worked so harmoniously towards the

main result. The Coimtess was the skilfiU engineer :

Rose the general of cavalry. And it did really

seem that with Tom Cogglesby and his thousands

in reserve, the \'ictory was about to be gained.
The male Jocelyns, an easy race, decided that, if

the worst came to the worst, and Rose proved
a wonder, there was money, which was some-

thing.
But social prejudice was about to claim its

champion. Hitherto there had been no general on

the opposite side. Love, aided by the Countass,

had engaged an inert mass. The champion was
discovered in the peison of the provincial Don
Juan, Mr. Harry Jocelyn. Harry had gone on a

mysterious business of his own to London. He
returned with a green box under his arm, which,
five minutes after his arrival, was entrusted to

Conning, in company with a genial present for

herself, of a kind not perhaps so fit for exhibition,

at least they both thought so, for it was given in

the shades. Harry then went to pay his respects
to his mother, who received him with her custo-

mary ironical tolerance. His father, to whom he

was an incarnation of bother, likewise nodded to

him and gave him a finger. Duty done, Harry

looked around him for pleasure, and observed

nothing but glum faces. Even the face of Mr.

John Raikes was heavy. He had been hovering
about the Duke and Miss Current for an hour,

hoping the Countess woidd come and give him a

promised introduction. The Coimtess stirred

not from above, and Jack drifted from group to

group on the lawn, and grew conscious that wher-

ever he went he brought silence with him. His

isolation made him humble, and when Harry shook

his hand, and said he remembered Fallowfield and

the fun there, Mr. Raikes thanked him, and in a

small speech, in which he contrived to introduce

the curricle, remarked that the Hampshire air

suited his genius, and that the friendship of Mr.

Harry Jocelyn would be agreeable to him.
• ' Where's the taUor ?

"
cried Harry, laughing.

"Tailor!" Jack exclaimed, reprovingly, "oh!

now, my dear fellow, you must positively drop
that. Harrington's sisters ! consider ! superb
women ! unmatched for style ! No, no ; Harring-
ton's father was an officer. I know it. A distant

relative of Sir Abraham Harrington, the proud
baronet of Torquay, who refused to notice them.

Why ? Because of the handle to his name. One
could understand a man of genius !

—a member of

])arliament I but proud of a baronetcy ! His con-

duct was hideous. The Countess herself informed

me."
" Ha ! ha !

"
laughed Harry, "I was only jok-

ing. I shall see you agaiia." And Mr. Raikes was

left to fresh meditation.

Harry made his way to join his friend Ferdi-

nand, and furnished him with the latest London
news not likely to appear in the papers. Laxley
was distant and unamused. From the fact, too,

that Harry was known to be the Countess's slave,

his presence produced the same eSect in the

difi'erent circles about the grounds, as did that of

Mr. John Raikes. Harry began to yawn and
wish very ardently for his sweet lady. She,

however, had too fine an instinct to descend.

An hour before dinner, Juliana sent him a mes-

sage that she desired to see him.
' ' Jove ! I hope that girl's not going to be blow-

ing hot again," sighed the conqueror.
He had nothing to fear from Juliana. The

moment they were alone she asked him,
' ' Have

you heard of it ?
"

Harry shook his head and shrugged.

"They haven't told you? Rose has engaged
1 herself to Mr. Harrington, a tradesman, a tailor !

"

.

" Pooh ! have you got hold of that story ?" said

i Harry.
" But I'm sorry for old Ferdy. He was

fond of Rosey. Here's another bother !

"

j

" You don't beheve me, Harry ?
"

I Harry was mentally debating whether, in this
' new posture of affairs, his friend Ferdinand woidd

press his claim for certain monies lent.

"Oh, I believe you," he said. "Harrington
has the knack with you women. Why, you made

eyes at him. It was a toss-up between you and

Rosey once."

[

Juliana let this accusation pass.
" He is a tradesman. He has a shop in Lym-

port, I tell you, Harry, and his name on it And
he came here on purpose to catch Rose. And now

I

he has caught her, he teUs her. And his mother
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is now at one of the village inns, waiting to see

liini. Go to Mr. George Uploft ; lie knows the

family. Yes, the Countess has turned your head,
of course ;

but she has schemed and schemed, and
told such stories—God forgive her !

"—
The girl had to veil her eyes in a spasm of

angry weeping.
"
Oh, come ! Juley !

" murmured her killing

cousin. Harry boasted an extraordinary weakness
at the sight of feminine tears. "I say! Juley!

you know if you begin crying I'm done for, and it

isn't fair."

He dropped his arm on her waist to console her,

and generously declared to her that he always had
been very fond of her. These scenes were not

foreign to the youth. Her fits of crying, from

which she would burst in a frenzy of contempt at

him, had made Harry say stronger things ;
and

the assurances of profound affection uttered in a

most languid voice will sting the hearts of women.

Harry still went on with his declarations, heat-

ing them rapidly, so as to briug on himself the

usual outburst and check. She was longer in

coming to it this time, and he had a horrid fear,

that instead of dismissing him fiercely, and so

annulling his words, the strange little person was

going to be soft, and hold him to them. There
v/ere her tears, however, which she could not

stoj).

"Well, then, Julej'', look. I do, upon mj^

honour, yes
—

there, don't cry any more—I do love

you.
"

Harry held his breath in awful suspense. Jidi-

ana qiiietly disengaged her waist, and looking at

him, said,
' ' Poor Harry ! You need not lie any

more to please me."
Such was Harry's astonishment, that he ex-

claimed, "It isn't a lie ! I say, I do love you."
And for an instant he thought and hoped that he
did love her.

"Well, then, Harry, I don't love you," said

Juliana
;
which at once revealed to our frieud

that he had been utterly mistaken in his own
emotions. Nevertheless, his vanity was hurt when
he saw she was sincere, and he listeued to her, a

moody being. This may account for his excessive

wrath at Evan Harrington after Juliana had given
him proofs of the truth of what she said.

But the Countess was Harrington's sister ! The

image of the Countess swam before him. Was it

possible ? Harry went about asking everybody
he met. The initiated were discreet

;
those who

had the whispers were open. A bare truth is not
so convincing as one that discretion confirms.

Harry found the detestable news perfectly true.

"Stop it by all means if you can," said his

father.
"
Yes, try a fall with Rose," said his mother.

" And I must sit dowai to dinner to day with a
confounded fellow, the son of a tailor, who's had
the impudence to make love to my sister I

"

cried Harry.
" I'm determined to kick him out

of the house !
—half."

"To what is the modification of your determi-
nation due?" Lady Jocelyn inquired, probably
suspecting the sweet and gracious person who
divided Harry's mind.
Her ladyship treated her childi-en as she did

mankind generally, from her intellectual eminence.

Harry was compelled to fly from her cruel shafts.

He found comfort with his Aunt Shorne, as the

wicked called that honourable lady. Mrs. Shorne
as much as told Harrjr that he was the head of

the house, and must take uji the matter summarily.
It Avas expected of him. Now was the time for

him to show his manhood.

Harry could think of but one way to do that.

"Yes, and if I do—all up with the old lady,"
he said, and had to explain that his gi-andmama
Bonner would never leave a penny to a fellow who
had fought a duel.

" A duel :

"
said Mrs. Shorne. "No, there are

other ways. Insist upon his renouncing her.

And Rose—treat her with a high hand, as Ijecomes

you. Your mother is incorrigible, and as for

your father, one knows him of old. This devolves

iipon you. Our family honour is in your hands,

Harry."
Considering Harry's reputation, the family

honour must have got low. Harry, of course,

was not disposed to think so. He discovered a

great deal of unused pride within him, for which
he had hitherto not found an agreeable vent. He
vowed to his aunt that he would not s\iffer the

disarrace, and while still that blandishing: olive-

hued visage swam before his eyes, he pledged his

word to Mrs. Shorne that he would come to an

understanding with Harrington that night.
"
Quietly," said she. " No scandal, pray."

"
Oh, never mind how I do it," returned Harry,

manfully.
" How am I to do it, then ?" he added,

suddenly remembering his debt to Evan.
Mrs. Shorne instructed him how to do it

quietly, and without fear of scandal. The miser-

able champion replied that it was very well for

her to tell him to say this and that, but—and she

thought him demented—he must, previous to

addressing Hari-ington in those terms, have money.
"
Money !

"
echoed the lady.

"
Money !

"

"Yes, money!" he iterated doggedly, and she

learnt that he had borrowed a sum of Harrington,
and the amount of the sum.

It was a disastrous plight, for Mrs. Shorne was

penniless.
She cited Ferdinand Laxley as a likely lender.
"
Oh, I'm deep with him already," said Harry,

in apparent dejection.
' ' How dreadful are these everlasting borrow-

ings of yours !

" exclaimed his aunt, unaware of a

trifiiug incongruity in her sentiments. " You
must speak to him without—pay him by and by.

We must scrape the money together. I will write

to your grandfather."
" Yes ; speak to him ! How can I when I owe

him? I can't tell a fellow he's a blackguard
when I owe him, and I can't speak any other

way. I ain't a diplomatist. Dashed if I know
what to do !

"

"Juliana," murmured his aunt.

"Can't ask her, you know."
Mrs. Shorne combatted the one prominent

reason for the objection : but there were two.

Harry believed that he had exhausted Juliana's

treasury. Reproaching him fiirther for his waste-

fulness, Mrs. Shorne promised him the money
should be got, by hook or by crook, next day.
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"And you will speak to this Mr. Harrington

to-nigbt, Harry. No allusion to the loan tiU you
return it. Appeal to his sense of honour."

The dinner-bell assembled the inmates of the

house. Evan was not among them. He had gone,

as the Countess said aloud, on a diplomatic mission

to Fallowtield, with Andrew Cogglesby. The truth

being that he had finally taken Andrew into his

confidence concerning the letter, the annuity, and

the bond. Upon which occasion Andrew had

burst into a laugh, and said he could lay his hand

on the writer of the letter.

" Trust old Tom for plots, Van ! He'll blow

you up in a twinkling. Cunning old dog ! He

pretends to be hard—he's as soft as I am, if it

wasn't for his crotchets. We'll hand him back

the cash, and that's ended. And—eh? what a

dear girl she is ! Not that I'm astonished. ]My

Harry might have married a lord—sit at top of

any table in the land ! And you're as good as

any man. That's my opinion. But I say she's a

wonderful girl to see it."

Chattering thus, Andrew drove with the dear

boy into Fallowiield. Evan was still in his dream.

To him the generoi.is love and valiant openness of

Eose, though they were matched P"d mated in

his own bosom, seemed scarcely human. Almost

as noble to him were the gentlemanly plain-speak-

ing of Sir Franks and Lady Jocelyn's kind com-

mon sense. But the more he esteemed them, the

more unbounded and miraculous appeared the

prospect of his calling their daughter by the

sacred name, and kneeling with her at their

feet. Did the dear heavens have that in

store for him? The horizon edges were dimly

lighted.

Harry looked about under his eyelids for Evan,

trying at the same time to compose himself for

the martyrdom he had to endure in sitting at

table with the presumptuous fellow. The Countess

sicnalled him to come within the presence. As
he was crossing the room. Rose entered, and

moved to meet him, with :

"
Ah, Harry ! back

again ? Glad to see you.
"

Harry gave her a blunt nod, to which she was
inattentive.

' ' What !

"
whispered the Countess, after he

pressed the tips of her fingers.
" Have you

brought l^ack the grocer ?
"

Now this was hard to stand. Harry could for-

give her her birth, and pass it utterly by if she

chose to fall in love with him ; but to hear the

grocer mentioned, when he knew of the tailor,

was a little too much, and what Harry felt his

ingenuous countenance was accustomed to exhibit.

The Countess saw it. She turned her head from

him to the diplomatist, and he had to remain like

a sentinel at her feet. He did not want to be

thanked for the green box : still he thought she

might have favoured him with one of her much-

embracing smiles.

In the evening, after wine, when he was warm,
and had almost forgotten the insult to his family
and himself, their representative, the Countess

snubbed him. It was unwise on her part : biit

she had the ghastly thought that facts were oozing

out, and were already half known. She was
therefore sensitive tenfold to appearances : savage

if one failed to keep up her lie to her, and was

guilty of a shadow of difference of beha\dour.

The pic-nic over, our General woidd evacuate

Beckley Court, and shake the dust off her shoes,

and leave the harvest of what she had sown to

Providence. Till then, respect, and the honours

of war ! So the Countess snubbed him, and he

being full of wine, fell into the hands of Juliana,

who had witnessed the little scene.

"She has made a fool of others as weU as of

you," said Juliana.
" How has she ?

" he inquired.
" Never mind. Do you want to make her

humble and crouch to you ?
"

" I want to see Harrington," said Harry.
" He wiU not return to-night from Fallowfield.

He has gone there to get Mr. Andrew Cogglesby's

brother to do something for him. You won't

have such another chance of humbling them both

both ! I told you his mother is at an inn here.

The Countess has sent Mv. Han-ington to Fallow-

field to be out of the way, and she has told her

mother all sorts of falsehoods."
" How do you know all that ?" quoth Harry.

"
By Jove, Juley ! talk about x^lotters ! No keep-

ing anything from you, ever !

"

" Never mind. The mother is here. She must

be a vulgar woman. Oh ! if you coidd manage, ,

Harry, to get this woman to come—you could

do it so easily !
—while they are at the pic-nic

tomorrow. It would have the best effect on

Rose. She would then understand ! And the

Countess !

"

"I could send the old woman a message!"
cried Harry, rushing into the scheme, inspired by
Juliana's liery eyes. "Send her a sort of message

to say where we all were."
" Let her know that her son is here, in some

way," Jidey resumed.

"And, egad! what an explosion!" pursued

Harry. "But, suppose
—"

" No one shall know, if j^ou leave it to me—if

you do just as I tell you, Harry. You won't be

treated as you were this evening after that, if you

bring down her pride. And, Harry, I hear you
want money—I can give you some.

"

"You're a perfect trump, Juley!" exclaimed

her enthusiastic cousin. "But, no; I can't take <

it. I must kiss you, though."
He put a kiss upon her cheek. Once his kisses

had left a red waxen stamp ;
she was callous to

these compliments now.
" Will you do what I advise you to-morrow?"

j

she asked.

After a slight hesitation, during which the

olive-hued visage flitted faintly in the distances of

his brain, Harry said :

"
It'll do Rose good, and make Harrington cut.

Yes ! I declare I will !

"

Then they parted. Juliana went to her bed-

room, and flung herself upon the bed, hysterically.

As the tears came thick and fast, she jumped up
to lock the door, for this outrageous habit of

crying had made her contemritible in the eyes of

Lady Jocelyn, and an object u pity to Rose.

Some excellent and noble natures cannot tolerate '

disease, and are mystified by its ebidlitions. It

was sad to see the slight thin frame grasped by
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those wan hands to contain the violence of the

frenzy that possessed her ! the pale, hapless face

riffid above the torment in her bosom ! She had

prayed to be loved like other girls, and her readi-

ness to give her heart in return had made her a

by-word in the house. She went to the window

and leaned out on the casement, looking towards

Fallowtield over the downs, weeping bitterly, with

a hard shut mouth. One brilliaut star hung above

the ridge, and danced on her tears.

" Will he forgive me ?
" she murmured.

^^

"
Oh,

my God ! I wish we were dead together !

"

Her weeping ceased, and she closed the window,

and undressed as far away from the mirror as she

could get, but its force was too much for her, and

di-ew her to it. Some undefined hope had sprung

in her suddenly. With nervous slow steps she

approached the glass, and first brushing back the

masses of black hair from her brow, looked as for

some new revelation. Long and anxiously she

perused her features : the wide bony forehead ;

the eyes deep-set and rounded with the scarlet of

recent tears, the tbin nose—sharp as the dead ;

the weak irritable mouth and sunken cheeks. She

gazed like a spirit disconnected with what she

saw. Presently a sort of forlorn negative was

indicated by the motion of her head.

"I can pardon him," she said, and sighed.
" How could he love such a face !

"

I doubt if she really thought so, seeing that she

did not pardon him.

(To be continued.)

MASTER OLAF. (From the German.)

Master Olaf, the smith of Heligoland,

At midnight layeth his hammer by ;

Along the sea-shore the tempest howls,

"When a knock at the door comes heavily.

" Come out, come out, and shoe me my horse !

I must yet far, and the day is at hand !

"

Master Olaf opens the door, and sees

A stately Kilter before him stand.

Elack is his mail shirt, helm, and shield,

A broad sword hangeth upon his thigh.

His black horse tosses his mane so wild,

And paws the ground impatiently.

" Whence so late ! Whither so fast ?
"

" I yesterday lighted in Kordernie ;

My steed is swift, the night is clear.

Ere sunrise I must in Norway be."

" Haddest thou wings, that might I believe."

"Jly horse with the wind right weU hath raced.

Yet already a star pales here and there,
^^

So the iron bring hither, and make thou hasta.

Master Olaf taketh the shoe in hand.

It is too small, but it spread and spread :

And as it grew to the edge of the hoof.

There seized the master fear and dread.
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The Ritter mounts, and his broad sword clangs :

"
iM aster Ohif, I bid thee now good night !

Know, thou hast tlie horse of Odin shod
;

I hasten across to the bloody fight."

The black horse shoots forward o'er land and sea,

Round Odin's head a splendour shone ;

Twelve eagles are straining in flight behind,

Swiftly they fly,
—

Ije rides foremost on. L. B.

THE FINDING OF THE SAVIOUR IN
THE TEMPLE.

NOTES ON MR. HOLMAN HUNt'S PICTURE.

The jiictiire commenced by Mr. Hunt at

Jerusalem, in 1854, is finished at last. One pic-

ture, and that not very large, is the fruit of more
than five years of a painter's laboiir ! This is

worth thinking about, not as affording curious

data for calculating the number of pictures a man

might produce at such a consumption of time,

during the comparatively short period wherein he

possesses his greatest powers, because if we desire

great pictm-es, or any other thing which is really

great, we must not be over-anxious- for speed of

production. This labour of five years evidences

the possession of those very faculties which are

needful for the creation of the greatest woiiis—
patient labour, unwearied devotion, tenacity of

purpose, a willingness to forego immediate fame,—
these are the means by which the highest creative

power receives its fullest development.
For the last year or two rumours have come

from the artist's studio that the picture was all

but finished ; the lucky few who had seen it were
full of satisfaction

; but the painter himself was
not satisfied,

—the idea was still too far above the

embodiment
;
much that seemed very good had to

be painted out and the labour begun anew.
I think that we who are not artists are too apt

to under-estimate the artist's laboiir. We accept
the beautiful outline and splendid colours as a

sort of holiday-work wrought in perpetual joy of

heart. We do not bear in mind that if the work
is truly great it has been executed at the fuU
tension of the artist's powers, that there has been
in all probability a bitter struggle with doubt and

uncertainty before the easel, till the man grew
disgusted over his brightest thoughts, and had to

leave his painting awhile and seek fresh strength
ere he could return to his labour. We know that

authors are forced to put down the pen. Recol-

lect the grim way in which " Jane Eyre" was
written—long intervals when it v/as not in the
heart to work. When we look on a great paint-

ing, let us sympathise with the stern labour which
is hidden beneath its loveliness.

The pre-Piaphaelites will point to this picture
in absolute ^^ndication of their principles

—it was
a reproach to them that the force of their accesso-

ries destroyed the main interest of their pictures.
You must paint doiv)i your objects of still life

was the cry. Not so, they replied ;
we must

repair our error by striving to paint our coun-
tenances U23 ; if all i)arts of the picture are truly

painted, the interest of the human face will give
it due dominance in the composition.

It is curious to observe how this adherence to

truth of detail has led the pre-Eaphaelites to

create a principle in religious painting opposed
to previous methods. Great religious painters
hitherto have striven to attain their aim through
idealisation—the countenance was idealised untO.

it had almost lost its human interest—to mark
the divineness of the subject the surrounding
accessories were generally of a purely conventional

character—the heavenly host introduced ;
—by

making the picture unearthly it was sought to

make it divine. With the pre-Raphaelites the

reverse ; their principle is realisation ;
in showing

lis as truly as possible tJie real, we are to behold

the wonder of the di^^.ne.

So on this principle it was necessary for Mr.
Hunt to strive for the utmost possible truth. It

was necessary to resuscitate an architecture

whereof all records beyond certain traditions

have passed away—the Temple, of which not one

stone remains upon another, had to be reproduced
in its most -prohahle aspect. According to tradi-

tion, one portion of that Temple yet remains—the

natural rock pavement, reddish limestone fading
at the edges into slate-colour, over which is now
reared the mosque of Omar. This pavement
forms the foreground of the picture, and above it

is raised, as of old, one of the covered outer

courts or cloisters of the Temple—slender golden
columns in the form of palm and pomegranate
stems conventionalised, supporting a series of low
arched roofs which run horizontally with the

picture : this roofing is of gilt fretted work, the

interstices filled in 'wdth ruby, purple, and other

coloured glass. So by the law of perspective, as

we look up, we behold ridge below ridge of jewel-
work resting on the golden columns, and glowing
with transmitted light. The background, shutting
in the court, is a screen of delicate metal work,
the details standing out against the bright glare
of day. There is an opening in the screen which
shows the distant country, clear outline in the

noon-day heat, untempered by the slightest mist.

To the right of the jjicture, in the foreground, is

a brazen gate opening from a flight of steps which
leads down to the Court of the Gentile. Now the

architecture of this court follows the fashion of

the Greeks, — marble columns and Corinthian

capitals, in strong contrast with the distinctive

Hebrew character of the holier portions of the

Temple. According to a tradition, this court was
constructed during oiir Saviour's childhood, and
the association at such a period of Gentile art

with the ai-chitectui-e of the exclusive Jew in the

great edifice dedicated to the worship of Jehovah,

possesses a strange significance. The builders are

still at work, the space for the " corner stone" is

imfilled. Beyond the wall of this court rises

Mount Scopus, cypress trees aud olive gardens ; a

long range of barren hills in the furthest distance.

After this manner was the glory of the second

Temple which Herod the Great had rebuilt with

great maguirieence to flatter the pride of the Jews,
and in the thought of that glory they made their

angry retort, "Forty and six years was this

Temple in building, and wilt thou rear it up in

three days ?
"

Although this representation of the architecture

of the Temple may not be quite historically true,

yet, as regards the other portions of the pictiu-e, the



July 14, ISSO.] THE FINDING OF THE SAVIOUR IN THE TEMPLE. 65

unchanging character of Eastern life has retained

tiU now the old forms of costume and other com-

mon objects as they existed at the period of

our Savioiu-'s life on eai-th. Ahnost every detail

of the present, tridy painted, becomes a fact of the

past.

But, more wonderful than this, the old customs

still continue ;
the learned Jews still sit together

in places of public resort, to talk of doctrine and
tradition ;

the Roll of the Law is as sacred, and

as zealously to be kejit from profanation, now
that the Moslem holds the sacred cit}% as it was

before the Roman had destroyed the Temple of

Jehovah.
On its naturalistic principle, the pictiu-e aims at

showing us one of the ordinary days of religious

life in the courts of the Temple. The Doctors are

sitting together on a semi-circular bench, and
some matter of strange interest animates their

discussion. A peasant boy has joined himself

to their company, sitting at the feet of one of

the youngest of their number,—tradition says,

Nicodemus ; and this boy has been listening to

their arguments, and has asked them certain

questions, and has astonished them by his under-

standing and answers. The questions of the boy
have sounded strangely in the ears of these

learned men. The blind High Priest holds with

nervous grasp the sacred Rolls of the Law, as the

Rabbi at his side repeats in his dulled ear some-

thing that the boy has said. No wonder the old

man holds the Rolls of the Law so tightly in his

feeble hands, for it may well be that the words
which he hears contain the germ of those questions
which on another day were to put the chief priests
to silence and confusion.

God's words at both periods, but spoken now in

the voice and timid manner of childhood, to be

spoken again in the lapse of j'ears with the force

of Perfect Man.

"Only the strange questions of a precocious

child,
"
think these learned Doctors, and the whole

occurrence Avill presently pass from their minds.

Not so with Him : the questions which had arisen

in long communings on the hill-side at Nazareth
are answered now. He has spoken to the men of

highest intellect in the land. Their answers to

His questions, given with the weight of authority,
and the dignity of age, wiU abide in His mind.
The hollowness and falsehood of those answers
will grow more and more aj^parent with His
incretise in wisdom during those after years that he
dwelt in Nazareth subject to His parents.

" Gifted with extraordinary mind, yet only a

peasant boy !

" think these learned men. Those
are His parents—humble folk, who have sought
him, and are standing there amazed, as well they
may be, at the position in which they have found
their son

;
and He, seeing his parents enter the

court, has broken suddenly from His thoughts,
and risen to meet them, but in a moment every
feeling is absorbed again in the great idea which
is forming in His mind, and though His mother
draws him anxiously to her arms. He is lost to all

earthly consciousness—one hand is passive in her
tender gi-asp, and the other, with purposeless

energy, is twitching at the fastening of His

girdle. Presently His rejily to their expostu-

lation, "Wist ye not that I must be about my
Father's biisiness ? ",

I said we were to see in the real the wonder of

the Divine.

We behold Him in the picture as they beheld

Him that one day at Jerusalem, clad in an

ordinary garment, the son of a poor carpenter,
but w"e know that He is the Son of God. The

occurrence, which a few days wiU efface from their

recollection, is sacred to us—merely the wonder-

ing ej^es of an intelligent child, as they beheld

his earnest gaze,
—unfathomaljle depth of divine

spirit to us. The sadness of that young face,

which woidd be scarcely perceptible to them,

deepens in oiu' eyes, a foreshadow of that sorrow

which was to cling to His life on earth. They
thought it Avas the surprising talent of a child ;

we know that it was the development of that

wisdom which is divine.

With regard to jNIr. Hunt's conception of the

Holy Family.—As far as I am aware, the Virgin
and Joseph have been generally painted as

conscious of the real nature of their child,
—that

they did not comprehend it is certain. " And

they understood not the saying which he spake
unto them."

There is the mother's tender love in the Virgin's

comitenance, troubled with amazement—amaze-

ment too, and deep feeling, in the father's coun-

tenance : but there is the absence of that respon-
sive sympathy which arises from comprehension
and appreciation. He stands isolated even in his

mother's arms. Alone, as regards human sym-

pathy, in this gi'eat era of His childhood, though
in the midst of the busy life of the Temple, as

He was so often to stand alone, Avithout the solace

of human sympathy and love, in his after life.

When we turn from the group of the Holy

Family, a unity of purpose binds together the

separate details of the picture, and insensibly

draws our thoughts back again to Him. The

consecration of the first-born—the lamb A\athout

blemish borne away for sacrifice—the table of the

money-changer—the seller of doves—the blind

cripple at the gate
—^the superstitious reverence

for the Books of the Law, shown by a child who
is reverently kissing the outer covering

—the

phylacteries on the lirow—the musicians who
have been assisting in the ceremonial of the

Temple, and are gazing curiously on the scene,

little witting that the boy before them is the

descendant of the Royal Psalmist. So it comes to

pass that this truthfid rendering of detail strikes

the chords of those feelings which vibrate in our

hearts with every incident of His sacred career.

A grand prelude to the after ministry of Christ—
conceived in a fine spirit

—as the great musician

places the theme of his leading ideas in the

overture, which ideas are to be wrought to theii-

fulness in the after portions of his work.

It has not been my object to consider the pic-

ture technically ;
that question has been already

very fully discussed in other critiques. Every-

body must acknowledge the marvellous finish of

the execution—utmost delicacy combined with

power of effect—the harmony and richness of the

colouring
—the brightness, true to Eastern climes,

though dazzling to Western eyes
—the wonderful
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painting of the coimtenances. There is no danger
that the technical merit of the picture will be

overlooked, but the high position that it holds

stands on other grouiids than manipulative skill.

We must bear this in mind, that the picture, to

be judged fairly, must be judged by the principle
of realisation—not hastily condemned because it

does not follow the commonly adopted method of

idealisation. Looking at it solely from the ideal

jjoint of view, the meaning and purpose of the

picture would be utterly misunderstood. And
after all, with regard to this question of idealisa-

tion, it is evident, in a system of treatment which
is based upon the principle of embodying the

greatest possible amount of truth, that in the

highest parts of this picture the very power of

realising necessitates the fullest powers of

idealising
—and so, in painting the head of Christ,

the terms realise and idealise become almost

synonymous. In his earnest desire to represent
our Savioiir with the greatest possible truthful-

ness, Mr. Hunt has attained by his method a

result which, in holiness of feeling and depth of

tenderness, rivals the efforts of the greatest
masters of religious art.

I will urge this in conclusion. We may appre-
ciate either principle of religious painting, without-

depi-eciating the other. We may admire the

examples of both methods. It is especially an
error in art-criticism to become a vehement

partisan. There is an appropriateness and a value

in both these principles, and we miserably narrow
the kingdom of Art if we condemn Raphael
because he was not a realist, or Holman Himt
because he is not an idealist. G. U. S.

OF SOME ODD PEOPLE AND ODD
SIGHTS IN LONDON.

Walk about the streets of London with an
observant eye, and amongst other strange sights

you will notice many persons who pass you by
with so abstracted an air that you feel sure that

though their bodies are in London their soids are

out of town. They are smiling fantastically
—they

are making strange gestures
—they are muttering

to themselves—their minds are far indeed from
the turmoil of cabs, and omnibuses, and jostling

jjeople amongst whom they are making their way.
These are the somnambulists of London. They
exist in far greater numbers than is supposed.

By the term somnambidists, I do not of course

mean that these people are asleep in the ordinary
acceptance of the word, but that they are quite as

iinconscious of all sights and sounds around them
as poor Madame Malibran assumed to be when
she stepped over the wooden bridge in the last

act of the famous opera, and let the candlestick

fall. They are dreaming by daylight, and if you
compel their attention by stopping, and addressing
them, you would find them for a moment puzzled

j

and disconcerted, just as a sleeper is when he is I

awakened before his regular time, and pressed
'

back into life. I have more than once seen an
illustrious writer and orator, who has recently !

passed away from amongst vis, walking rapidly

along the streets, and favouring the little boys
with the sonorous periods which, at a later hour, j

he was about to pour upon the heads of his Par-

liamentary antagonists. How the little feUow
with the muffins and the bell would stop short in

his ringing upon being siiddenly informed in a

stern way by a casual passer-by, "that the im-

pulses of a wild democracy—and a democracy had
its impidses

—were as phosphorus on the match,
not Phosphorus the moi-ning star." How the man
who carried the Dutch clocks about, and was

giving notice of his presence by stinking the

hammer against the bell, desisted from his mono-
tonous amusement on being told ' ' that it was
now notorious that he possessed enemies in all the

Cabinets of Europe—friends in none !

" The

I
orators, and declaimers, and thinkers-aloud of the

j

London streets are very numerous. So long, how-

ever, as these outward expressions are merely refer-

ences to the business of the day, which may really

occupy their thoughts, there is not much wonder
that iib should be so. The sights of London are

,

familiar to them ; some particular idea has got

possession of their brain, and their attention is

absorbed. If they are not retentive of speech,
the ideas become words, and fly out to the aston-

ishment of mankind.

These, however, are but the reasonable and
natural somnambulists. The irrelevant speechifj'^-

ing apart, most of us walk about at times with the

soul's eyes cast inwards ;
but I rather mean that

there is in London a large class of persons who

pass through life engaged in a series of imaginary
adventures, and who walk about our streets

utterly unconscious of what is passing around
them. The occasions of questioning people who
suffer from this strange fancy are of course not

very nimierous
; but it would probably be found

that they did not carry out their dreams to legiti-

mate conclusions, as authors do when they invent

the incidents of a novel. They would rather

travel round the same small circle of fancies, like

tethered cattle. With all Dream-land before them,

they are content with half an acre or so for their

own use. Given a sensitive disposition
—a mono-

tonous occupation which requires no particular
effort of attention—a solitary or an unhappy home—and one would expect a London somnambulist
as tlie result. In the coimtry a man could

scarcely indidge in this continuous dreaming with-

out becoming absolutely demented : in London
the movement and stir, and the sight of the shops,
and the constant necessity of avoiding the poles
of the omnibuses and carriages are just sufficient

to assist a man in keeping his wits at call even

though he does not habitually make much vise of

them. In the neighbourhood of the Law Courts

you may constantly see strange clients of this sort

whose lives have been one feverish dream of bills

and answers, and demurrers and rejoinders. The
little old lady who haunts the precincts of the

Chancellor's Court at Lincoln's Inn is not a mere

delusion, nor the invention of an imaginative
writer. You may see her there at her regidar
times and occasions passing in and out of the

archway of Lincoln's Inn which opens vipon

Chancery Lane, chirruping along wdth a bundle of

papers in her hand, just as though she were in

high practice, and getting on as a solicitor.

On the whole, perhaps, the 'Court of Chancery
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is more prolilic of our London somnambulists

th.an any other of onr national institutions. Why
should not the court, which does them so much
liai-m, also endeavour to do to its poor suitors a

little good ? Ever since I have known London, cer-

tain houses on the northern side of Snow Hill have
heen shut ti}" ; so have certain others in Stamford

Street, just where it abuts upon the Blackfriars

Eoad. The houses are in Chancery ; so are many
other hoxises, and blocks of houses, which are

scattered about the great town. Until a man has

carefully examined them externally, and visited

them internally, he has no idea of what urban
desolation means. Generally there is a report in

the neighbourhood that they are haunted
;
but the

real specti'es which hold them as their own, and

keep the human race at bay, are old Parchments
and Dry Forms, and Efjuitable Doctrines, and
such like. I know it is usual for our learned

lawyers in such cases to say that the complaints
of the laity on such points are ignorant and incon-

siderate. " If we look to the great improvements
which have been introduced of late years into the

doctrines, as well as the practice, of the Court of

Chancery ;

—if we i-eflect that it is the guardian
of the orphan and the a\ idow ;

—that it is called

upon to exercise a trauscendant jurisdiction over

trusts, aud that it has already, with a graceful
obedience to the desires of the nation, pensioned off

the Six Clerks and the Masters
;
—if we take into

consideration that where delay occurs—and delay
will sometimes occur even in the administration

of the jurisdiction of Chancery—the suitors, aud
not the court, are in faidt," &c., &c., &c. I say,
that when I hear arguments of this kind pro-

pounded by old Law, or rather Equity Lords in

the House of Peers,—or x^riuted in tine type in

Law Magazines, and so forth,
—my thoughts will

recur to the old abandoned hoiises on Snow Hill,

in Stamford Street, and elsewhere, as a practical
answer to all these alarming denunciations. There
are the arguments, aud there are the results. At
any rate, why should Chancery tenants—for such
indeed are the poor suitors—want houses ?—and

why should Chancery houses want tenants ? As
an intermediate steji, imtil conclusive justice
could be done, why should not these poor people
be allowed to keep these poor houses warm ?

Why should the Chancery houses tumble down,
and the Chancery suitors almost perish, for want
of lodgings, in the streets ? They are amongst
the odd people, and the odd sights of London.
How few outward demonstrations of grief

—
save amoiigst professional beggars who assume
the semblance of the pauper from interested

motives—do you find about the streets of a town
which contains a population approaching to some-

thing hke 3,000,000 of human beings! London
laments itself in-doors. There may indeed be seen
a few examples of noisy, feminine sorrow in the

stern, strong courtyard of the Central Criminal

Court, when some trial is going on which keeps
the minds of the outsiders in suspense. Such a one—

amongst some other painful enough incidents of

the like kind—was this. A lad was to be tried—
for what precise offence I am not able to say ;

but at any rate his wretched mother was deluded

by one of the vile touters who hang about the

court, to place her confidence in his emjdoyer.
In order to make up the necessary sum for his

defence, she had sold her bed—she had sold or

pawned her table and chairs—her clothes, with
the exception of the few rags she had on her back—and even to her flat-irons. Still the sum was

incomplete
—still the touter was inexorable—still

the case was about to be called on—and the counsel

woidd not appear, save the fee was there—at least

so the agent said. The woman had done all she

could—her last bolt was shot—she sat rocking
backwards and forwards, feeling that her boy was
innocent—(he really was acquitted at a later

hour, and upon very conclusive evidence),—but
that he certainly would be condemned, because

no gentleman was there to take his cause in hand.

At this moment a strongly-built, ill-favoured sort

of girl
—she might have lieen seventeen years of

age
—the mourner's daughter, and the prisoner's

sister, came in, and piassed a few shillings into

the mother's hand. No questions were asked as

to how she had become possessed of the money ;

it was handed straightway to the touter, and he

disappeared into the body of the court. Siddons

or O'Neil, Eachel or Ristori, might have tasked

their marvellous dramatic powers to the utmost,
but they could scarcely have simulated the woe-

worn look of the mother, or the cool indifference

of the daughter, w"ho was rather disposed than
not to laugh and joke with the other women
about, whilst waiting for the verdict. This also

was one of the odd sights of London, if we speak
of real grief ; but the simulation of it is as absurd

as the reality is what a man had rather not wit-

ness if he cannot be of help.
There are men who go aboiit London, and levy

contributions on the charitable, by falling down

ajqiarently into fits. They fill their mouths with
some preparation, probably of the nature of soap,
in order to produce foam ; and really, until you
know that the exhibition is a mere trick, it is one

of the most appalling nature. One of the pro-
fessors of this mystery I remember to have seen

busy in the exercise of his profession close to the

National Gallery. He had chosen the place for

his entertainment very ha])pily just in the corner

at the western side, where the rails make an angle
with the houses, and there is a kind of comfortable

nttle sick-bay, full in the pubhc sight, but yet

unprofaned by the xniblic tread. The poor wi-etch

w\as just getting himself into the full swing of his

little exhibition, that is to say, he had fallen or

thrown himself down on the ground ; he was

writhing about in strange agony ;
he was beating

his poor head against the pavement ; he was roll-

ing his eyes about in a manner terrible to behold ;

and he had just succeeded in producing a fine I'ich

foam. There was a crowd about him fidl of sym-

pathy and sorrow. One good Samaritan was

holding up his head, and another had loosed his

shii't-coUar. Some were for a cab and the hos-

pital : others for letting the poor sufferer lie still

imtil the fit had spent its fiuy. At this moment
a policeman came up, and made his way through
the crowd. No sooner had he caught sight of the

sufferer, than he denounced him as one of the

biggest vagabonds and imposters of London ;
and

true to his instincts as a guardian of the public
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peace, desired thefiilse con^^^lsionist instantly "to
leave oif them games, aud move oii !

" A person
who happened casually to be present, suggested
that the purposes of public justice woidd be much
better answered if this clever performer vs^ere

allowed to bring his entertaining and interesting

performance to its natural conclusion. Policeman
Z 999, happened, for once in a way, to be a man
of some little intelligence, and assented to the

proposition. The more the man in the sham -tit

twisted and writhed about, the more the crowd
were delighted ;

and when he foamed at the

mouth with extra energy, as though to vindicate

his ailment, they cheered him as they woidd a

favourite performer who had made a good hit. A
more ridiculous scene could scarcely be imagined.
At last the man condescended to recover his

senses, and slunk av/ay in a very sheepish manner

indeed, with a mild reproach to the by-standers

upon their ignorance of the treatment which

ought to be adopted in cases so distressing as

his own.*
Let us not linger too long amongst the dismals

and the sham-dismals, for really in human life

there is no use in "piling up the agony" too

high. He must be a cross-grained, morbid sort of

curmudgeon who does not see, that with all its

trials and troubles, this world contains more bless-

ings than curses. Shall we cast a glance at these

Ethiopian Serenaders and jugglers ? It is a

curious fact, that the Ethiopian Serenader has
become hardened into an institution. The trade

of the mere street-singer was not a very thriving

one, when the sublime thought occurred to some

manager, or undertaker of enterprises of this

kind, that it woidd be well to give the London

public a taste of "Nigger music." The idea was
a prolific one : it has proved one of the most
successful hits of our time. For awhile we all of

us abandoned our martial, and maritime, and

poaching, and sporting, aud sentimental melodies,
and took to "

goin' down de river on de Ohio !"

or asking the young ladies of Buffalo if "they
coiddn't come out to-night?" or bewailing our-

selves over the imtimely fates of Mary Blane or

Lucy Neal. Tf I remember right, the sjieculation
was originally a Yankee one—a new and a not very
illegitimate endeavour to discount the domestic
institution in another form. Weil—we had these

Ethiops of all kinds, and with all varieties of cos-

tume
; but they always adhered to the particular

instruments with which the original black men
had first won their way to public favour—the

banjo, the guitar, the tambourine, and the bones.
The gentleman with the banjo always undertook
the more sentimental business

;
he of the guitar

graceful jjassion, but not without a vein of true

feeling ; the bearer of the tambourine gave him-
self up to the madness of the moment

;
and

" bones "
w^as always the merry fellow—the low-

comedian of the party. This division of labour
has been steadily maintained, now that Ethiopian
serenaders perambidate our streets in every direc-

* One of these performers, a thirstier soul tlian tlie rest,
•wore a placard round his neck, which became visible as
soon as his waistcu:it came open, which it did invariably.
The placard said: "lam liable to these fits ; don't bleed me;
give lite some hrandij-and-water."

tion, and the exercise of the craft has taken its

place amongst the legitimate professions. Yv'ere a

son of mine to come to me and say, "Father, I

have turned the matter over in my mind, and I

had rather become an Ethiop than be called to the

Bar, as a means of livehhood !

"
I would not dis-

miss the youth in a harsh aud sudden way from
the paternal presence. To be sure, the prizes at

the Bar are greater, but there is an earlier compe-
tence to be found amongst the serenaders. If an

experienced banjo-man, now, would take you up
and give you an opening, or if you could marry
into the family of a well-established "bones,"
there might be something in it. I had the curi-

osity ouce to invite a troop of these fellows to a

public-house, and to endeavour to find out their

histories. They were young men vAt\\ the regiUar

wigs (just like the Bar), and the blackened faces,

and the tight white trousers, and wonderful hats.

One told me he had been apprenticed to the river ;

"bones" had a most decided Irish accent; and
the tambotirine-man had originally been a shoe-

maker. I forget about the fourth. What a

change for the better it must have been from the

shoemaker's low stool and monotonous employ-
ment, to the full, rich, rollicking life of the

London streets ! I understood at once how it

was that my swart and sable friend had taken the

tambourine part. Pent-up Nature would have
her way. He Avas making amends for the cobbler's-

wax of years. What a difierence between the

confinement of his limbs on that wretched stool of

industrj', and his strange antics as he struck his

tambourine—now upon his head—now with his

hand—now against his knee—and revelled, as it

were, in the very madness of Ethiopian ecstacy.
I wish that I could remember the exact sum they
told me they were able to divide amongst their

little band one day with another ;
but certainly I

am not wrong when I say it was considerably
more than they could have earned unless they
had taken rank amongst the skilled workmen of a

good trade. But, then, they had besides a full

freedom from restraint, and from the foreman's

watchfid eye. They could go in and out as they
pleased. On race-days at Epsom or Ascot they
were there. There was the glorious imcertainty
of the thing as well to be taken into account as an
additional inducement to a young man of ill-

regulated mind. A lad of an adventurous spirit

might do worse than join the Ethiopians.
It is to be doubted if the caUiug of the juggler

possesses as many advantages. The training for

the profession is so severe that it kills many
neophytes, aud then they are a rough set. The

only test of excellence is bodily strength or agility.
He who would attain to anything like social dis-

tinction amongst his fellows must be able to

knock them all down in succession—or, if knocked
down himself, to jump vip with a summersault,
and land upon his opponent's shoulders. The

training for this sort of career begins at a very

early age, when the joints are most supple, and
the human frame is capable of being twisted into

as many shapes as though it were made of gutta-

percha. Of course, in the streets, we only see the

result of the training when the members of the

family of Mark Tubbs resolve themselves into a
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pyramid, of which Mr. M. T. is the hase and

Bobby the apex. Two young gentlemen—the

second and third sons—talce their stand upon the

paternal shoulders, and poor little Robert, when
this arrangement is completed, swarms up in some
inconceivable way to his proper and exalted

position iipou the shoulders of his brethren. He
has ceased to feel any pride in his exaltation.

With his little conjuror's band or fillet round his

head, and his flesh-colonred suit of tights very
dirty at the knees, and his poor little hollow

stomach, and his worn-out pumps, he knows too

well the meaning of all this grandeur. Let him
make but a false step, or a slip in the course of

the ijerfoi'mance, and, independently of the risk

of breaking his small neck, he knows what he has

to expect from the justice of his muscular kins-

folk. Just let them get away from the archway
out of public sight, and down by the dead-wall,
and our young friend Robert knows well enough
that he will be held up by his ear, as though he
were a black-and-tan terrier, and passed from foot

to foot like a football in the west country upon a

summer's evening. This is the residt of an un-

successful performance : but when matters go
well, and the treasury is full, Robert knows that

his share of the plunder will be contined to a

stealthy and childish "
piiU

"
at the pot of porter

for which he has been despatched to the adjacent

public-house (he replaces the froth with his dirty

hand), and, possibly, to the greasy paper in which
the cooked ham from the ham-and-beef shop has

been " fetched." It is certainly very nice to lick

this well over—especially when little bits of fat

adhere to it—but, still, exertions so violent, and
so successful, might have deserv^ed a higher
reward.

Let no one imagine that the juggler's or acrobat's

triumphs are easily won. It is not so easy as it

looks at first sight to keep half-a-dozen balls up in

the air at one time, nor to catch all those rings in

the horn, nor to do the sword trick, nor to keep
the long pole well balanced on the belt whilst

your youngest child is sprawling iipon his stomach

upon the small piece of wood at the top, and staring
into the drawing-room windows. It seems as nothing
when you see the feat accomplished by passed-
masters in the art

; but let any Paterfamilias just
lie down on his back on the lloor, toss his feet up in

the air, and then select from amongst his progeny
some small thing about two or three years of age,
and keep it twisting in the air merely by slightly

kicking it as he can touch it with his feet. Nay,
any one who had not devoted some little time and
attention to the acquisition of the necessary skill

would find not a little difficulty in swinging that

kind of rope about with which the acrobats clear

the ground, and keep a proper area for their per-
formances. It is a curious enough sight, if you
can procure admission to the domestic circle of

such a jirofessor as Mr. Mark Tubbs. The plan T

employed myself was to seek instruction in the
art of kee])ing the balls in the air

; but, of course,
all that is necessary is to find a colourable excuse
for presenting Mr. jNI. T. with a trifiing gratuity.
The man I got hold of appeared a very honest
fellow

; he came from near Sittingl)ourne ;
he was

not a gipsy, you could tell that from his skin and

his eyes ; and he was not a drunkard, that could
be inferred in great measure from his own appear-
ance, still more so from that of his wife. The
face of a drunkard's wife weU-nigh invariably
gives you the key to the story. They lived or

lodged on a ground-floor on the Surrey side of the

Thames, not far distant from the Victoria Theatre.
I spent a very delightful evening with the Tubbses.
The great idea of the head of the family was to

get out with all his belongings to Australia
; but

it was very strange, that although ^Irs. T. evi-

dently disliked that her youngest child should be

brought up to the family profession
—although

she was exceedingly averse to see her second

daughter committed to the career of an opera-
dancer, upon which that young lady had already
entered

;
and althoiigh her crowning infelicity

was that the twins, who, at the moment she was

speaking of them, were running after a cat upon
the low wall of the court-yard at the back of the

house, should take infantine parts in one of the

transpontine theatres which I forbear to name,—
still she talked of the sacrifices which they must
make if they abandoned their native land, and all

the associations so dear to their hearts. Poor

people
—they seemed so gi-ateful that anybody

with a decent coat on his back shoidd take an
interest in their fortunes—otherwise than by
offering them tracts and unctuous advice—that it

was with difficulty I coidd restrain them from

giving me a private performance. What yoimg
pirates the boj's were, to be sure ; and although
they were only fifteen or sixteen years of age,
how awkwardly they would have turned upon
you in the street if, sv/elling with patrician dis-

dain, you had called them "young scoundrels,"
and threatened them with a touch of the horse-

whip. I protest I would as soon have had two of

the hunting leopards in the Zoological Gardens let

loose upon me aliout feeding time, with a sugges-
tion from the keeper that I was toothsome and
nice. They could walk about on their hands, and

keep balls up in the air
bj'' merely develoi)ing and

contracting the inner muscle of the arm, and

catching the baU upon it as it fell. They walked
round the ledge of the room, which was so narrow
that j'ou would scarcely have thought a cat could

find a foot-hold iipon it. This was the famous
feat of which Jackson the pugilist

—Lord Byron's
tutor—was so proud ;

but these boys thought

nothing of it. Even if you could have hit a

stronger blow than these young gentlemen
—a fact

which I much doubt—you would scarcely have
had a chance of touching them, so nimble and

agile were they in shifting their ground ;
and if

by a miracle you had touched them, you woidd
have hurt your own knuckles much more than

their hard heads. I must not, however, dwell

too long upon my recollections of this delightful
soiree. The end of the tale was tragical enough.
Some months afterwards, on calling at Acrobat

Lodge, I found no one at home save Mrs. Tubbs,
who was with her arms in the wash-tub. Since

our pleasant evening she had been relieved from

all anxiety upon the subject of the Twins.

It appeared that the poor children had caught
the measles, without anybodjr being the wiser.

"They seemed ailing and out of sorts," Mrs.
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T. said :
" but then cliildiirn are allays

gettin in sarts and out o' salts, and we didn't

think nothink on it." The result was, that the

young Thesjiians attended at their theatre at the

usual time to fulfil their engagements. They had
to appear as Peace and Plenty, amidst a great

display of red-light, at the end of a grand spectacle,

which was drawing uncommonly well. They did

so appear, and scattered their choicest blessings

upon the world in general, and this dear, dear

England in particular. When they got home,
after the conclusion of this act of benevolence,
there was no doubt any longer as to their being
out of sorts. The measles had been driven in—or had struck in—I really do not know the

exact phrase which is used upon such occasions ;

but the end was, that poor little Peace and

Plenty were carried out of Acrobat Lodge next

Sunday morning in two little coffins, and slept

quietly henceforward side by side—and the cat in

the back-yard sate purring on the wall on a space
which was toleral)ly clear of broken glass, and
was puzzled to think why the Twins did not

come to chase her in the usual way.
I fear that some of our readers may think that

I am attaching too much weight to the sorrows

and trials of the poor. A man now-a-days is said

to be fond of the "
slums," whenever he gets out

of the stratum in which Lords Frederick and

Augustus, and Ladies Blauche and Mildred, are

to be found
; or out of the groove along which pale

scholar- like young Puseyite clergymen quickly
slide along to all the beatitudes, and, like dear,

good fellows as they are, do not refuse to associate

the destinies of wealthy Evelinas with their own, as

soon as they are satisfied that the young ladies in

question hold correct opinions upon the subject
of the rheumatic ailment with which Saint

Margaret's favourite pigeon was afflicted. Still,

as the world goes, the "slums" are so very
populous, and the more blessed and interesting

people are so few in number, and have had such
uumeroiis biographers, that one may be pardoned
for occasionally sparing a Avord to the sorrows and

struggles of those unfortunate persons who have
to fight a round for very existence every day
of their lives. Never mind—paullo majora
canamus. Let us get to the corner of St.

James's Street upon a Drawing Room day, and
if you cannot spend an hour or two there
in philosophic investigation, and see odd people
and odd sights in abundance, you must be
hard indeed to please, and rather wanting in

powers of discernment. As a general rule the
ladies do not look theii- best in that more than

evening costume, and under the garish light of

the sun. They are somewhat—I beg their par-
dons for the profane suggestion

— as the belated

masqiiers whom a very late, or a very early,
Londoner occasionally comes across in the neigh-
bourhood of Covent Garden when a masked ball

has been held on the previous night. Still there are

bright young faces enough to satisfy even the
most critical spectators, although in the case of

many of the dowagers, one might wish that a

little of their ample skirts had been transferred to

another portion of their costly habiliments. The
I)rettiest sight is that of the young girl who is

going to be presented, and vipon whose white soul

the shadows of gold sticks, and chamberlains, and
ushers have fallen heavily. She really beUeves

in all these things, and is struck with awe.

The drawing-room days, however, are now very
different from what they were when T was a

lad—not that I therefore wish to wring my
hands and lament myself over the tarnished

lustre of the British crown. Twenty-live years
have told with much effect upon the social ar-

rangements of the country, and the country is

all the better for it. Why should the upper-

lobby be left in the possession of a few hun-

dred persons, when there are thousands upon
thousands whose strong heads have conquered
for their country a high place amongst the

nations of the M'orld, and for themselves influ-

ence and substantial jjower and wealth ? It

would have been an ill-day for the Court had
it been determined that, under no circumstances,
Miss Spillsby shoiild be presented by her illus-

trious parent, Mrs. Spillsby, "upon the occasion

of having piirchased her Brussels lace fall,"

or Mr. Dobbs by Mr. Lobbs "upon his return

from the Isle of Wight." If our friend Spillsby
is the great pivot upon which the return of the

Yorkshire members must always depend ; and if

Mr. Dobbs employs some thousands of hands in

his Welsh Iron Works, it woiUd be somewhat
unsafe to offend their not very unpardonable

vanity. They have won their way to the top of

the tree
; they want to pluck a plum or two, and

drop it in the parched moiiths of their wives and

daughters, sick and panting with legends of Ladies

Flora, Wilhelmina, &c. &c. ; why not ? Still,

with all this—oh, vanity of vanities !
—do not, oh,

excellent ]\Irs. John Smith !
—do not turn up your

sweet nose in that disdainful way upon your poor
feUow-creatures who have gathered together this

day to admire and reverence your majesty and

grandeur. The game of scorn is a double-wicket

business. Your husband, the revered J. S., worked

early and late at his mill—whether it was a

cotton-mill, or a law-miU, or a money-mill—and
there you are ; but do not forget, that at the

bottom of that sloping street, and within those old

brick walls, there are hundreds of ladies, all

radiant with diamonds and jewels, even as you
are yourself, but who have a clear logical right to

think of you as dirt, if your theory be correct.

Go, therefore, to the Drawing-Room, and make

your curtesy in the most approved fashion ; and I

trust that our Gracious Sovereign will so far recog-
nise your importance as to send you subsequently
an intimation that one of her balls woidd not be

complete withotit your presence ;
but be calm,

Mrs. Smith, be thankfid and calm.

What on earth is that brass band playing away
for with such energy in Arlington Street ? Surely
that cannot be a feature iu the festivities of the

Court. There has been a marriage there this

morning ;
and although the happy couple whose

destinies were united by the art magic of the Very
Reverend Somebodj% assisted by the Reverend

Otherbody, have long since departed for the sylvan
shades of Broghill, en route for the Continent, these

Geiman musicians are of opinion that there are

still a few shillings to be blown out of the house.
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They are the

this iiiorning,

\-erance they
the long run,

third band that has been there

and by dint of energy and perse-
will no doubt carry their point in

for the very housemaids would

think it a shame if the musicians were to go
unrewarded upon so solemn an occasion as that of

Miss Lucy's marriage—she is now Lady Malthop
of four hours' standing

—a capital match, in which
the old Shropshire Stukeleys bartered away that

I

amount of consideration which results from living
the same place against the golden results of

Malthop's Entire. We are not, however, con-
cerned with the marriage—it is to the brass band
of Gei-mans that I wished to call a moment's
attention. It is a fact that it is a very gainfid

speculation for the poorer children of the " Father-
land "

to unite in these harmonious troojjs, and
to spend a few months amongst us, or even a
few years. They are, for the most part, respect-
able lads, and the sons of respectable people.

During their stay amongst us there is little to be
said against them—much in their favour. There

(Page 69.)

is but one case in my recollection—it occurred

the other day—in which a German band has been

brought up for annoying a family or neighbour-
hood after they had been warned to move off. Has

anyone ever seen any of these German musicians

drunk about the streets ? I never have. They
have done much to cidtivate and refine the national

taste for instrumental music, and may fairly say
that what we give them is for value received. Their

instrumentation is generally good—at times, ex-

cellent and faultless. It may, not, perhaps, be

siifficiently known how far these wanderers have
inoculated us with their fondness for music. You
will find them not only about the streets of

London—which is their title to mention here—

but in all the watering places and large countxy
towns—nay, in our very villages and country
houses— in all tea-gardens, and Tivolis, and

dancing jilaces. The humblest dancers in our

day can have as good music to dance to as that

which regulated the courtly steps of the mis-

tresses and masters of their grandmothers and

grandfathers. There is no reason to regret that

the old trio of harp, fiddle, and cornopean, which
so long constituted the instrumental music of the

London streets, is at an end.

The other evening, when it was just dusk,

during the inclement season of June, as I was

coming home, I fell upon three of the pifferari

whom you lind at Chi-istmas time in such num-
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bers in the Piazza di Spagna at Rome, and about

the Chiaja of Naples, dancing and grinding away
at their little hurdy-gurdies, just as though
London in the awful month of June, ISCO, was

any fitting place for such dirty children of the

South. It is clear enough that these poor people
never came here on their own account, nor

upon the suggestions of their own brains. They
must be the human merchandise out of which
some Italian slave-dealer looks to make a good
profit ;

and it is to be hoped he will be disap-

pointed. Were they exported direct from Naples ?

did they grind their way all through Italy, and

across the Swiss mountains, and down the Rhine ?

How did they manage to find money to pay their

fares across the Chaunel? The first supposition
is probably the correct one

;
but really our own

Scotch bag-pipers are quite a sufBcient affliction

for a human society, without any leaven from

abroad. It never can be worth the while of the

wretched creatures themselves to try this English

joiirney as a commercial adventure like the

Germans. The Germans are tradesmen—these

people are beggars. It is scarcely advisable to

come so far as England from Italy in search of

alms. The little Savoyards with the white mice,

and the organ-grinders from Parma, have become
an institution ;

it would be iiseless to say a word
about them. They, too, are mainly imported by
speculators upon a venture ; and oftentimes, if

their stories are to be believed, have enough to

bear. One night on coming home through the

Kegent's Park, and on the side of the enclosure

by the wooden palings, I saw something which
looked at first in the gloom like an overturned

cab, or something of that description. On cross-

ing over I found that it was an encampment of

little Savoyards, who had piled their organs up so

as to give them shelter from the wind, and had
clubbed their filth and their warmth, and were

lying all together asleep. London M"as the Prairie

to these little travellers from the South. Their

story was, that they had not earned money
enough in the day to secure them a favourable

reception from the 2>afZ>'ofte at night. They
were afraid of being beaten if they returned home,
and so had preferred taking their rest al fresco
in the Eegent's Park.

The native ballad-singers are at best a dreary
set, and not to be eucouraged. It is not, how-

ever, one of the pleasant sights of London when

you see a drab of a woman with an infant at her

breast, dragging two wretched children by the

hands through the muck and mire of the streets

after a day of down-pour, such as we have known
of late, and when the pavement, illuminated by
the gas-light, is gloss j"-

with rain. What a cruel

irony it is to hear such a creatm-e shouting out in

a husky way—
Through pleasures and palaces, where'er we may roam,
Yet go where we can there is no place like home.

Home, home, sweet home.

Nor is one quite disposed to believe in the genuine-
ness of the destitution of that tidily-dressed man
in the rusty but well-brushed suit of black Avho

perambulates the streets, accompanied by his lady
and their numerous family

—all neatly though

poorly dressed—and the youngest ones with Avhite

pinafores of irreproachable cleanliness. He looks

like a schoolmaster, and the presumption is that

he is in difficulties. It is, however, to be feared

that there is something too professional about the

manner in which every member of the family,
from the parents down to the youngest child,

pauses every now and then, pivots about on her

or his own heel, and sweeps the windows of the

street which they may at that moment happen to

be making tuneful with hungry gaze. They know
what they are about too well. Again, no one can be

said to have made a complete study of the streets

of London unless he has mastered the difficidt

subject of the sweepers, from the dear old lady at

the bottom of the Haymarket, who is, I am told,

a miUionnaire, and the Hindu gentleman in St.

James's Square, downwards. These two are well-

nigh, if not quite, at the top of the profession.
I have only spoken

—and quite in a random and

disjointed way—of a few of the odd sights and per-
sons which any person of common observation

must notice as he walks about the streets of Lon-

don. It would be a very different tale if I were

to ask the reader to accompany me in a little stroll

whilst I talked to him of what was passing

through the brains of the passers-by
—

plain, well-

dressed men, with nothing very noticeable about

them. But now it is John Sadleir fumbling with
the cream-jug; now Felice Orsini with a hand-

grenade in a side -pocket ; now Pidlinger on the

way to attend the funeral of his relative, whilst

the directors of the Union and the Bank-parlour

people are talking him over. These are notabili-

ties
; but, reader, if you are a person who would

rather study human life from realities than from

books, keep your eyes open as you walk about the

streets of Ldudon, and you will find in them odd

sights and odd people enough. Gamma.

THE BEE IN THE BONNET.

Of course when I i-eceived a letter from little

Ned Ward, annoimcing that p,t last he w'as going
to be hap{)y, I ought to have felt sjinpathctically

joyful. When the letter went on to state that I

must, under extraordinary penalties, present my-
self that evening at his chambers in Crown Office

Row, to partake of a gorgeous bancpiet in honoiir

of the occasion, and to di-ink lier health in a great
number of bumpers, I ought to have accejjfed the

invitation with a rapt alacrity, and have con-

ducted myself generally in a light-hearted and

genial manner. No doiibt that would have been
the right sort of tone to have taken. I accepted
the invitation, certainly. I wrote a short letter

of congratulation even. I hoped he might be

happy—no end of happy—with her, whoever she

might be : and yet I did not feel very warmly or

very cheerfully in the business. It seemed to me
as though I were coming in second in a race.

He had always been little Ned Ward to mc.
He was my junior : he had been ray fag at school.

He had been a little pale-faced boy, very thin and

weakly, with dry, fair hair, and a blue jacket and

bright buttons, when I had been an iiltra-grov.ni

youth suffering acutely in stick-ups, and per-

plexedly grand in a tail-coat. But now things
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were changed. Professioncally lie was a barrister

in the Temple. I was simply an attorney in

Essex Street. He had been decidedly successfid.

T had been decidedly less fortunate. Socially, I

think I may be permitted to say, that he was a

swell. He was the neatest hand at tying a white

neckcloth I ever saw ; he wore exquisite gloves,

and boots of exceeding varnish
;
he could sing

hght tenor songs (his F was a comfortable and

melodious note, his G certainly more hazardous

and less harmonic) ; he could plaj^ (a little) on the

flageolet ;
his hair curled naturally, and his amber

whiskers were so luxuriously pendent, that I some-

times wondered he was not rebidied by the Bench

Ifor excess of hirsuteness on their account. Of

myself it behoves me to speak with reserve ; but

I will admit that I don't count myself a great

drawing-room triumph. I never could tie a white

neckerchief. I am uneasy in lacquered boots.

I have no ear for mvisic
; my hair does not curl,

and my whiskers are of rather a common-place

pattern. Of old, I used to patronise him, and

considered I had done rather a generous thing
when I admitted a junior boy to terms of equal

friendship. Now, however, I had begun to fancy
that he had lately been rather })atting me on the

head. He had gone past me in a number of ways ;

and now he was going to be married before me.

Ned Ward had beaten me, in fact. I did not

like owning it
; yet I felt it to be true, and,

somehow, the feeling grated a little on my self-

conceit.

It was a didl November afternoon, and though
the clock of St. Clement Danes had only just
struck three, it was so dark and foggy that the

office candles—massive dips, with a tendency to

gutter, and otherwise coiuluct themselves dis-

agreeably
—were already lighted. I had as yet no

staff of clerks, to be partitioned out into Chancery,

Convej^auciug, and Common Law sections. The
office boy. Mason, who bore the courtesy title of
" Mr." Mason—and whose sujjposed occupation it

was to be "generally useful," a mission which he

construed into getting into complicated dilemmas
with the ink-bottles, and being a perpetual
obstruction in all business matters with which he

was entrusted—had been sent round to Crown
Office Row with my letter to little Ned Ward.
I was just considering whether there was really

any more work to be done that required me to

adhere to routine office hoiu's, or whether I might
not just as well walk down the Strand to St.

James's Park and back, by way of getting myself
into a better humour and improving my appetite
for my friend's dinner, when entered my room

my other clerk, oMr. Beale, and x)resented me
with a card, informing me that the gentleman
whose name it bore desired very much to see me.

"Captain Brigham, R.N." Could he be a new
cHent ! But I had no time for reflection. I

raised the shades of my candlesticks, to distribute

the light more generally about the room, and
became conscious of the presence of a tall, stout,

elderly gentleman, with a tiaxen wig and gold

spectacles. I begged him to be seated. He bowed

pohtely, placed an ebony walking-stick heavily
moiinted with silver and decked with copious
black silk tassels on the table beside him, and a

very shiny hat with a vivid white lining on the

floor, and then calmly seated himself facing me
at my desk. Without speaking, he drew off his

black kid gloves and drojiped each into his hat.

He produced a heavy gold snuff-box, and solaced

himself with no stinted })inch. He waved away
all stray grains of snuff with a large red and green
silli handkerchief, and then addressed me.

" My name is Brigham, as you see by my card,—Captain Brigham, Royal Navy. I have come
to you on a matter of business. Do you take

snuff ? No ? Quite right
—bad habit—^^^sh I

coidd leave it off. I have been recommended to

come to yoii, and place myself entirely in your
hands. No matter who gave me that ad\ace. I

intend to follow it. You will give me your
assistance ?

"

I assured him that I slioidd be happy to aid

him, as far as lay in my power.
" You're very kind. Quite the answer I ex-

pected : I may say quite. Are you alone here ?

May I speak to you in confidence—in jjerfeet con-

fidence ?"

For his satisfaction, I rose to see that the door

leading into the clerk's office was securely closed.

He resumed.
" I am placed, sir, at this present moment, in a

position of extreme pain."
He drew himself nearer to the fire.

' ' Few men, sir, can venture to say that they
are suffering as I am."
He put his feet on the fender, and rubbed his

plump white hands blandly together.
" I can assure you, sir, I have not brought my-

self to open this business to you without the most

intense deliberation."

He arranged his flaxen -wig in a calm, carefid

way, pulling it down tightly over his ears.

He made five distinct Gothic arches by joining
his hands, very careful that the crowns of the

arches, represented by the tops of his fingers,

shoidd meet and fit in a thoroughly workmanlike

manner
;
and through the vista thus established

contemplated steadily his feet ou the fender. He

appeared to me quite an ideal old gentleman,

dined, and at peace with aU the world. He
resumed :

" It is a very common saying, sir, that there is

a skeleton in every house. The saying may be

utterly false in regard to many houses ;
it is

enough to say that 1 feel it to be true in regard to

mine. I have a skeleton in my house."

I could only look attentive and curious : I

coidd only bov/ acquiescently, and motion him to

proceed.

"My daughter, sir, is m7i skeleton."

He said it abruptly, with a snap of his snuff-box

lid by way of an effective accompaniment.
"Indeed!"
"True, sir, true, painfully true. Here it is,

sir, here
"—and he touched his forehead two or

three times with a fat forefinger, still holding his

gold snuff-box in his hand. "I believe a 'loose

slate
'

IS the vulgar title of the malady she suffers

under. Her mother was a poor creature, very
weak and frail. Dead, sir, dead, many years.

StiU I coidd hardly assert that the ' loose slate
'

was fully developed m her case. But the state of
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my poor chikl atlmits of no doubt. Others may-
be duped ; the cunning of lunacy may impose
upon many ; but a jiarent's eye, sir, a i)arent's

eye ! Do you think, sir, that you can take in a

parent's eye ?
"

He removed his spectacles, and rubbed his eyes

violently with his red-and-green silk handkerchief,
as though he were pohshing them up for exhi-

bition.
' ' And is her present state such as to require

control ':

"

"
Upon some siich jjoints as these, and generally

as to the measures that may be legally taken

resjiecting hei", I desire to ask your opinion. Is

she dangerous ? you would say. Well, perhaps I

shoidd be disinclined to apply so j^ainful a term.

Limacy, as I have before hinted, is gifted with

great cunning. Upon many points those in the

habit of seeing her constantly and intimately
would very probably pronoimce her sane."

' ' She sutlers then, I conclude, from some kind
of monomania."

"Precisely. It is a dreadful thing to say, su%
but I am positively persecuted by my own child."

He warmed his bauds, and rubbed them com-

fortably together.
" I am her victim, sir. The vials of her lunacy,

if I may be allowed to say so, are turned upon
me—her father, sir, her poor old father ! She is

a dear good gii-1, sir, a good dear girl, though I

say it, but she renders my life completely
unendurable. I am subjected, sir, to a perse-
cution that is killing me."
To see that smooth, bland, rotund old gentleman,

calmly warming his silk handkercliief by the tire,

one woidd have thought that his djdng of perse-
cution was quite the last fate he was undergoing,
or likely to imdergo. He was one of those old

gentlemen who have a sort of picturesque daintiness

about them. His linen was perfectly got up—his

frill seemed to have been pleated by machinery,
it was so even

;
his black satin waistcoat was

siugidarly glossy ;
and his tight grey trousers were

strapped over the most resplendently pohshed
Wellingtons I ever saw.

" What particidar form does this persecution
assimie?"

He paused for a mmute, as though reflecting,

turning about the while the massive seals which,
suspended from a thick curb chain, acted as buoys,
and demonstrated where his watch was sunk.

"It is one of the well-knovv-n characteristics of

lunacy, and thoroughly uriderstood by those M^ho
have studied its economy, when the sufferer is

thoroughly convinced of his sanity, and strenuous
in accusing those around him—even those who
shoidd be dearest to him—of his own malady.
Thus my poor child, in the most alarming paroxysms
of her attacks, does not hesitate to charge even me
with hghtheadedness ! This is not much, you will

say. But when with the subtlety of her com-

I)laiat she proceeds to induce others to believe her
accusation—when I find there is a deep-laid plan
to pursue me everywhere with this strange idea,
and to surround me with a system of surveillance
that is positively terrible in its perfectness—then,
sir, I begin to take alarm, and I complain of

persecution ; not unnaturally, I think.
"

"A very singidar case."
" I believe entu-ely without precedent."
"Are you prepared with any medical evi-

dence?"
' ' Not at present. But—T see—it is necessp.ry.

I will at once proceed with this, and then see you
again. WiU not that be the better course ?"

"
Certainly. I woidd only suggest great cau-

tion and secresy in all that you do, and your at

once seeing your medical man with a view to some
examination of the sufi'erer.

"

' '

Sir, I cannot thank you too much for yoiir
admirable coimsel. Just what I could have ex-

pected of you. I ^vill be prepared to lay before

you certain ascertained facts touching the case,

and then see you again. ^Vhen ? AVill Monday
suit ? Let us say, then, Mondaj^, at three o'clock.

Again let me thank you. Oh, this is the way out,

is it? Thank you. Good-day—Good-day."
I sat for some time considering the matter over,

I took down from the book-shelves certain of the

authorities on lunacy. I began to study the prac-
tice in regard to lunatics, and especially as to

what it was necessary to do in the office of the

Masters in Lunacy in Liucoln's-Inn-Fields. Then
it occurred to me, what little information I was

l^ossessed of after all, and how foohshly I had
abstained from making inquiries. How old was
Miss Brigham ? Was she a minor ? Was she an
heiress ? Would it be necessary to place her

under the benign protection of the Court of Chan-

cery ? To appoint a Committee, and take the

accounts of her estate in the usual manner ? He
was a gentlemanly old man : was lie rich ?

would he pay my bill ? He was very courteous

and polite ; but little affected, though, at his

daughter's sad state. He had nothing of the nav;il

officer about him—nothing whatever ;
in fact, he

looked much more like a wholesale wine merchant
with a villa residence at Tooting or iluswell HiU.

Mr. Mason entered precipitately : very inky as

to his fingers, and with a piece of red tape tied

round his head to prevent his hair falling over his

eyes, which imparted to him an acrobatic rather

than a legal aspect.
"I have no more letters, Mr. Mason."
A grin broke up the sallow monotony of his

face.
"
Please, sir, here's a lady wants to see you ;

don't give her name."
" Show her in, sir, directly."
And a little lady presently entered. I had

only just time to notice that she was dressed in

black silk, with pace
'

velvet trimmings, and
an ample black velvet cloak. Her bonnet and

gloves were also puce colour, and she wore her
black veil half down, which, being sprinkled with

embroidery, gave a pleasant variegation to the

upper part of her face ; M-hile the pretty little red-

hpped mouth and daintily pointed chin, nibbed,
as it were, by a dimple, made the lower half look

very winning indeed. She carried a handsome

mother-of-pearl card-case, but had evidently for-

gotten to make use of her cards. At any rate,

she made no attempt in the first instance to put
me in possession of her name.
"Oh pray excuse me,"— such a hght, soft,

silvery voice. "I am sure I owe you a hundred
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apologies for intruding iipon you in this way. So

unceremoniously too, and your time, of course, so

valuable ;
but really I— . You—"

But the poor little bird became so fluttered,

that she could not continue. I hastened to assure

her that my time was all hers
;
that 1 was quite

at her service ; that I should be only too happy to

assist her in any way. I begged her to be seated,—to compose herself,
—and not to trouble herself

with any conversation until she felt quite equal
to it. T fidgeted al)out with my jiapers ;

I ojjened
and shut my table drawers

;
I wrote my name on

my blottiug-jiaper :
—all so many devices to give

the little lady time to overcome her embarrass-

ment.
" What disagrcealjle weather," I observed.

"Very, indeed, especially for walking."
"
Especially. Have you been walking ?

"

And so on. We threw out skirmishing re-

marks, under cover of which she might bring up
the heavy division of her discourse. She was

gi-adually improving, and in a minute raised her
half veil and permitted me to see a very pretty,

small-featured, delicately-fair face, with smoothly-
braided light-brown hair, brightly twinkling blue

eyes, and, oh ! such long lashes, that seemed

always on the quiver, and gave a wonderfully

witching vividness to her glances.
" I am afraid j'ou will really think me very

tiresome—very troublesome. I am sure you will

say so when I'm gone. You're very kind : but

really I am quite ashamed of my intrusion. Only
I have been so anxious—so very anxious. I had
better, perhaps, proceed to ask you at once

directly what I want to know. Pray tell me.
Has papa been here ?

"

"Papa?"
" Yes ; i^apa. Oh, perhaps—Oh dear me, how

very thoughtless of me. You don't know. No,
of course not. What could 1 have been thinking
about ? My name is Brigham—Miss Brigham. I

am the daughter of—"

"
Captain Brigham. Pioyal Navy ?"

"
Oh, then he has been here ? Oh, I see he has.

Oh, I was afraid he had."
" And you are his daughter—his ow/?/ daughter?"" Yes. I am his only child indeed."
Poor girl ! She »was, then, the unha})py suf-

ferer—the melancholy subject of our late con-

versation. Was it possible ? Was there a loose

slate under those charming light-brown braids ?

Was she the persecutor of that poor benign old

gentleman ? And the delicif)us sparkle of those
blue eyes, was it not then wholly attributable to

the light of reason ?

"Please excuse him, sir," she went on; "he
really should not : but he can't help it. The fact

is, he is not quite himself."
|

Poor thing : the ruling idea was firmly fixed in

her mind.
i

" I do all I can to stop him. I never, if I can
j

help it, trust him out of my sight. He is sure to

get into mischief, if I do.
"

|

What coidd I say ? The fit was evidently very
strongly upon her.

" I assure you I do all I can to watch him, and
have others expressly engaged to keep him always
in view."

j

Just so, 1 thought. This is the persecution !

' ' But I see there has been great remissness. I
must have more precautions taken. He must be
more rigidly watched : he must never be left

alone."

Poor old victim ! But the Masters in Lunacy
will give you relief. Yes, I could see it now.
There was a hectic brilliancy about those glances ;

there was a restlessness about that manner
; there

was even now and then a hurry and want of

harmony about that silver-toned voice, which

betrayed the terrible calamity under which the
little lady unconsciously suflered. Yes, there was
an undoubted bee in that puce bonnet. It seemed
to me that I was falling deeply in love with her,
nevertheless. I was even loving her more on
account of her misfortune. It was love, strength-
ened by the addition of pity.

" It is, perhaps, the best way to adopt the

course you have no doubt followed. To hear all

he has to say. He mentioned me, perhaps ? He
is always talking curiously about me. It is one
of the strange fancies that have possessed him."

Such a .sharp, inquiring bird's glance out of the
corner of the blue eyes.
"He did refer to his daughter," I confessed.
" Poor dear ! he is always doing that," she

said, with a small, soft sigh. "I traced him to

this neighbourhood, and, unseen, I saw him come
out of this house. From my inquiries. I soon

ascertained that he had been to see you, and I

guessed his mission. Pray forgive him, sir. For-

give me too, for troubling you : and forget all

that he has told you."

Forget all my client's instructions ! How cim-

ning these lightheaded folks are, I thought.
She thanked me over and over again for my

attention to her. She lowered the half veil with
its freckle of embroidery, leaving still one red

lip and the pointed little chin uncovered. She
curtsied very pohtely as she drew towards the

door, and then, as though thinking better of it,

with a very winning smile gave me a small, puce-
kidded hand to shake. It was so small, it was
more like the toy hand fixed on to an ornamental

pen-wiper, than an ordinary human hand. I con-

ducted her through the office, and showed her the

way down the stairs.

Mr. Mason chose to see some xu'ofound cause

for mirth in all this, becoming at length so

violently convulsed with suppressed la^^ghter, that

it became necessary for him to conceal his head in

his desk.

With a feeling of bereavement, yet of deep

interest, I went to my lonely room. Without
that puce bonnet it seemed especially lonely. I

looked at my watch : it was half-past six o'clock.

And how about Ned Ward's banquet at half-past
five?

ir.

' ' Hullo ! here you are at last. Why, I'd quite

given you up. Gilkes and Jeifries, both of whom
j'OU know. Mrs. Brisket, bring back some of

those things ;
this gentleman has not dined. My

dear boy, what have you been doing M-ith your-
self ? How could you make any mistake about

the time ? I wrote iMlf-past five, as plainly as any
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man could. Have a glass of sherry ; you look

quite pale."
Little Ned was busy pressing kind hospitalities

upon me, in liis old, bright, chirping way.
" Make a good dinner, old fellow. Don't hurry

yourself ;
there's loads of time. We'd given you

up. I thought something had occurred to prevent

your coming altogether, or else we would have
waited for yoti. I'm so sorry the things should

be half cold, as I'm afraid they are. Now let's

have a glass of wine all roimd."
" And the disclosure," said Jeffries.
"
No, no. That's to come afterwards."

I had finished diuuer, and the cloth had been
removed. Mrs. Brisket bore an expression of

intense thanksgi\-ing that hitherto the banquet—
the resjjonsibilities of which evidently weighed
heavdy upon her—had passed off mth a success

that amounted almost to eclat. I found, however,
that she looked gi'imly at me, as one who had
threatened to become a sort of incarnate hitch in

the business.
" Now then, gentlemen, try the port

—the pecu-
liar, old, crusted, many years in bottle : the port
of extraordinary vintage, of the light green seal."

" Are we to come now to the event of the even-

ing?" asked Gilkes.

"Are you going to make a speech?" inquired
Jeffries.

' ' No
;
this is a private meeting ; speeches are

for the public : besides, I don't think T can con-

scientiously make one without a fee : and I know
that none of you fellows have got any money.
I'U simply give you htr health,

married. I give you lifr health !

" Her health !

" we all echoed,

iug glasses of ' the peculiar.'
" Are v.^e to know no more ?

"

"Name ! name !"

"Hear! hear! "

Little Ned rose,

could be expected
stammered a little.

" The lady's name is Brigham."
"What! "

I cried.

"Brigham—Fanny Brigham."
" The daughter of—"

"
Captain Bi-igham

—Eoyal Navy."
I sank back in my chair.
" You're ill I think, old man, ain't you. Have

some brandy—have some soda-water—have a

cigar."

"No, thank jow. All right, pass the bottle."

"Gilkes, the wine's with you."
It was evident I coidd say nothing in the pre-

sence of those two men, Gilkes and Jeffries. I

miist refrain from alluding further to the subject
imtil they had taken their departure. They
seemed to divine that I had some such object :

and " the peculiar
"
that Gilkes got through ! the

cigars that Jeffries smoked ! They moved at last,

certainly with difficulty."
Goo'-night ! Goo' -night, old feller !

"

And I was alone with Ned Ward. He doubled
himself upon the sofa. Something seemed to have
affected him to tears. It miist have been the
excitement of the occasion, or could it have been
" the peculiar?

"

I'm going to be

solemnly, drain-

He was as near blushing as

of a Ijarrister—certainly he

"My dear Ned!"
"All right ! Fire away—^help yourself."" Yoit must not marry Fanny Brigham !

'^

"Not marry Fanny Brigham? Who says I

mustn't marry Fanny Brigham ? Who wants Ms
head punched ?

"

"Now do be calm ! Certain circimistanees

have come to my knowledge—"

"
Oh, certain circumstances have come to your

knowledge (very incoherently spoken) ;
have they

indeed ?
"

"
Now, pray listen !

"

"All right, oldfeUow!"
" She has a bee in her bonnet I

"

I spoke as distinctly as possible. He opened
his eyes as wide as he could, and seemed to be

trj'ing to stare through the wall, in a strange,

vague, senseless way.
" Bee in her bonnet !

" he staggeringly repeated ;

"bee in her bonnet ! Go along
—

get out. She
wears lilies of the valley and puce velvet ribbons.

Soon, sir, the orange blossom, the orange blossom !

Hip—hip ! Charge your glasses ! I give you
Fanny Brigham—Fanny Brigham ! Hm'rah I For
she's a jolly good—"

He coUapsed altogether on to the hearth-rug.
It was useless to attempt to discuss the matter
further. I lifted him on to his bed, and went out

into the dismal early morning November air.

HI.

About noon the next day I received a visit from
Ward. He looked rather pale and fati^iued ; but,
in answer to iuqiiiries, said that he had never felt

better in his life. He called, as he stated, to

inquire after my health, as he was persuaded, from

my sudden departure on the previous evening,
that I had been exceedingly imwell.

" And about tliis Brigham business ?
"

I said.

"Ah—yes. Was there not some discussion

about it last night ? Was it not Gilkes who said

that the marriage should not take place ?
"

" No ; I said so."

"You! What extraordinary port wine that

must have been ! Why, my dear feUow, I was

commg to you to ask you to act as my solicitor in

the matter—to peruse the settlements, you know,
and that sort of thing : it's more delicate than

doing it myself. More than that, I was going to

ask you to be best man at the wedding."
"But, my dear Ward, you don't know all.

Captain Brigham—"

"Ah, poor old fellow! Y'es—I know. It's

sad, but it can't be helped."
" What do you mean ? I've seen him !

"

' ' What ! poor old Brigham !

"

" He came down here to consult me."
" About the settlement ?

"

"No : his unhappy daughter's state of mind."
" Oh ! he's imposed upon you, has he ? Went

over all that old story.
"

" And I've seen his daughter."
"You have?"
" She also came here."

"Well?"
"And I regret to say, that her manner con-

firmed her father's statement. She's light-headed,

my dear Ward ! I know she's an angel
—a
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darling ! But, my dear Ward, a wife with a

loose slate ! a mother, perhaps, with a bee in her

bonnet ! and the infant family taking after her !

"

Ward was moved—but only to laughter. He
woidd not listen to my ad\'ice. We parted. It

was arranged that I was to act as his solicitor in

the matter of the marriage settlement, l;ut my
assisting at the wedding was to remain an o})en

question.
I had an appointment in the city at three, and

hurried away to keep it. Cheapside was more

than normally crowded. Near Bow Church there

was great obstruction : a throng of persons nearly
blocked up the footway altogether. An elderly

gentleman was quarrelling with a caljman. I

thought I recognised a shiny hat and a flaxen wig.

I forced my way through the crowd, and found

Captain Brigham, bright and glossy as usual in

apjiarel, but palpably excited in manner.

"Where's the use?" cried the cabman. "Don't

talk of pulling a fellow up : you know that ain't

the question at all. Tell me where to go, and I'll

drive you fast enough—fast as yon like."
" No. I object to be driven by you—I object

to be driven by a man not in his right mind !

"

"
0, gammon !

"
said the cabman :

"
jump in."

"No, cabman, yoii're mad!" replied Captain

Brigham.
" I pity you : you ought not to be

trusted out with a cab."

"Why, I've druv a cab for fourteen ye-AV
—

leastwise a omnibus."
"

I'll not be driven by you. Legally, I'm not

bound to pay you : but I'll give you sixpence.

Mind, it's not your right, but I give it you."
"
Brayvo, old 'uu !

" from the crowd.

"Here, my man, take your sixpence."
" Sha'n't ! why the fare's eighteenpence.

"

City Policeman, No. 123, cut his way through.
" What's this here about? Cabby, why don't

you take what the gent offers ?
"

" Oh ! ah ! Here I've druv the old beggar all

the way from the Burlington Arcade ;
and he

shoving me in the back till I'm sore with his

walking-stick, and crying out that I'm mad : ain't

it enough to aggrawate a feller ? and then he

offers sixpence I He oughtn't to ride in cabs—
he oughtn't."
"The fare's eighteenpence, sir," said No. 123.
"
Policeman, I won't be driven by a cabman

who is a raging maniac. I tell you I will not.

What ! Now I look again, policeman, you'd better

go home ; you're mad, sir, quite mad. I can see

it in your eyes, sir ; aye, and in your whiskers.
"

"Three cheers for the old 'un !" proposed by
an Electric Telegraph boy, seconded by a Blacking

Brigade ditto, carried unanimously, and given by
the crowd.

I paid the cabman his fare ; and, aided by the

policeman, carried off Captain Brigham. A crowd
followed us for a short distance, but gradually fell

away.
" You're not in your right mind," said Captain

Brigham to me, when I had brought him as far as

St. Paul's Churchyard, "but your interference

was kindly meant, and for a confirmed limatic,

as of course you are, was really a sensible thing.
I thank you for it. Don't you find yoiu' insanity
interfere rather with your professional pursuits ?"

I began to think I had been mistaken about

Fanny Brigham's malady.
At my office I found a letter :

BETULEnEM House, Isleworth.

My dear Sir,—I Lave sent you a client. He is one
of my most difficult customers—a rational lunatic—
too lunatic to be at large, too rational to be confined.

What can we do ? He wants to take law proceedings
to lock up his daughter ;

I believe, to indict me for

conspiracy ;
all sorts of things. Listen to him—tal'ic

to him—-humour him—and do just nothing. His
name is Brigham. He has been in the Navy. He was
wounded on the head in some slave squadron fight off

the coast of Guinea, and has never been quite right
since. He is not at all dangerous, only a little difficult

to manage. When are you coming to see me ? I dine

every day at six, &c. &c.

Yours faithfully,

George Johnston, M.D.

On a subsequent day Captain Brigham called

on me.
" I find," he said,

" that I shall be relieved from

all difficulty in my daughter's case. I am pleased
that it is so. A man of the name of Ward has

proposed to marry her. Of course I coidd not

contemplate such a thing for one moment without

his being fully apprised of her melancholy state.

I laid bare to him the whole matter. But he is

mad, sir—stark mad
;
he woiUd go on in spite of

me. He takes her Avith all her imjjerfections on
her head, and she him. It is hard to say which
has the worst of it."

In due time little Ned Ward was made happy,
I shoidd say supremely happy. I owned that he

had beaten me utterly. Fanny Brigham looked

almost as exquisite in her veil and orange blossoms

as in her puce bonnet on the occasion of her one

visit to my office in Essex Street. Ned Ward was

very great in his superfine, double extra, blue

Saxony frock coat. He looked so kindly and

lovingly on his dear little bride, that I almost

fancied at last that he deserved his good fortune,

though a moment before I thought I shoidd have

fainted when I heard that deliciously touching

answer, "I will," steal from those rosy lips.

People said that they formed a charming couple.

They seemed to me a sort of statuette gi-oup of a

happy pair. For myself, I signed the church

books : I proposed healths : I made speeches : I

drank champagne at unwholesome hours : I threw

the old shoe. I made myself hopelessly and con-

spicuously ridicidous ;
went through a wonder-

fully exhdarating coiirse of events, and then home,

utterly wretched and desponding. The delighted

couple repaired to Baden. I secluded myself for

a fortnight in Essex Street, and was seen by no

mortal eye.
Some time afterwards I paid a visit to my old

friend Dr. Johnston, at Isleworth.

"Here's a gentleman I think yoxi know," he

said. It was Captain Brigham. He recognised
me at once.

" Ah ! my dear friend, my mad lawyer !

" he

cried out, shaking me cordially by the hand.

"I'm dehghtedto see you. Yes, thank you, I am

extremely comfortable here. A number of gen-

tlemen, who, hke myself, are of opinion that the

world is mad, sir, quite mad, have established
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this snug retreat. We felt that such a jjoor

handful of sane men as we composed, could not

individually combat fairly with the insane multi-

tude outside these walls, so we clubbed and col-

lected together for mutual support and protection.
With all your confirmed lunacy, you have occa-

sionally very decided bursts of what I may almost

call reason, or lucidity ;
and I'm very pro^^d to see

you here. Not but what," and he sank his voice

to alow whisper, "I cannot refrain from men-

tioning to yoxi, that there are some ^^•ho have got
into this institution who have clearly very little

title to be in it. Look here, now," and he pointed

through an ojien doorway to a little wizen old

man in a velvet cap, busily occupied in writing
letters

;

" he's not altogether soimd : he's not free,

entirely, from the ' bee in the bonnet.
' This is

one of his bad days. Quite forgotten himseK—
quite olilivious of everything. He is the rightfiil

heir to the throne of Siam, and is imjustly deprived
of his inheritance by the Hudson's Bay Company.
His usual iiniform consists of three peacock's
feathers in his cap, worn very much in the style
of our Prince of Wales, you knov*'. Curious

similarity, is it not ? He's a wonderful hand at

cribbage. But to-day, you see, he's qiiite quiet,
and has forgotten all about his lawful claims. He's

writing home to his grandson, who manages his

affairs for him. He's clearly not sound. I am
indeed glad to have seen you. Many, many
thanks for this visit, my dear friend. I only wish

you were properly qualified, and I coiild propose
you as a member of this delightfid institution.

But, alas ! alas! you know that cannot be. Good-

bye, good-bye."
"Curious case, isn't it?" said Dr. Johnston, as

we moved away.
" He'll probably get quite round

again in time, though he may be liable to a return

of the attack. He's intensely hajipj^ I'm not
sure that he wants our pity miich. I think the

dinner must be ready—come along."
I went home with rather entangled views about

the sanity question. As to who had, and who
hadn't, "a bee in his bonnet?" I wondered
whether I had. Eeally I thought I must consider

before I answer : and I went to sleep without

giving one. DuTTON Cook.

OYSTERS AND PEARLS.

LooLOO, Mootoo, Mootie, Margaritce, Perles,

Perlii, Perlas : all sweet, pretty, mouth-rounding
names, but worthy to be apjjlied to the lustrous

and beautifid spheres which we call pearls. Prin-

cipium culmenque omnium remm 2^^'^^ tenent :

" Of all things, pearls," said Pliny, two thousand

years ago, "kept the very top, highest, best, and
first price." What was true then is true now.
There are few things so immortal as good taste.

Let us pay something
" on account "

of our debt
to the oyster. I propose to regard that placid
creditor, not as an article of food, but as an
assistant at the toilet. And looking at him in

that point of view, here is not a bad instalment of

the aforesaid debt. It is contributed by Barry
Cornwall :

Within the midnight of her hair,
Half-liiddcn in its deepest deeps,

A single peerless, priceless pearl

(All filmy-eyed) for ever sleeps.

Without the diamond's sparkling eyes,
The ruby's blushes,

—there it lies,

Modest as the tender dawn.
When her purple veil's withdrawm,—
The flower of gems, a lily cold and pale.

Yet, what doth all avail ?
—

All its beauty, all its grace ?

All the honours of its place?
He who pluck'd it from its bed,
In the far blue Indian Ocean,

Lieth, without life or motion,

In his earthy dwelling
—dead !

All his children, one by one.

When they look up to the sun,

Curse the toil by which he drew
The treasure from its bed of blue.

Well, pearls are costly. Yet they are merely
the calcareous production of the class Mollusca.

Diamonds, as a certain pen has elsewhere noted,

have been shown to be merely charcoal ;
the pearl

is little else but concentric layers of membrane
and carbonate of lime. All the class Mollusca are

instances of that beneficent law of nature, that

the hard parts accommodate themselves to the

soft. The common naked snail, the mussel,

cockle, oyster, garden helix, strombus, and nau-

tilus, elegant or rough, rare or common, each

illustrate this grand law. The body of a soft

consistence is enclosed in an elastic skin. From
this skin calcareous matter is continually exuded.

This protects the animal, and forms the shell.

Where the waves are rough, and rocks super-

abundant, then the shell is rough, hard, stony,
fit to weather anything ;

where only smooth water

and halcyon days are to be looked for. Nature,
who never works in vain, provides but paper
sides and an egg-shell boat, such as the little

nautilus navigates and tacks and steers in.

Besides forming the rough outside, the calca-

reous exuvium, the mucus of the oyster and other

mollusca, forms that beautiful substance, so smooth,
and poUshed, and dyed with rainbow tints, and a

glorious opalescence, which, be it as common as

luxury has made it, still charms the eye. This is

the lining of the shell, the mother-of-pearl, nacre.
" The inside of the shell," said old Dampier, that

old sailor with a poet's mind, "is more glorious
even than the pearl itself."

It is glorious, it has the look of the morning,
and the tint of the evening sky ;

the colours of

the prism chastened, softened, retained, and made

perpetual in it : this is mother-o'-pearl.
To render its bed always soft and cosy, to lie

warm, packed as one might at jNIalvern in wet

sheets, seems to be the oyster's pleasure. This

singular exuvium, this mucus, not only creates

pleasure, but alleviates pain. Some irritating

substance, some internal worry and annoyance, it

may be a dead embryo, or a grain of sand insi-

nuates itself, and, lo ! the creature covers it with
this substance to case off its unkind tooth, and
converts it into a pearl.

That is the way they are made, these wondrous
beauties !

"
If," said Sir Everard Home, "if I can prove

that this, the richest jewel in a monarch's crown,
which cannot be imitated by any art of man "

(he



July 14, ISCO.l OYSTERS AND PEARLS. 79

is rather -wrong there ; it can be imitated, and

wonderfully imitated too, )

' ' either in lieanty of

form or brilliancy of lustre, is the aliortive egg of

an oyster enveloped in its own nacre, who will

not be struck with wonder and astonishment?"

Wonder and astonishment are words which scarcely

exist now. Science has shown so many wonders

that we are hardly astonished at anything ;
but

Sir Everard's assertion admits of proof. A pearl
cut in two exhibits the concentric layers like an

onion, as may be seen tlirough a strong glass ;
and

in the centre is a round hole, very minute it may
be, but wherein the ovum has been deposited.

Sometimes the ovimi, or sand, or enclosed sub-
stance has attached itself to the shell, and has
then been covered with mucus, forming a pearl
which cannot be sejiarated from the shell. There
are several specimens of such pearls in the British

Museum.
The great beauty in pearls is their opalescence,

and a lustre which, however clever men are, they
have never yet given to artificial pearls. Sir

Everard Home sup])oses that this lustre arises from
the highly jtolished coat of the centre cell, the

pearl itself being diaphanous. Sir David Brewster
accounts for it by the pearl and mother-of-pearl

p^erJ mtsnrs: snb Pearl winTi&r$:

having a grooved sul:)stance on its surface resem-

bling the minute corrugations often seen on sub-

stances covered with oil, paint, or varnish.

Philosophers are sometimes not very explanatory.
Sir David means to say that beneath the immediate

polish of the pearl there are certain wavelets and

dimples from which the light is reflected. " The
dii'ection of the grooves," again to quote Sir

Da-sad,
"

is in every case at right angles to

the line joining the coloured image ; hence,
in irregidarly formed mother-of-peai'l, where the

grooves are often circular, and have every possible

direction, the coloured images appear irregularly
scattered round the ordinary image."

In the regidar pearl these are crowded, from its

spherical form, into a small space ; hence its mar-
vellous aj)pearance of white unformed light ;

and
hence its beauty and value.

To prove the translucency of the pearl, we have

only to hold a split pearl to a candle, where, by
interposing coloiu-ed substance or light, we shall

have the colour transmitted through the pearl.
Curious as is the formation of the pearl, we have

yet a cognate substance to it. What we call

hezoar, and the JUndoos /ad iij. is a concretion of a

deepish olive green colour found in the stomach of

goats, dogs, cows, or other animals ; the hog
bezoar, the bo^-ine bezoar, and the camel bczoar ;

this last the Hindi los turn into a yellow i>aint ;

but the harder substances the Hindoo jewellers
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polish and tkread, and use as jewels, so that from
the stomach of the lower animals, and from the

secretions of a shell-iish, the still grasping, prying,

Avorrj-ing, proud, vain-glorious, busy man gets
him an oi-nament for her whom he most loves ;

for him whom he most honours.

The question of obtaining pearls and of slaying
divers ; of feeding sharks with human limbs

;
of

the eyeballs starting and the tympanum of the ear

bursting ; of the pains, perils, and penalties of the

pearl di%'ers, miist be touched incidentally in any
true account of this precious gem.

Vanity demands the aid of cruelty, and for her

gratification human sacrifices are still made.

At the Persian GiUf, at Ceylon, and in the Red

Sea, the early sources of the Greeks and Romans,
we yet find our supply. Pearls are also found in

the Indian Ocean along the Coromandel coast and
elsewhere ;

but the two grand head-quarters are

in Bahrein Island, in the Persian Gulf, and in the

Bay of Condalchy, in the Gidf of Manaar off the

Island of Ceylon. There our pearl oyster dredgers

bring up their natives.

The fishery at Ceylon is a monopoly of the

British Government ; but, like many Government

monopolies, it is said to cost a great deal more
than it produces. In 1804, Government leased it

for 120,000?. per annum ;
in 1828, it only yielded

28,000?. It is a desert and barren spot ;
no one

can fall in love with it
;
sands and coral rocks are

not picturesqiie ; yet, in its season, it attracts

more to its shores than one of oiir best watering-

places. Divers, merchants. Arab-hawkers, drillers,

jewellers, and talkers
; fish-sellers, butchers, boat-

caulkers, and Hindoo Robinsons and Walkers are

aU found there. The period is limited to six

weeks, or two months at most, from February to

April ;
and whilst they are making money, these

people are rather eager, look you. Biit the fishers

themselves, victims of cruelty as they are, are also

victims to their own superstition and igTiorance.
A Hindoo oi" Parsee blesses the water to drive

away the sharks
;
a diver may be frightened or ill,

and the holidays are so numerous, that the actual

work -days amount only to thirty in the season.

The boats asse^nbled sail at ten at night, a signal

gun being then let off. They then set sail, reach

the banks before daybreak, and at sunrise the

divers begin to take their " headers." They con-

tinue at this work till noon, when a breeze starting

up, they return. The cargoes are taken out before

the night sets in, and the divers are refreshed.

Each boat carries twenty men—ten rowers and
ten divers—besides a chief, or pilot. The divers

work five at a time alternately, lea\T[ug the others

time to recruit. To go down quickly they use a

large stone of red granite, which they catch hold of

with their foot. Each diver holds a net-work bag
in his right hand, closes his nostrils with his

left, or with a piece of bent horn, and descends
to the bottom. There he darts about him as

qivickly as he can, picking up with toes and

lingers, and pixtting the oysters into his net-

work bag. When this is full, or he exhausted,
he pulls the rope, and is drawn up
stone to be piilled iip after him.

oysters are very plentifid, the diver

up one himdred and fifty at a dip.

leaving the

When the

may bring

After this violent exertion, blood flows from

nose, ears, eyes. The divers cannot exceed gene-

rally one minute's immersion. One and a half,

and even two, have been reached by extraordinary
efforts. Those who can endure four and five

minutes are spoken of. One also we are told of,

an apocrj'phal fellow, we should think, who
coming in 1797 from Arjango, stayed imder water
six minutes.

The divers live not to a great age. Heart-dis-

eases, surfeits, sores, blood-shot eyes, staggering

limbs, and bent backs—these are part of their

wages. Sometimes they die on reaching the sur-

face, suddenly, as if struck by a shot.

At Bahrein, the annual amount produced by the

pearl fishery may be reckoned at from 200,000?.
to 240,000?. ;

add to this jjurchases made by the

merchants of Abootabee, and we have 360,000?. to

include the whole pearl trade of the Gvdf, since,

through their agents at Bahrein, merchants from

Constantinople, Bagdad, Alexandria, Timbuctoo,
New York, Calcutta, Paris, St. Petersburg, Holy
Moscowa, or London make their purchases.

"But," says our credible informant, "I have
not put down the sum at one-sixth of that told me
by the native merchants." But even then an
enormous amount is that to be used in mere orna-

ment, and in one article only.

Well, not exactly ornament. "In Eastern

lands," says Mr. Thomas Moore,
"
they talk in

flowers." Very flowery certainly is their talk.

They also, good easy people, take pearls for physic—not for dentifrice. Easterns always having wMte
teeth, apparently, so far as J have been able to

judge, without the trouble of cleaning them, but

as a regidar dose. They call it majoon ; it is an

electuary, and myriads of small seed pearls are

ground to imjjalpable powder to make it. As for

the adulteration in this article, doubtless to be

found, I say nothing. The simple hme from the

inside of the shell woidd be just as white and just
as good. Common magnesia woidd have the same
effect ; but, good sirs, if an old Emir, or rich

Bonze, wishes to pay an enormous price for some-

thing to swallow to comfort his good old inside,

why not ? Do not let us brag too much : from the

time of old Gower, doctor of physic, to Dr. Cheyne,
we have, sir, allowed everything, from toad's brains

to the filings of a murderer's irons, to be taken as

physic.
The Bahrein fishery-boats amount to 1500, and

the trade is in the hands of merchants who possess
miich capital. This they employ in a manner
which the associated operatives, and amongst them
the operative, at present imassociated, who has

compiled this paper, would consider unjust. They
lend it out at cent, per cent. ; they buy up, and

they beat down, they juggle, cheat, rig the market,
rob in a legal way a whole boat's crew, grow enor-

mously rich, and preach morality.
Nor do they forget superstition. In the chief

boat, when they fish, sits a jolly old cheat, a con-

juror, called the binder of sharks, who waves
about his skinny hands, jumps, howls, incants, and
otherwise exerts his theological powers, and will

not allow the divers, nor are they willing, to de-

scend till he declares the moment propitious. To
add some weight to their devotions, they debar
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themselves of food or drink during this Miimho-

Jiimbo play, hut afterwards a species of toddy
makes them like "Roger the Monk," namely,
"
excessively drunk."

The true shape of the peai'l should be a perfect

sphere. In India, and elsewhere, those of the

largest size find the readiest sale, and realise

immense prices. The very finest pearls are sent

to Europe, and of these the very finest of the fine

arc sent to London and Paris. Thence the great

people of the land procure their choice specimens.
The late Emperor of Russia used to purchase for

his wife, of whom he was exceedingly fond, the

very finest pearl he could procure : a virgin pearl

and a perfect sphere was what he sought, for he

would not have any that had been worn by others.

After five-and-tvventy years' search, he presented
to the Empress such a necklace as had never before

been seen.

Immense prices have been given and are still

given for pearls. Jidius Cajsar, in love with the

mother of Marcus Brutus, is said to have donated

her with a pearl worth 48,417^. lO.s., which we
can believe or not according to our natures. Marc

Antony, as all the world has read, drank, dissolved

in vinegar, a pearl which cost 80,729?. of our

money. Clodius the glutton (surely a gourmet,
not a goiirmand) swallowed one worth 8072/. 18s.

One of the modern pearls was bought by Tavernier

at Catifa. and sold by him to the Shah of Persia

for 110,000/. ;
another was obtained by Philip II.

of Spain, off the Columbian coast, which weighed
250 carats, and was valued at 150,000 dollars.

Tavernier's pearl, if engraved, woidd illus-

trate the rocky and bad shapes which are

too often found. Of the 900,000 pounds
weight of oyster-shells imported annually into the

United Kingdom we say nothing ;
nor need we

more than advert to the 1,000,000 poimds of the

same material cut up by the Chinese for like

ornamental purposes.
Did the scope of our paper include a description

of the substitute for the real pearl, the marvellously
clever imitation which is worn, wittingly, by many
a gracious lady, and unwittingly by many another,
we shoidd have another interesting story to tell.

But these imitations may be considered as frauds

upon our placid creditor the oyster
—

or, shall we
say, compositions with him, and beneath the notice

of debtors who are trying to behave honestly to a

bivalve. J. H. Fbiswell.

OUR VOLUNTEERS.

If we were to look for the very root and spring
of the present Volunteer movement, we should
find it possibly in the celeln-ated letter of the
Duke of Wellington, with which he rudely
awakened Englishmen from the dream they had
dreamed since Waterloo and Trafalgar, that our
isle would be inviolate ' ' come the four corners of

the world in arms to shock us." The Saxon mind
from that time slowly took alarm, and since the

establishment of the empire the whole nation has
turned in upon itself, as it were, to considt its own
deep instincts as to what should be done. The
"
Times," appreciating the blind instincts of the

people, first shaped and moulded the movement in

the direction it ultimately took ; b\it it was to the
voice of song that we owe the rapid and splendid
development of peaceful citizens into armed bat-
talions ready for the field. The philosopher who
notes the shapeless grains of sand gr()uj)ing them-
selves into regidar forms, when influenced by the
vibrations of certain sounds, could in the Volunteer
movement see an analogous movement in the
moral world, when the Poet Laureate's stirring

song
" Riflemen Form "

thrilled through the land,
and at a stroke organised into serried lines the
mobs of panic-stricken citizens. We question if

any section of the nation has been taken so much
by surprise by this movement as the military caste.

Having experience of the lowest stratum only of

the pojiulation in our own country, and of the

National Guards on the Continent, it did not be-

lieve that the office, the chamber, and the shop,
coidd turn out, at six months' notice, regiments

worthy to be brigaded with regular troops, for-

getting that in the Great Rebellion the shop-

keepers of London marched to Gloucester, and
there and then decided for ever, in England, the

contest between despotism and liberty. Those

again who remembered with a supercilious smile the

National Guard of continental nations—middle-aged

gentlemen, fat and frowsy, who do duty on com-

pulsion
—should not have confounded their capabi-

lities with the picked youth of this country ;

athletes, with bone, muscle, and pluck enough to

go anywhere and do anything.
"But, what about the Review?" exclaims om-

reader. Well, then, there are some subjects so

well thumbed that a writer's only choice is to

talk round them. Among the many hundred

thousands who crowded Hyde Park on the 23rd

of June, jammed tight between two Guardsmen
in the purgatorial space before the stands, we
noticed the long and sombre line of England's
Home Army slowly pass before the Queen. Across

the green sod this sombre riband of men came
on and on, their ranks ruled as straight as lines,

and the whole mass sweeping round with a move-

ment like the spokes of a wheel. For an hour

and a half came the tramp, tramp, unbroken by
a sound save by the distant music, their own feet,

and the occasional cheers of the spectators, for it

was perhaps wisely ordered that none but the

Queen's band should play during the Review.

Persons accustomed to the reviews of regidar

troops were struck by the exceeding simplicity

of the uniforms. There was no holiday attire

here. Grey and green made up the long column,

save that, like a lance, at its head, fluttered the

brilliant scarlet of the Artillery Company and the

bright tunics of the Huntingdonshire Mounted
Rifles. It was impossible to avoid drawing com-

parisons between the difl'erent corps as they
marched past ; indeed, the line of military specta-

tors who fringed the reserved standings were very
demonstrative indeed in theii- i)rofessional criti-

cisms, and it is but just to say that in no instance

was there the slightest shade of professional

jealousy evanced by them. " What splendid
horses !

" we heard a Guardsman involuntarUy

exclaim, as the Huntingdonshi.'e Mounted Rifles

went past; "Her JNIajesty don't mount our men
like that." Every horse perhaps was a valuable
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hunter, and the man that rode him was warranted

to do some good cross,conntry skirmishing if called

into presence of the enemy.
The Honourable Artillery corps again puzzled

the ])eople mightily, and we believe to this hour

numbers went a^^ay with the idea that a battalion

of Her Majesty's Grenadier Guards led off the

Eeview. But we confess that, to our unprofes-
sional eye, the most active and soldierly-looking
set of men were the Inns of Court corps. The

greyish-brown dress jjossibly tended to give the

men size ; but it was impossible not to remark

that the "Devil's Own" carried off the palm for

setting-up and athletic proportions. When we
consider that these young lawyers are many of

them just drafted from the Universities, where

physical training is perhaps better attended to than

among any other assemblage of yoimg Englishmen,
it is not surprising that they should make such

splendid young soldiers. That the use of their

brains does not militate against the use of their

legs, the repeated cries of "Bravo, De-v^il's Own !

"

as they marched past, fully testified. Indeed, a

good many coidd not help remarking that here,

as in a good many other places, his sable

majesty took excellent care of his children.

It was observable in this Ee\-iew, that the spirit

which leads us to stick to what is termed in

the anny the regimental system, also obtains

most fidly amongst the Volunteers. Each corps
felt a pride in itself, which doubtless will tend

to excellent results if the Voliinteers are ever

called into the field on active service. " Look at

the Robin Hoods," said a soldier next to us,
' '

every man of them looks as though he had shot

with William Cloudeslie, and could pick off the

Sheriff of Nottingham at a thousand paces ;

" and
most certainly, if there is any reliance on manly
bearing, that old idea, that we thought had

]")erished with Merrj'' Sherwood, lives and moves in

the breasts of the brave men in Lincoln green
from Nottingham. Not less admired was the

little company of Artists. Such splendid beards,

worthy of Titian, and such fine faces ! Imagine
some dirty little scrub of a Frenchman picking off

his Stanfield, or potting a Millais, in an affair before

breakfast ! But there would be plenty of English-
men left to avenge them, and to paint good pic-

tures afterwards. Then there were the Scottish,

Welsh, and Irish corps, each distinguished by some
national badge or costume. The kilted company of

Scotchmen certainly marched admirably, and fully

justified the excellence of the costume for that exer-

cise ; and the Irish in their green imiforms looked,
we must confess, very like their own constabulary,
and we could not i>ay them a better compliment. It

would be advisable if the Welsh corps were to put
its goat through a little marching driU before the

next review, as he certainly evinced a backward-
ness in coming forward on the last occasion, which

slightly threw that gallant regiment out. If Mr.

Bright, or any of the "
peace party at any

price," were ])resent, it miist have galled them to

have seen the Manchester corps, 1600 strong,
move along its dark green mass, forming with the

Kobin Hoods a brigade of themselves. The Lan-
cashire lads, it is clear, are not inclined jiist

at present to beat their swords into pruning-

hooks. Neither must we forget the Durham
corps brought to the metrojiolis by the muni-
ficence of Anne, Marchioness of Londonderry,
Uj) to a late hour on the previous Friday, these

citizen-soldiers toiled in the deep mine, in the

counting-house, and behind the counter; then don-

ning their uniform, travelled all night and appeared
on the ground as fresh as daisies, and after a hard

day's reviewing hurried northward, and were home
again by daybreak. We question if campaigning
woidd be much harder work than this.

The Bristol corjis, a regiment of stalwart Saxons,
in like manner came from the other side of the

island, and indeed from all parts the Volunteers
were drawn to air themselves for a few hours in

the eyes of their Sovereign. And her Majesty was

justly proiid of their devotion, and was so moved
that, at one time, she actually shed tears—pre-
cious tears. What other monarch in Europe, for

such a cause, could shed them ? It may be that

we see with partial eyes, but we question if any
country in Europe coidd send forth such an army
of picked men as defiled before the Royal Standard
on that occasion, and some of the Parisian joiirnals
were handsome enough to say almost as much.
As the French Ambassador Persigny watched the

last Volunteer march past him, he turned to an

English friend and said, "This is indeed the hand-
somest compliment you could have paid us."

But to drill well, and to make good marksmen,
are two very different things ; or, to iise the

language of the Hythe Manual of Musket Instruc-

tion,
"
marching and manreuvring can do no more

than place the soldier in the 1)est possible situation

for using his weapon with effect." How are our

Volunteers to become good marksmen ? Blazing

away at a target without anj'- preliminary instruc-

tion is a mere waste of powder and ball ; this fact

they have long found out at Hythe. The piiblic
cannot understand this, and there has been a loud

cry in the papers for ball-cartridge practice ; but
General Hay will tell you that to begin with baU

jjractice is to begin at the end. Before a man can
shoot effectively with a rifle, he must know how
to hold it. At short ranges he can shoot standing,
but when it comes to a thousand yards he reqiiires
a rest of some kind, and the kneeling position
will give him a natural rest if he is instructed how
to take it. We question if many of those portly
riflemen to be seen in every corps are at all aware
of the trifling knot they must tie themselves \ip

into, ere they can accomplish this position. In
the book of instruction the position drill for long
ranges is as follows : "When kneeling, the right
foot and knee are to be in the right position, and
the body (('.

e. buttock) is to rest firmly on the

right heel." If any rifleman who has lost his

waist will have the goodness to try this position,
we would recommend him to have some assistance

at hand to help him up again ! Again, we are

told that before a man can take aim "with his rifle

he must be able to fire a cap without winking.
No such easy matter, as any man may easily prove
to himself ; and when this difficidty is got over
there is the very necessary exercise in judging of

distances. Nothing is so deceptive as distance,

esjiecially in level places where you see the groimd
foreshortened. All these things are taught at the



July 14, 1S60.J OUR VOLUNTEERS. S3

Hytlie School of Musketry, and we are glad to

find that a number of Volunteers have imdergone
the musketry drill there "u-itli exem])Iary patience.

Nine-tenths of the Volunteers are, however, per-

fectly guiltless of having gone through this preli-

minary instruction, and we cannot therefore

expect that until they do, any large number of

first-rate marksmen will issue from their ranks.

But we want a large niimber of good shots rather

than a few very first-rate ones, and somehow
or other this we must have. The Volunteer

Rifleman has entered upon a new exercise in

which he cannot afford to take a second rank.

He must be with his rifle what his forefathers

were with the long-bow, and the only manner in

which he can accomplish this is to make rifle-

shooting as scientific a pastime throughout the

land as cricket.

Everj' village and hamlet must have its butts as

of old, and village must compete with village.

Thus trained, our annual gathering on Wimbledon
Common will soon set in the shade the Tir Fede-

ral of the Helvetian Republic. The one great

quality necessar}'- to form a rifleman, is eminently
an English quality

— steadiness. Strength is

another qualitj^, almost as indispensable. The
weak-armed man has little chance, for his muscles

will tremble before he can take deliberate aim.

Look at the Swiss rifleman, his chest and arms are

models of capacity and power, and we do not

think that in these particulars we have to fear

even the mountaineers. It is thought by some
that our familiarity with the fowling-piece ought
to give xis a decided advantage over every other

nation ; but the experience of the Government
School at Hythe appears to be altogether adverse

to this notion. The best rifle shots declare that

the mere sportsman has in fact a great deal to

forget before he can handle the rifle properly ;

that the kind of instinctive aim taken at a flying
bird is a very different thing from the dehberate

aim reqiiired for target shooting, and that the

best riflemen are invariably found among persons
who had never previously fired a shot. That this

dictum requires some little modification, however,
will, we believe, be proved by the recent com-

petition at Wimbledon Common, for to our
ovra knowledge, some of the largest scores have
been made by keen sportsmen. The opening of

our first National Rifle Match, on July 2nd, by
her Majesty, gave even the iised-up sight seer quite
a sensation. He mtnessed something of which his

former experience afforded him no inkling. It was
neither a Derby Day, nor a Review Day, nor a

Fair-day, and yet in a measure it partook of all

three. The wide-extending heath almost prepared
him for the Grand Stand, and the innumerable

persons in uniform led him to expect a sham
fight. The line of streamers and flags of all

nations, and the town of booths running right
and left, seemed as though the old fair had been
revived for his delectation. But what was
the meaning of the long range of earthworks far

away on the other side of the Common ? Of the
hundred thousand people who lined the vast

enclosure, in carriages and on foot, possibly not a

thousand persons could, of their own personal i

knowledge, have given an answer. That they |

were butts indeed they knew, but Englishmen
must go back some three or four hundred years in
order to associate such appliances with any
national pastime ; and, therefore, their appearance
seemed in some measure to revive old times, and
to link that vast multitude %\'ith old days that are

long, long gone.
But whilst we look into the gi'ey distance, and

gather from the size of the target, six feet square,
but not apparently larger than a sheet of note-pai)er,
what a thousand yards' range really is, there is a
motion in the gay marquee on our right, the royal
flag is run up, and shortly Her Majesty and Prince
Albert are seen jiroceeding down the planked road
which leads to the little pavilion. Here for

upwards of an hour Mr. Whitworth, with the
most nervous solicitude, has been laying a rifle

on a rest, specially constructed for the occasion.

But the sod is soddened, and the delicate instru-

ment is constantly sinking with its own weight,
and has to be continually re-adjusted. As Her
Majesty approaches, however, all is prepared ;

and
almost before the ringing cheer with which she
is received has died away, she has fired the rifle,

and hit the bull's eye, and that only one inch
above the two lines which bisect each other in the

very centre—on the vertical Une itself, and but
one inch only above the horizontal one ! Thus
Her Majesty opened the proceedings by scoring
three, the highest number that could be obtained
at a single shot. Now along the whole line the

firing commenced from little tents situated exactly

opposite their respective targets ; but, as might
have been expected, the first day's firing was not

very satisfactory, and many a rifleman, the pride
of his own local butt, found that in the flurry of

the scene he had lost his usual cunning, and loud

were the complaints we heard that the five shots—the regidation allowance to each gun—were not
suflicient to bring out the real stuff in a man.
But with the morning air of the second day shaken
nerves were restored again, and Englishmen were
not found to be behind the picked shots of

Switzerland. It is certainly rather unfortunate

that the latter should have failed to have rescued

their rifles from the French Custom House
authorities ;

but as they well knew that they
could only shoot for some of the prizes with rifles

not above ten pounds in weight, they have little

to complain of, we apprehend.
The establishment of an open target at which

all comers can fire -w-ithout any restriction, is a

very lucky hit ; and is, in our opinion, well cal-

culated to elicit some very good shots from the

crowd. Englishmen have a certain individuality
which is likely to display itself in rifle-shooting,

as much as in other things, and a little
" undress

"

shooting is sure to be very popular. As far as

we have yet seen, the National Rifle Shooting
Association has inaugurated among us a new sport,

which will, we believe, rapidlj'- take root, and

place us in the foremost ranks as marksmen. It

is a good sign when a nation takes to an exer-

cise as a matter of sport, which it may be called

upon to perform in grave earnest ; and as long as

we know how to snap the rifle, truly we may suap
our fingers at the gentlemen across the water.

A. W.
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CONTRASTS.
Guests, at a nohlcman's board,

Drink to the bridal morrow ;

While, at the breast of the lord

Kankles a barb of sorrow.

Hark to the pitiful wail !

' ' That woman, my lord, without
;

They are taking her off to the gaol."
' '

Merely a beggar, no doubt.
"

" What a singular sighing sound !"

Says one of the great, at the table.

"John, have you looked to the hound ?

Make him a bed in the stable."

Over those steps, again,
Entered a bride in the morn,

Follow'd by powder'd men,

Stiff, and stately, and shorn.

Out of a prison den
Issued a wretch that mom,

Follow'd by brutal men.
Eager to see and scorn.

'

Quick ! or we'll miss the marriage,
Yonder, in Hanover Square.

They are off in a splendid carriage :

Faith, they're a splendid paii- !"

A birth in a chamber great ;

A birth in a hospital ward :

One in sorrow
; one in state

;

Both the sons of a lord.

Doctors around her bed
;

Nurses and friends beside.

Lightly and softly tread—
This is a titled bride.

Cover tliat face in a shroud :

Mention her name no more
;

Though she was silent and proud,
She v/as plebeian and poor.

The charity brat she bore,
Yes ! let him grow up in the cro^wd.

Cringe at the nobleman's door.

Cover her face with the shroud :

Mention her name no more !

Send the young heir to college,

To swim with the wealthy tide
;

Probing the depths of knowledge.

Skimming the shoals of i^ride.

It may be his natural brother

Will hold his horse for a cnist
;

And neither can tell the other

Their kinship in common dust. J. F. F.
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EVAN HARRINGTON ; on, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
EY GEORGE MEREDITH.

CHAPTER XXX. THE BATTLE OF THE BULL-DOGS.

PART J.

At the south-western extremity of the jmrk,
with a view extending over wide meadows and
troubled mill-waters, yellow barn-roofs and

weather-gray old farm-walls, two grassy monnds
threw their sloj^es to the margin of the stream.
Here the bull-dogs held revel. The hollow
between the slopes was crowned by a bending
birch, which rose three-stemmed from the root,
and hung a noiseless green shower over the basin
of green it shadowed. Beneath it the interminable

growl sounded pleasantly ; softly shot the sparkle
of the twisting water, and you might di-eam things
half fulfilled. Knots of fern were about, but the

tops of the mounds were firm grass, evidently well

rolled, and with an eye to airy feet. Olympus
one eminence was called, Parnassus the other.

Olympus a little overlooked Parnassus, but Par-
nassus was broader and altogether better adapted
for the games of the Muses. Roimd the edges of

both there was a well-trimmed bush of laurel,

obscuring only the feet of the dancers from the

observing gods. For on Olympus the elders re-

clined. Great efforts had occasionally been made
to dispossess and imseat them, and their securitj^

depended mainly on a hump in the middle of the

mound which defied the dance.

Watteau-like groups were already couched in

the shade. There were ladies of all sorts : town-

bred and country-bred : farmers' daughters and

daughters of peers : for this pic-nic, as Lady
Jocelyn, disgusting the Countess, woidd call it,

was in reality a fete champetre, given annuall}'',

to which the fair offspring of the superior tenants

were invited—the brothers and fathers coming to

fetch them in the evening. It struck the eye of

the Countess de Saldar that Olympus would be a

fitting throne for her, and a point whence her

shafts might fly without fear of a return. Like

another illustrious General at Salamanca, she

directed a detachment to take possession of the

height. Courtly Sir John Loring ran up at once,

and gave the diplomatist an opportunity to thank

her flatteringly for gaining them two minutes to

themselves. Sir John waved his handkerchief in

triumph, welcoming them under an awning where

carpets and cushions were spread, and whence the
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Countess could eye tlie field. She was dressed

ravishingly ; slightly in a foreign style, the bodice

being peaked at the waist, as was then the Por-

tuguese persuasion. The neck, too, was delici-

ously veiled with fine lace—and thoroughly
veiled, for it was a feature the Countess did not
care to exj^ose to the vulgar daylight. Off her

gentle shoidders, as it were some fringe of cloud

blown by the breeze this sweet lady opened her

bosom to, curled a lovely black lace scarf : not

Caroline's. If she laughed, the tinge of mourning
lent her laughter new charms. If she sighed, the

exuberant array of her apparel bade the spectator
be of good cheer. "Was she witty, men surren-

dered reason and adored her. Only when she

entered the majestic mood and assumed the

languors of gi-eatness and recited musky anecdotes

of her intimacy with it, only then did mankind,
as represented at Beckley Court, open an internal

eye and reflect that it was v/onderful in a tailors

daughter. And she felt that mankind did so

reflect. Her instincts did not deceive her. She
knew not how much was known

;
in the depths of

her heart she kept the striiggling fear that possibly
all might be known ; and succeeding in this, she

said to herself that probably nothing was known
after all. Geoi-ge Uploft, ]Miss Carrington, and
Eose were the three she abhorred. Partly to be
out of their Avay, and to be out of the way of

chance shots (for she had heard names of people

coming that reminded her of Dubbins's, whei-e, in

past days, there had been on one awful occasion a

terrific discovery made), the Countess selected

Olympus for her station. It was her last day,
and she determined to be happj\ Doubtless, she

was making a retreat, but have not illustrious

Generals snatched victory from their pursuers?
Fair, then, sweet, and full of grace, the Coimtess
moved. As the restless shifting of colours to her

motions was the constant interchange of her semi-

sorrov.'fid manner and ready archness. Sir John
almost capered to please her, and the diplomatist
in talking to her forgot his diplomacy and the

craft of his tongue.
It was the last day also of Caroline and the

Duke. The Countess clung to CaroUne and the

Duke more than to Evan and Rose. She coidd

see the first couple walking under an avenue of

limes, and near them INIr. John Eaikes, as if in

ambush. Twice they passed him, and twice lie

doffed his hat and did homage.
"A most singular ci'eature!" exclaimed the

Countess. "
It is my constant marvel where my

brother discovered such a cui'iosity. Do notice

him."
"That man? Raikes?" said the diplomatist." Do you know he is our rival? Harry wanted

an excuse for another bottle last night, and pro-

posed the Member for FaUowfield. Up got Mr.
Raikes and returned thanks."

" Yes ?" the Countess negligently interjected in

a way she had caught from Lady Jocelyn.
"Cogglesby's nominee, apjiarently."
"I know it all," said the Countess. "We

need have', no apprehension. He is docile. My
brother-in-law's brother, you see, is most eccentric.

We can manage him best through this Mr. Raikes,
for a personal application woidd be ruin. He

quite detests our family, and indeed all the

ajristocracjr.
"

MelviUe's mouth pursed, and he looked very
grave.

Sir John remarked :
' ' He seems like a monkey

just turned into a man."
"And doubtful about his tail," added the

Countess.

The image was tolerably correct, but other

causes were at the bottom of the air worn by Mr.
John Eaikes. The Countess had obtained an
invitation for him, with instructions that he
should come earlj% and he had followed them so

implicitly that the curricle was flinging dust on
the hedges l)etween FaUowfield and Beckley but
an hour or two after the chariot of Apollo had
mounted the heavens, and Mr. Raikes presented
himself at the breakfast table. Fortunately for

him the Countess was there. After the repast
she introduced him to the Duke : and he bowed
to the Duke, and the Duke bowed to him : and

now, to instance the peculiar justness in the mind
of Mr. Eaikes, he, though he worshipped a coronet

and would gladly have recalled the feudal times

to a corrupt land, could not help thinking that

his bow had beaten the Duke's, and was better.

He would rather not have thought so, for it upset
his preconceptions and threatened a revolution in

his ideas. For this reason he followed the Duke,
and tried, if possible, to correct, or at least chasten

the imj^ressions he had of possessing a glaring

advantage over the nobleman. The Duke's second
bow did not, Mr. Eaikes satUy judged, retrieve the

character of his first ;
his final bow was a mere

nod. "Well!" Mr. Eaikes reflected, "if this is

your Duke, why, egad ! for figure and stjde my
friend Harrington beats him hollow." And Mr.
Eaikes thought he knew who could conduct a

conversation with superior dignity and neatness.

The torchlight of a delusion was extinguished in

him, but he did not wander long in that gloomy
cavernous darkness of the disenchanted, as many
of us do, and as Evan had done, when after a

week at Beckley Court he began to examine of

what stuff his brilliant father, the great Mel, was

composed. On the contrary, as the light of the

Didie dwindled, ]Mr. Eaikes gained in lustre.
" In fact," he said,

"
thei-e's nothing but the title

wanting.
" He was by this time on a level with

the Duke.

Olympus had been held in possession by the

Countess about half an hour, when Lady Jocelyn
mounted it, quite unconscious that she was scaling
a fortified point. The Countess hei'self fired off

the first gun at her.
" It has been so extremely delightful up alone

here, Lady Jocelyn : to look at everybody below !

I hope many will not intrude on us !

"

"None but the dowagers who have breath to

get up," i-eplied her ladyship, panting.
"
By the

way. Countess, you hardly belong to us yet. You
dance ?

"

"Indeed, I do not."
"
Oh, then you are in your right place. A

dowager is a woman who doesn't dance : and her

male attendant is—what is he ? We will call him
a iogy."

Lady Jocelyn directed a smile at MehdUe and
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Sir John, who both protested that it was an

honour to be the Countess's fogy.

Rose now joined them, with Laxley morally

cb-agged in her wake.
' ' Another dowager and fogy !

"
cried the

Countess, musically. "Do you not dance, my
cliild?"

" Not till the music strikes up," rejoined Rose.
" I suppose we shall have to eat tirst."

"That is the Hamlet of the pic-nic play, I

believe," said her mother.
" Of course you dance, don't you Countess ?

"

Rose inquired, for the sake of amiable conver-

sation.

The Countess's head signified :

"
Oh, no ! quite

out of the question :

" she held up a little bit of

her mournful draperies, adding :
' '

Besides, you,

dear child, know your company, and can select ;

/ do not, n,nd cannot do so. I undei'stand we
have a most varied assembly !

"

Rose shut her eyes, and then looked at her

mother. Lady Jocelyn's face was undisturbed
;

but while her eyes were still upon the Countess,

she drew her head gently back, imperceptibly.
If anything, she was admiring the lady ; but Rose

could be no placid philosophic spectator of what
was to her a horrible assumption and hypocrisy.
For the sake of him she loved, she had swallowed

a nauseous cup bravely. The Countess was too

m\ich for her. She felt sick to think of being
allied to this person. She had a shuddering
desire to run into the ranks of the world, and

hide her head from miiltitudinous hootings. With
a pang of envy she saw her friend Jenny walking

by the side of William Harvey, happy, tmtried,

unoffending : full of hope, and without any bitter

draughts to swallow !

Aunt Bel now came tripping up gaily.

"Take the alternative, douairiere or demoi-

selle?" cried Lady Jocelyn. "We must have

a sharp distinction, or Olympus will be mobbed."
" Eutre les deux, s'il vous plait," responded

Aunt Bel.
"
Rose, hurry down and leaven the

mass. I see ten girls in a bunch. It's shocking.

Ferdinand, pray disperse yourself. Why is it,

Emily, that we are always in excess at pic-nics ?

Is man dying out ?
"

"From what I can see," remarked Lady Joce-

lyn, "Harry wiU be lost to his species unless some
one quickly relieves him. He's already half

eaten up by the Conley girls. Comitess, isn't

it your duty to rescue him ?
"

The Countess bowed, and murmured to Sir

John :

" A dismissal !

"

" I fear my fascinations. Lady Jocelyn, may
not compete with those fresh young persons."
"Ha ! ha !

' fresh young jiersons,'
"
laughed Sir

John : for the ladies in question were romping
boisterously with Mr. Harry.
The Countess inquired for the names and con-

dition of the ladies, and was told that they sjirang
from Farmer Conley, a well-to-do son of the soil,

who farmed about a couple of thousand acres be-

tween Fallowfield and Beckley, and bore a good
reputation at the county bank.

"But 1 do think," observed the Countess,
"

it

must indeed be pernicious for any youth to asso-

ciate with that class of woman. A deterioration

of manners !

"

Rose looked at her mother again. She thought :

" Those girls would scorn to marry a tradesman's
son !"

The feeling grew in Rose that the Countess
lowered and degraded her. Her mother's calm

contemplation of the lady was more distressing
than if she had expressed the contempt Rose w;is

certain, according to her young ideas, Lady
Jocelyn must hold.

Now the Countess had been considering that

she would like to have a word or two with
Mr. Harry, and kissing her fingers to the occu-

pants of Olympus, and fixing her fancy on the

diverse thoughts of the ladies and gentlemen,

j

deduced from a rapturous or critical contempla-
tion of her figure from behind, she descended the

slope.

Was it going to be a happy day ? The well-

imagined opinions of the gentleman on her attire

and style, made her lean to the affirmative ;
but

Rose's demure behaviour and something—some-

thing would come across her hopes. She had,
as she now said to herself, stopped for the pic-

nic, mainly to give Caroline a last opportunity
of binding the duke to \asit the Cogglesby
saloons ia London. Let Caroline cleverly con-

trive this, as she might, without any compro-
mise, and the stay at Beckley Court woiud lie

a great gain. Yes, Caroline was still with the

duke ; they were talking earnestly. The Coun-

tess breathed a short appeal to Providence that

Caroline might not prove a fool. Over night she

had said to Caroline : "Do not be so English. Can
one not enjoy friendship with a nobleman with-

out wounding one's conscience or breaking vni\\

the world ? My dear, the duke visiting you,

j'ou cow that infamous Strike of yours. He will be

utterly obsequious ! I am not telling you to pass
the line. The contrary. But we continentals have

our grievous reputation because we dare to meet

as intellectual beings, and defy the imputation that

ladies and gentlemen are no better than animals."

It sounded very lofty to Caroline, who accepting
its sincerity, replied :

"I cannot do things by halves. I cannot

live a life of deceit. A life of misery— not

deceit !

"

Whereupon, pitying her poor English nature,

the Countess gave her advice, and this advice she

now implored her familiars to instruct or compel
Caroline to follow.

The Countess's garment was plucked at. She

beheld little Dorothy Loring glancing up at her

with the roguish timidity of her years.
" May I come with you ?

" asked the little

maid, and went off into a prattle: "I spent that

five shillings
—T bought a shilling's worth of sweet

stuff, and nine penn'orth of twine, and a shilling

for small wax candles to light in my room when
I'm going to bed, because I like plenty of light

by the looking-glass always, and they do make
the room so hot ! My Jane declared she almost

fainted, but I burnt them out! Then I only

had very little left for a horse to mount my doll

on
;
and I wasn't going to get a screw, so I went

to papa, and he gave me five shillings. And, oh,
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do you know, Eose can't bear me to be with yoii.

Jealoiisy, I suppose, for you're very agreeable.

And, do you know, your mama is coming to-day ?

I've got a papa and no mama, and you've got a

mama and no papa. Isn't it funny? But I

don't think so much of it, as you're grown tip.

Oh, I'm quite sure she ii coming, because I

heard Harry telling Juley she was, and Juley said

it woidd be so gratifying to you."
A bribe and a message relieved the Countess of

Dorothy's attendance on her.

What did this mean ? Were people so base as

to be giiilty of hideous plots in this house ? Her
mother coming ! The Countess's blood turned

deadly chill. Had it been her father she woxild

not have feai-ed, but her mother was so vilely

plain of speech ;
she never opened her mouth .save

to deliver facts : which was to the Coimtess the

sign of atrocioiis vulgarity.
But her mother had written to say she would

wait for Evan in Fallowfield ! The Countess

grasped at straws. Did Dorothy hear that ? And
if Harry and Juliana spoke of her mother, what
did that mean ? That she was hunted and must
stand at bay !

"Oh, papa! papa! why did you marry a

Dawley !

"
she exclaimed, plunging to what was,

in her idea, the root of the evil.

She had no time for outcries and lamentations.

It dawned on her that this was to be a day of

battle. Where was Harry ? Still in the midst of

the Conley throng, apparently pooh-poohing some-

thing, to judge by the twist of his mouth.
The Countess delicately signed for him to

approach her. The extreme delicacy of the signal
was at least an excuse for Harry to perceive

nothing. It was renewed, and Harry burst into a

fit of laughter at some fun of one of the Conley

girls. The Coimtess passed on, and met Juliana

pacing by herself near the lower gates of the

park. She wished only to see how Juliana be-

haved. The girl looked perfectly trustful, as

much so as when the Coimtess was pouring in her

ears the tales of Evan's growing but bashful

affection for her.

"He wiU soon be here," whispered the

Coimtess. "Has he told you he will come by
this entrance ?

"

"
No," replied Juliana.

" You do not look well, sweet child."
" I was thinking that you did not. Countess."
"
Oh, indeed, yes ! All our visitors have by

this time arrived, I presume ?
"

"
They come all day."

The Countess hastened away from one who,
when roused, could be almost as clever as her-

self, and again stood in meditation near the

joyful Harry. This time she did not signal so

discreetly, Harry could not but see it, and the

Conley girls accused him of cruelty to the beaii-

tifid dame, which novel idea stung Harry with

delight, and he held out to indulge in it a little

longer. His back was half turned, and as he
talked noisily he could not observe the serene

and resolute march of the Coimtess towards him.
The youth gaped when he foimd his arm taken

prisoner by the insertion of a small dehciously-

gloved and perfumed hand through it.

"I must claim you for a few moments," said

the Countess, and took the startled Conley girls

one and aU in her beautiful smile of excuse.

"Why do you comjiromise me thus, sir?"

These astounding words were spoken out of the

hearing of the Conley girls.

"Compromise you!
" muttered Harry.

Masterly was the skill with Avliich the Countess

contrived to speak angrUy and as an injured

woman, while she wore an indifferent social

countenance.
" I repeat compromise me. No, Mr. Harry

Jocelyn, you are not the jackanapes you try to

make people think you : you understand me."
The Countess might accuse him, but Harry

never had the ambition to make people think

him that : his natural tendency was the reverse :

and he objected to the application of the word

jackanapes to himself, and was ready to contest

the fact of people having that opinion at all.

However, all he did was to repeat: "Compro-
mise !

"

' '

Is not open imkindness to me compromising
me?"
"How?" asked Harry.
"Woidd you dare to do it to a strange lady?

Would you have the impudence to attempt it

with any woman here but me ? No, I am in-

nocent
;

T know that ; it is my consolation ;
I

have resisted you, but you by this cowardly be-

haviour place me—and my reputation, which is

more—at your mercy. Noble behaviour, Mr. Harry
Jocelyn I I shall remember my young English

gentleman."
The view was totally new to Harry.
" I really had no idea of compromising you," he

said.
"

Uiioii my honour, I can't see how I did

it now !

"

"
Oblige me by walking less in the neighbour-

hood of those fat-faced glaring farm-girls," the

Countess spoke under her breath ;

" and don't look

as if you w-ere being whipped. The art of it is

evident—^yoii are but can-ying on the game.—
Listen. If you permit yourself to exhibit an

imkindness to me, you show to any man who is a

judge, and to every woman, that there has been

something between us. You know my innocence
—yes ! but you must punish me for having re-

sisted you thus long."

Harry was staggered. He swore he never had
such an idea, and was much too much of a man
and a gentleman to behave in that way.—And yet
it seemed wonderfully clever ! And there was the

Countess saying :

"Take yoiu- reward, Mr. Harry Jocelyn. You
have succeeded, I am your humble slave. I

come to you and sue for peace. To save my
reputation I endanger myself. This is generous
of you."
"Am I such a clever fellow?" thought the

ingenuous young gentleman.
" Deuced lucky

with women :

" he knew that : still a fellow must
be wonderfully, miracidously, clever to be able to

twist and sj)in about a woman in that way. He
did not object to conceive that he was the fellow

to do it. Besides, here was the Countess de

Saldar—worth five hundi'ed of the Conley girls
—

almost at his feet !
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Mollified, he Scaid: "Now, didn't you begin it?"

"Evasion!" was the answer. "It would be

such pleasure to you to see a proud woman weep !

And if yesterday, persecuted as I am, with dread-

fid falsehoods abroad respecting me and mine, if

yesterday I did seem cold to your great merits, is

it generous of you to take this revenge ?
"

Harry began to scent the double meaning in her

words. She gave him no time to gi-ow cool over

it. She leaned, half-abandoned, on his arm. Ai-ts

feminine and irresistible encompassed him. It

was a fatal mistake of Juliana's to enhst Harry
Jocelyn against the Countess de Saldar. He en-

gaged, still without any direct allusion to the real

business, to move heaven and earth to undo all

that he had done ; and the Countess engaged to

do—what ? more than she intended to fulfil.

Ten minutes later the Countess was alone with

Caroline.

"Tie yourself to the duke at the dinner," she

said, in the forcible phrase she could use when

necessary.
" Don't let them scheme to separate

you. Never mind looks—do it I

"

Caroline, however, had her reasons for desiring
to maintain appearances. The Countess dashed

at her hesitation.
" There is a plot to humiliate us in the most

abominable way. The whole family have sworn
to make us blush publicly. Publicly blush !

They have written to Mama to come, and speak
out. Xow will you attend to me, Caroline ? You
do not credit such atrocity ? I know it to be

true."
' ' I never can believe that Rose woiild do such a

thing," said Caroline. "We can hardlj' have to

endure more than has befallen us already."
Her speech was pensive, as of one who had

matter of her o%vn to ponder over. A swift illimii-

nation burst in the Countess's mind.
" No ? Have you, dear, darling Cany ? not

that I intend that you should ! but to-day the

duke would be such ineffable support to us. May
I deem you have not been too cruel to-day ? You
dear silly English creature, 'Duck,' I used to call

you when I was your little Louy. All is not

yet lost, but I will save you from the ignominy if

I can. I will !—I wiU !

"

Caroline denied nothing— confirmed nothing,

just as the Countess had stated nothing. Yet they
imderstood one another perfectly. Women have
a subtler langiiage than ours

;
the veil pertains to

them morally as bodily, and they see clearer

through it.

The Countess had no time to lose. Wrath was
in her heart

self-defence.

Without phrasing a word, or absolutely shaping
a thought in her head, she slanted across the
sun to Mr. John Eaikes, who had taken refresh-

ment, and in obedience to his instinct, notwith-

standing his enormous pretensions, had commenced
a few preliminary antics.

" Dear Mr. Eaikes !

"
she said, drawing him

aside,
" not before dinner I

"

" I really can't contain the exuberant flow !

"

returned that gentleman.
"
iMy animal spirits

always get the better of me," he added confiden-

tially.

She did not lend all her thoughts to

' '

Suppose you devote your animal spirits to my
service for half an hour ?

"

"
Yours, Countess, from the os frontis to the

chine !

" was the exuberant rejoinder.
The Countess made a wry mouth.
" Your curricle is in Beckley ?

"

"Behold I" cried Jack. "Two juveniles, not

half so blest as I, do from the seat regard the festive

scene o'er yon park-palings. They are there, even
Franco and Fred. I'm afraid I promised to get
them in at a later period of the day. Which

sadly sore my conscience doth disturb ! But
what is to be done aboiit the curricle, my
Countess ?

"

" Mr. Raikes," said the Countess, smiling on
him fixedly,

"
you are amusing ; biit, in addressing

me, you must be precise, and above all things
accurate. I am not your Countess !

"

Mr. Raikes bowed profoundly.
"
Oh, that I

might say
' my Queen !

' "

The Countess replied : "A conviction of your

lunacy woidd prevent my taking offence, though
I might wish you enclosed and guarded,"
Without any further exclamations, Mr. Raikes

acknowledged a superior.

"And, now, attend to me," said the Countess.
" Listen : You go yourself, or send your friends

instantly to Fallowfield. Bring with you that

girl and her chUd. Stop ! there is such a person.
Tell her she is to be s[)oken to about the prospects
of the poor infant. I leave that to your inventive

genius. Evan wishes her here. Bring her, and
should you see the mad captain who behaves so

oddly, favour him with a ride. He says he dreams
his wife is here, and he will not reveal his name I

Suppose it should be my own beloved husband ! I

am quite anxious ha ! ha !

"

' ' That fortunate man is a foreignere !

"
ex-

claimed Mr. Raikes.
"
Anglicised !

—
anglicised !

"
said the Countess.

" Will you do this ? You know how interested I

am in the man. If he is not my husband, some one

ought to be !

"

"
Capital !

"
cried Jack,

would tell on
be !

' "

"Away, and do my best," the Coimtess called

to him -with the faint peep of a theatrical

manner.
It captivated Mr. John Raikes : "Yea, to the

letter, though I perish for't," he pronounced,

departing, and subsequently appending,
" Nor yet

the damned reason can perceive."
The Countess saw him go up to the palings and

hold a communication with his friends Franco and
Fred. One took the whip, and after mutual

flourishes, drove away from Mr. Raikes.
' ' Now !

" mused the Countess,
' '

if Ca]>tain
E\Temonde should come !

"
It woidd break uji the

pic-nic. Alas I the Countess had sun-endcred her

humble hopes of a day's pleasure. But if her

mother came as well, what a diversion that would
be I If her mother came before the Captain, his

arrival would cover the retreat ;
if the Captain

preceded her, she woidd not be noticed. Suppose
her mother refrained from coming ? In that case

it was a pity, but the Jocelyns had brought it on

themselves.

cried

the stage.

"Lord!
Some

how
one ought

that

to
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This mapping ont of consequences followed the

Countess's deeds, and did not inspire them. Her

passions sharpened her instincts which produced
her actions. The reflections ensued : as in nature

the conseciuences were all seen subsequently !

Observe the difference between your male and

female generalr.
On reflection, too, the Countess praised herself

for having done all that could be done. She

might have written to her mother : biit her

absence woidd have been remarked : her mes-

senger might have been overhauled : and, lastly,

Mrs. Mel—"
Gorgon of a mother !

"
the Countess

cried out : for ]\Trs. Mel was like a fate to her.

She could remember only two occasions in her

whole life when she had been able to manage her

mother, and then by lying in such a way as to

distress her conscience severely.
' ' If mama has conceived this idea of coming,

nothing will impede her. Mj-- prayers will infu-

riate her !

"
said the Countess, and she was sure

that she had acted both rightly and with wis-

dom.
She put on her armour of smiles : she plunged

into the thick of the enemy. Since they woxild

not allow her to taste human happiness
—she had

asked but for the pic-nic ! a small truce !
—since

they denied her that, rather than let them triumi)h

by seeing her wretched, she took into her bosom

the joy of demons. She lured Mr. George Uploft

away from Miss Carring'ton, and spoke to him

strange hints of matrimonial disappointments, look-

ing from time to time at that apprehensive lady,

doating on her terrors. And Mr. George
seconded her by his clouded face, for he was
ashamed not to show that he did not know Louisa

Harrington in the Countess de Saldar, and had

not the courage to declare that he did. The
Countess spoke familiarly, but without any hint

of an ancient acquaintance between them. ' ' What
a post her husband's got !

"
thought Mr. George,

not envying the Count. He was -wrong : she was
an admirable ally. AU over the field the Countess

went, watching for her mother, praying that if

she did come, Providence might prevent her from

coming while they were at dinner. How clearly

Mrs. Shorne and Mrs. Melville saw her vulgarity
now ! By the new light of knowledge, how
certain thej'- were that they had seen her imgentle

training in a dozen different little instances.

"She is not well-bred, cela se voit," said Lady
Jocelyn.

"Bred! it's the stage! How coiild such a

person be bred ?
"

said Mrs. Shorne.

Accept in the Countess the heroine who is com-

bating class-prejiidices, and surely she is pre-

eminently noteworthy. True she fights only for

her family, and is virtually the champion of the

opposing institution misplaced. That does not

matter : the fates may have done it purposely : by
conquering she establishes a princiide. A duke
loves her sister, the daughter of the house her

brother, and for herself she has many protestations
in honour of her charms : nor are they empty
ones. She can confound Mrs. Melville, if she

pleases to by exposing an adorer to lose a friend.

Issuing out of Tailordom, she, a Countess, has

done all this ;
and it were enough to make her

glow, did not little evils, and angers, and spites,

and alarms, so frightfidly beset her.

The sun of the pic-nic system is dinner. Hence

philosojjhers may deduce that the pic-nic is a

British invention. There is no doubt that we do

not shine at the pic-nic until we reflect the face

of dinner. To this, then, all who were not lovers

began serioiisly to look forward, and the advance

of an excellent London band, specially hired, to

play during the entertainment, gave many of the

gniests quite a new taste for sweet music
;
and in-

deed we all enjoy a thing infinitely more when
we see its meaning.

Abovit this time Evan entered the lower park-

gates with Andrew. The first object he encoun-

tered was Mr. John Raikes in a state of great

depression. He explained his case :

" Just look at my frill ! No, upon my honour,

you know, I'm good-tempered ;
I pass their bu-

colic habits, but this is beyond bearing. I was
near the palings there, and a fellow calls out :

' Hi ! will you help the lady over ?
' Halloa !

thinks I, an adA'enture ! However, I advised

him to take her round to the gates. The beast

birrst out laughing. 'Now, then,' says he, and I

heard a scrambling at the pales, and up came the

head of a dog.
' Oh ! the dog first,

'

says I.

' Catch by the ears,' says he. I did so.
'

Pull,'

says he. 'Gad, jnill indeed! The beast gave a

spring and came slap on my chest, with his

dirty wet muzzle in my neck ! I felt in-

stantly it was the death of my frill, but gallant
as you know me, I still asked for the lady.
'If you will please, or an it meet yoxir favour,
to extend your hand to me !

'

I confess I did

just think it rather odd, the idea of a lady
coming in that way over the palings : but my
curst love of adventure always blinds me. It

alicays misleads my better sense, Harrington.
Well, instead of a lady, 1 see a feUow—he may
have been a lineal descendant of Cedric the

Saxon. 'Where's the lady?' says I. 'Lady?'
says he, and stares, and then laughs :

'

Lady !

why,' he jmnps over, and points at his beast of

a dog,
' don't you know a bitch when you see

one ?
'

I was in the most ferocious rage ! If

he hadn't been a big burly bidly, down he'd have

gone.
' Why didn't you say what it was ?

'

I

roared. '

Why,' says he, 'the word isn't considered

polite !

'

I gave him a cut there. I said :
' I

rejoice to be ]>ositivdy assm-ed that you uphold
the hnvs and for7ns of civilisation, sir.' My belief

is he didn't feel it."

"The thrust sinned in its shrewdness," re-

marked Evan, ending a laugh.
"Hem !

" went Mr. Piaikes, more contentedly:
"after all, what are appearances to the man of

wit and intellect ? Dress, and women will approve
you ; but I assure you, they much prefer the man
of wit in his slouched hat and stockings down. I

was introduced to the duke this morning. It is a

curious thing that the seduction of a duchess has

always been one of my dreams."
At this Andrew Cogglesby fell into a fit of

laughter.
" Your servant,

"
said Mr. Raikes, turning to

him. And then he muttered: "Extraordinary
likeness ! Good Heavens ! Powers !

"
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From a state of depression, Mr. Raikes changed
into one of bewilderment. Evan paid no atten-

tion to him, and answered none of his hasty
iinder-toned questions. Just then, as they were

on the skirts of the company, the band struck up
a hvely tune, and quite unconsciously, the legs of

Mr. John Raikes, affected, it may be, by super-
natural reminiscences, loosely hornpiped. It was

but a moment : he remembered himself the next :

but in that fatal moment eyes were on him.

He never recovered his dignity in Beckley
Court.

" What is the joke against poor Jack ?
" asked

Evan of Andrew.
"Never mind. Van. You'll roar. Old Tom

again. We'll see by-and-by, after the Champagne.
He—this young Raikes—ha ! ha !

—but I can't

tell you." And Andrew went away to Drum-
mond to whom he was more communicative. Then
he went to Melville, and one or two others, and
the eyes of many became concentrated on Mr.

John Raikes, and it was observed as a singular

sign that he was constantly facing about ;
and

flushing the fiercest red. Once he made an effort

to get hold of Evan's arm and drag him away,
as one who had an urgent confession to be deliv-

ered of, but Evan was talking to Lady Jocelyn
and other ladies, and qiiietly disengaged his arm
without even turning to notice the face of his

friend. Then the dinner was announced, and
men saw the dinner. The Countess went to

shake her brother's hand, and with a A'ery gratu-

latory visage, said through her half-shut teeth :

"If mama appears, rise up and go away with me,
before she has time to speak a word." An instant

after, Evan foimd himself seated between Mrs.

Evremonde and one of the Conley girls. The
dinner had commenced. The first half of the

Battle of the Bull-dogs was as peaceful as any
ordinary pic-nic, and promised to the general

company as calm a conclusion.

( To be continued.)

THE STEEL-GRINDER.
HIS HE.1LTH.

An Asiatic despotism is a dreary thing to con-

template and describe : and the tyranny of the

ruder sort of African kings is intolerable to the

imagination of Christian nations. The barbarity
of negro slavery in its grosser forms is no less

painful : and our only consolation in reading or

hearing of the things that are done under such
authorities as these is in hoping that the spread of

civilisation and Christianity wiU, in time, render
riders and strong men aware of the value of

human life, and more or less considerate in the

expenditure of it. If we were to read of a country
in Central Asia where a valuable mineral was
found, which slowly poisoned everybody who
came within reach of its fumes wlide it was
smelted

;
and if we heard that the Ivhan of that

country took strong men from their homes at his

I)leasm'e, and made them work upon that mineral
till they were dying of the fumes, and then cast

them adrift in their last days, we should think it

a horrible destiny to be that Khan's subjects. If

it was also the fact that means were known by

which the poison might be partly neutralised, so

that the workmen might live for twenty years
instead of certaiidy dying within ten : and if the
Khan would not allow those means to be used,

saying that ten years were long enough for his

workmen to live, and that it was more convenient
to him to have a rapid succession of them, we
should proclaim such a ruler to be the monster of

the world.

If we knew of a wild African king who required
a certain quantity every week of weapons and
other implements made of bamboo, and insisted

on their being made in a particular way which
caused the bamboo to fly in little spikes which
stuck in the eyes and throats and lungs of the

workmen, so that they began to cough the first

day they went to work, and never stopped till

they died choked in a few years—many being
blinded also before that time—we shoidd call the

king a savage and his workmen slaves. If, more-

over, the weapons might just as well be made
without inflicting a single prick on anybody, and

yet the king insisted that the pricking was pre-

cisely the part of the business which took his fancy
most, w^e should call him a monster too. It is

sufficiently horril:)le that there are slave-owners in

Louisiana who say they find it answer better to ' ' use

up
"

(kill off) their negroes in a certain time, and

get fresh ones, than to spare labour and replenish
their stock less frequently. It makes an English-
man's blood boil that such things should be said.

But how could he find words for his indignation if

the sugar could be grown and made just as well

without the "using up," and the owner shoidd

refuse to adojit the machinery which woidd answer
that purpose because he did not like new ways, or

because he did like to whip the negroes up to

their toil, and get work out of them to the last

gasp ? This man, too, would be execrated as a

monster wherever he and his methods were heard

of.

Suppose a sovereign and a set of otficials in

England who should }iropose to inflict these very

sufferings on Englishmen.
Nobody will stop for a moment to suppose any

such thing. It is an insult to our country, and to

all the men in it, we shall be told, to admit even

a passing imagination of men being wantonly
murdered by inches—doomed to a ten or a live

years' term of torture, ended only Ijy a lingering
death. It A\"oiild be mere nonsense, if it were not

also wickednfc^ss, to suppose that in England there

are men who would submit to such tja-auny in

their own persons, or who would permit it to be

inflicted on others.

Do we really think this ? Do we confidently

say it ? Then we are mistaken
;
and we have

some melancholy t ruths to learn about our country,
and the men in it. Many hundreds of work-

people die every year, in each of several branches

of manufacture, afl^er a slow torture which is as

needless as the eaj'ly death ;
the difference be-

tween the English case and those of Asia, Africa,

I and America being that here it is no sovereign, no

:
official personage, and' no master who inflicts the

murder, but the victlims themselves, and their

neighbours of the samo ci-aft. It is true the evil

is not so great as it M"as : but it is still the fact
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forging

that men are prevented by liuudreds from saving
their lives in dangerous occupations avowedly
because their places are wanted for new-comers
who had reckoned on their not Hving beyond a

certain short term of years.
Did any of my readers ever happen to see the

and finishing of a sail-maker's needle?

After the steel is cut into lengths, each bit is

separately treated—flattened at the head, and

guttered, and filed, and punclied with repeated
strokes for the eye. Each needle is separately
hammered into its three-sided form ; and, what is

most to my present purpose, each is separately

pointed by being held to a gritstone cylinder.
There was a time when every needle of every
size was made in the same way, costing an infinity

of time and trouble which is now saved by the

use of improved mechanical methods. Every one

of these needles, in the making, helped to shorten

a man's life. The grinding of the points gave out

a never-ceasing dust, composed of gritstone and
steel particles, which infested the workmen's eyes,

nostrils, movith, and lungs, so that no one of them
lived to forty years of age. This is the peril

which makes life so short among the Sheffield

cutlers, and which renders the grinders of steel

everywhere, whether for needles, or razors, or

scissors, or skates, or sickles, a peculiar class of

men.

Going back a generation, the career of, say, a

Kedditch needle-maker was this.

A boy in any family of that craft heard from
his infancy upwards of wages of from two guineas
a week to a guinea a day ;

and he was accustomed
to the ideas which belonged to such pay imder
the jjeculiar circumstances. He saw his father

drunk very often ; and he knew that he woidd be

tippling for a week together, after which he woidd

go to work for two or three weeks when he coidd

get credit no longer ; and those were the times

when there were capital suppers at home—the

first delicacies of the season being upon the table.

His father used to come home much out of breath,
and he would be heard coughing in the night.
When it was time for the boy to go to work, it

seemed to be taken for granted on all hands that

he should follow his father's trade. If any friend

remonstrated on the ground that the occupation
was an unhealthy one, and, for some reason or

other, not reputable, there was a family chorus of

opposition. The father would not live long ;

nobody in his business lived to much beyond his

present age ; and then the good wages would be
wanted. There were no such wages to be had in

any other branch of manxifacture in the place, and
the boy coidd not think of taking up with less.

He was not to sit at the grindstone, however,
till he was near twenty. That sacrifice to prudence
was agreed to because it was a rule of experience
that no boys employed in needle-pointing lived to

be twenty.
At twenty, or somewhat earlier, the lad married,

and sat down on his "horse," before his wheel.

There, as he stooped over his work, hot atoms of

steel and stone dust filled the air he breathed, and
were driven into his eyes, nose, and thi'oat. His

employer was a humane man, we may suppose ;

for most of them were so, as well as they knew

how. There were as many doors as possible in

the workshop, and supposed to be always standing

open, in order that the dust might be blown away,
to a certain extent. The men shut the doors when-
ever they had an oppoitunity, com})laining of con-

stant colds from the draughts. They were strictly

ordered to go and rinse their mouths and throats

once every hour : but when they were interested in

their work, and, yet more, when they grew short

of breath on moving, they were lazy about leaving
their wheels for this rinsing. Moreover, they

objected to it in itself. If it did no good, it was
a needless trouble and loss of time : and if it did

remove any of the dust, the men would be vm-

willing to take the benefit. No man in the busi-

ness desired to lengthen his own life, or chose

that his neighbour should have any advantage
over him, or shoidd keep the rising generation

waiting too long.
The employers entirely disapproved this "view

of things ;
but they were actually afraid of the

debauched set of fellows who prouounced for "a
short life and a merry one," and threatened ven-

geance against any one who should lower their

wages by prolonging their lives. A mask of mag-
netised wire was recomnienued by ilr. Abraham,
who pointed out how the wires were studded

with particles of steel, after a morning at the

wheel ; particles which would have entered the

mouth and nose of the grinder, if not thus inter-

cepted. But not a man would wear the mask.
The em}>loyers used every effort to get it adopted :

but the men said, as on aU such occasions, that

to make the work safer was to lower the wages.
Thus the lad who was a beginner had no chance

of wearing this safeguard. The eyes of older men
were iipon him. He fancied, too, that reckless-

ness was a mark of spirit and good fellowship.
He told his little wife, however, that the mask
was no good, as it did not dispose of the stone-

dust.

To dispose of this stone-dust, some employers
tried an experiment of fitting the wheels with
canvas cylinders, up which a good deal of the dust

might be carried by a proper draught. In one

night every cylinder in Redditch was cut into strips,
and every workman in that branch informed his

emidoyer that the craft would never allow either

cylinder or mask. The lads were told that their

employers had seen two, three, or four generations
of needle-pointers to their graves, and were
advised and entreated to take with good-will to a.

long succession of improvements, aU dii-ected to

keeping their lungs clear of the fatal dust. It

was no use. Ventilators, screens, fans,
—aU

devices were destroyed or neglected.
In a few months, the young workman found he

never was weU. In a few years, he had a habitual

cough. Mother and wife urged him to eat ;
as

the hearty eaters bear the work longest. Much
of the money went to keep an expensive table.

Then drink followed
;
and then rows, riots, mid-

night vengeance for trade quarrels, a soured temper
when every breath was drawn with }>ain ;

an
anxious mind when there was a long score at the

public-house, and several hungry children at

home ; and finally the poor fellow, old at five-

and-thirty, and sinking under "the grinders' rot,"
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knew that his lungs were black as ink, and tough
as parchment, and were ou the point of stopping
for ever, while his line wages were gone, he

could not tell how, and there was nothing for his

widow and little ones but to go into the work-

house. So much for "a short life and a merry
one !

"

The sons who followed him to the grave as

infants now find their occupation a very different

one, and not much more dangerous than many
other employments. Happily for them, though
not for all parties at the time, there was, in their

youth, a disastrous strike in their little town, and

their father's trade. The needle-pointers were

misled, and suffered much hardship : and when

they petitioned for work at the old wages, the

employers imposed a new condition
;

—that they
ahould honestly use the means provided for the

preservation of their health. A fan-wheel in the

midst of a group of grinding benches, each of

which has its wheel covered so artfully as that

the dust is whirled away from the workman's

face, conveys the whole collection of stone and
steel particles out of the work-room, and blows it

into some harmless place in the open air. I have
seen the cloud issuing from an opening, and

actually whitening a green bank for a considerable

I space. This white stuff would have turned

I
human lungs black by the inflammation it woidd
have caused

; and, but for the apparatus, and the

will to use it, the present workers at the wheel
would long ago have been in their graves.
The same improvement has not taken place

wherever steel is ground. We think at once of

Sheffield, where the fork-grinder expects to die

at thirty, and the grinders of razors and scissors

a year or two later
;
and the tableknife-grinders

at five-and-thirty ;
and the grinders of saws and

sickles at nearer forty ;
but none so late as forty.

The wretched men,—who, however, are proud of

the peculiarity of their lot,
—seem to be at about

the same point that the needle-pointei's elsewhere

were at in the days of the mask and the canvas

cylinder, and before the strike, to the failure of

which so many lives are owing. Some of the

I first cutlers in the world have applied themselves
to obviate the mortality among their men

;
but

almost in vain. When they set up the fan-wheel,
the men will take every opportunity of stopping
its working. The words which they are reported
to have used are these :

" Trade is bad enough as

it is. If the men live longer, it will be so over-

full that there will be no such thing as getting a

living." They do, however, permit the dry-

grinding to be turned into wet, as improved
machinery works this effect. Knowing as they
do that it is the dry-grinders who die, on an

average, before thirty, while the wet-grinders live

from two to ten years longer, they allow of such
a quickening of their wheel, and such a drip of

water over it as may detain a portion of the dust

from entering their lungs. Of the dry-grinders,

however, there are five hundred employed on
forks only in the one town of Sheffield :

—five

hundred young men who have doomed themselves

deliberately to an early death
;

and in such a

way as to excite only disgust, instead of the

sympathy and admiration with which all men are

wont to regard any loose hold on life which has

any respectability aljout it whatever.

The position of Sheffield is singularly bad in the

scale of comparative sickness undergone by the

working-classes, as ascertained by the managers
of Friendly Societies

;
and yet there is no note

taken of the fact that the lives, out of which this

sickness is computed, are little more than half the

ordinary length. In comparing the sick weeks in

the life of a rural labourer and a Sheffield artisan,

we ought to note, not only that the one has 52

weeks of illness to 95 of the other, but that the

rural labourer's term may extend to GO years,
while the Sheffield man's ends at 40, or even .30.

Even without this, and supposing that all have

an equal right to talk of their life
' ' from twenty

to sixty years of age," what a preponderance of

sickness there is in Sheffield I In town life gene-

rally in England the proportion of sick weeks in

those years is somewhat under 55. In city life it

is under 66 weeks ;
whereas in Sheffield it is just

upon 95. No other town, and no city on the list

before me, comes near it, even Leeds being under

63, and Rochdale under 57 ;
and the ill-favoured

and unpopular Stockport, the worst after Sheffield,

under 85.

We shall know more about all these matters

after the approaching Census : but we now per-

ceive plainly enough that there is an enormous

sacrifice of life in the commonest processes of

manufacture, which a little more knowledge may
enable us to obviate entirely, and which a better

morality would at this day materially check. It

is the terrible attribute of this sort of mischief,

however, that it is at once cause and effect.

Peril to life, of this particular kind, generates the

immorahty which, in its turn, creates the reck-

lessness which again imperils life. The mere
mention of Sheffield brings up the image of such

recklessness in the minds of all who hear the

name. The low regard for human life, and the

propensity to violence for which the working

population of Sheffield are notorious, must have

some explanation : and the explanation is easily

found in the excessive sickness and mortality of

the place, through hardships for which the victims

would murder any tyrant who imposed them, but

which they inflict on themselves against all remon-

strance and preventive effoi-ts on the part of their

emi)loyers. It is impossible to remain many days
in Sheffield -ndthout perceiving how low and wild

are the habits of a portion of the population ; and

every newspaper reader in the kingdom is familiar

with "fearful outrages" of which the scene is

Sheffield, and the occasion generally some trades'-

union dispute. For the deeper cause we may look

to the depraved state of bodily health, and the

self-imposed doom of death under which a certain

proportion of the citizens pass what they choose

to call
" a short life and a merry one."

Their case is not like that of the Redditch

needle-makers, an improved and improving one.

In old times the grinders of Sheffield were scat-

tered about over the neighbourhood
—small groups

of them being found beside any or all of the

waterfalls which abound in that hiUy district.

They were always a rather wild and rough set of

people ; but they lived a free life of less toil than
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at present, or rather, as they now vary their toil

with intervals of dissipation, we may say that

their fits and starts of laljoiir and holiday were
more wholesome when they depended on the flow

of the waters than now when they are determined

by the inclination of the workers. When, in

former days, there was not water enough for the

wheels, the grinding stopped jierforce. As the

flow might begin again at any moment, the men
covdd not go far from the spot, so they used to

sleep, or play, or drink and gossip on a green
bank, or beside the weir. Where there was a

whole hamlet of fork-grinders, eight or ten men

might be collected in one room ;
and the dust

from their wheels was then al)uudantly pernicious.
But on the whole there seems to have been more

air, and less of an aspect of fatahty about the

occupation than of late years. It is rational and
wise to supersede water power by steam, wherever
it can be done, not only for reasons of commercial

economy, but to save health and life and good
land by abolishing the practice of dams on flowing
streams

; Init, when the Sheffield grinders w-ere

collected from these country spots, and assembled

to grind in steam-mills, it was essential that they
should use every precaution on behalf of their

health. This is exactly what they will not do.

They work cooped up in an atmosphere of grit and
steel. A few of the more intelligent make more
or less use of some apjiaratus for carrying ofT the

dust : but the greater number oppose and resent

all such concessions to reason
;
and the ciy of all

who would save them is now for an Act of Par-

liament to compel them to save their own lives.

To save the women and children in factories we
have passed a law which would be wholly indefen-

sible, under our constitutional system, on behalf

of men : and it would disgrace our country in the

eyes of all the world if we were to pass such a

censure on the working men of England as to

make a law to prevent any class of them from

wantonly throwing away their own fives, without

any pretence of a reason, to keep up a high rate

of wages. We must hope that some better method
than an Act of Parliament will in time avail to

stop this disgraceful form of suicide. Meantime,
a well-known Sheffield physician has published
the fact that whereas, in the kingdom generally,
the nimiber in a thousand who die between twenty
and nine-and -twenty years old is 160—among the
Sheffield fork-grinders the number is 475 !

Many of the people complain that the fortunes
of the tovsTi are sinking ;

and it is only too

notorious that the character of the place has long
been decfining. As to its poverty—there is, we
are told, a large class always in precarious cir-

cumstances—the small manufacturers who have
been journeymen or jobmen, and who set up for

themselves as soon as they have a little money in

hand. With a fair chance of an even trade these
small makers might do well, as their brethren in

Birmingham do, on the whole ; but the ravage of

trades'-union tyranny has prevented any fair play
to the Sheffield men. The largest capitalists can-
not sustain the prosperity of the place while the
labour market is disordered by the interference of

trades'-union dictation : the maniifacture leaves

the place, and goes over to America and other

countries, in spite of the eminent natural advan-

tages of Sheffield. As the trade declines the men

bring inore and more of their children into it, and

insist that wages shall not be lowered. They
threaten the employers, and are jealous of one

another
;
and they insist, among other things, on

the grinders dying off as fast as they ever did.

From time to time we hear of some plot to ruin or

murder an employer ;
and every year or two there

is an explosion in some working-man's bedroom or

cellar, from a can of powder introduced by an
'

enemy, in the name of the unionists ; and thus

Sheffield has acquired its bad name and its low

place in the scale of English civilisation. It would

be very interesting to see that popidation
—natur-

ally hardy, apt, strenuous, and skilfid in toil—
work its way vip into a condition of health,

comfort, prosperity, and good repute : and we
should like to see them begin their reform with

that great cause of disturbance—the grinder's

health.

If the gi'inder could once consider himself a

man on equal terms -with, other men, as likely as

they to live to threescore years and ten, he woidd

at once be a wiser, a better, and a happier man.

The Ptedditch needle-pointers have come round to

show a sort of complacency in the clever contriv-

ances for the preservation of their health, and a

contemi)tuous jiity for a man who can take no

satisfaction in them. If the fork-grinders coidd

attain thus much wisdom, any man of their class

would soon be ashamed, instead of proud, of

being pointed out as an old man at five-and-

thirty. Their habits woidd be those of health,

instead of recldess disease. Their skins would be

cleaner if their lungs were not so foul. They
would eat plain wholesome meals, instead of pam-

pering themselves with costly diet—"
feeding

high to keep themselves up," when every hour's

work is pulling them down. They would work
and play more temperately and regularly when
the ordinary prospect of bringing u]) and esta-

blishing a family of children was before them,
instead of the excuse of ciistom for spending their

great gains in debauchery for a few years, and

leaving their widows and orphans to the charity
of the world.

This class thus raised, the moral atmosphere
would be purified to a certain extent, and the

selfishness and violence which now render all law

and order precarious would moderate by degrees,
till the peculiar facilities at present afforded to

tyranny over the working man would disapi)ear.

The managers of strikes have more scope for their

cruel tyranny now in Sheffield than in more

enlightened and orderly places ; and great are the

sufferings of employers and employed, whether

they at once submit to slavery or resist it. If the

matter is not settled sooner by the good sense and

proper spuit of the citizens of all classes, it will

by the loss of the trade of the town and district—
already grievously reduced ; but it is fair to hope
that a body of workmen, renewed in health and
heart and hope, by casting off a dreary doom,

might reinstate the labour market and its liberties,

and retrieve the fortunes of the place. If the

thing is ever to be done, could it begin at a better

point ?
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If the men now at the wheel are too far gone,

physically and morally, there are the children.

If they can be brought up to understand the

nature and value of health, and the sin and dis-

grace of throwing it away, the supply of working
class suicides may be cut off, as that of juvenile

thieves is by reformatory schools. One point
which should be looked to is their notion of honour

or spirit. From their fathers they are apt to pick

up a notion that there is something fine in reck-

lessness of life, and contempt of early death. It

is not difhcult to make it clear to anybody who
win listen that it makes the entire difference

whether life is held lightly for one reason or for

another. If it is in devotedness for Man—for one

i man or many—it is a line act to risk life
;
and we

I

honour accordingly the Deliverer, like Garibaldi—
and the Doctor and Nurse in a plague-stricken city—and the Martyr at the stake, who dies for what
he believes to be the truth, be its form of profession
what it may, and the Explorers of the globe, who
brave the terrors of the Pole and the Equator to

enlarge our science, and thereby enrich our human
life. But the recklessness of life which proceeds
from self-indulgence and ignorant obstinacy has

nothing fine about it, and is often found to cover

a tendency to cowardice. It ought not to be

difficult to enlist the sympathies of any Briton, in

early life, on behalf of the true courage which
faces the duty of life, and prepares for it by
building up a sound body, as the power and

agency of a brave mind. There is no fear for the

arts of life. Steel wiU be ground, whether men
thrive or die over the work. They need not die ;

and it rests with the educators of society to decree

that the present generation shall be the last of

such ignoble martyrs. Harriet Martin; sau.

THE PUBLIC SCHOOLS OF LONDOX.

The other day the " Old Westminsters "
lield a

meeting to consider whether it would nut be

ad\'isable to remove the school from the neigh-
bourhood of the Abbey to some situation where
the scholars coidd breathe the pm-e air of the

country, instead of the heavy mixture of fog and
smoke which hangs over the Westminster district

for the greater portion of the year. Three centuries

ago the school was admirably situated—and the

desire of the innovators was but to imitate the

example set by Henry Vill. and Queen Elizabeth

when St. Peier's College was tirst founded. It is

an odd coincidence that this disoussiou should

have arisen in the course of this year, 1860—^for

it "was exactly three centuries back, that is, in

the year 1560, that Queen Elizabeth really ]>laced
this noljle foundation in a position to maintain

itself as one of the institutions of the country.

Henry VIII. was no dovdat the original founder,
but as his royal way was, he had played such

tricks with the abbey revenues, that iit. Peter's

College woidd soon have died of tinancial atrophy,
but for the timely interference of his daugliter.

Queen Bess took the matter in hand precisely
three centuries ago.
Now in the year of grace 1560, the young

Westminsters who came tumbling out of school to

seek for recreation after a due allowance of birch

and Latin grammar, must have scampered about
a very different locality from their young suc-

cessors of our own day. The old abbey was there
to be sure—how clean Henry Tilth's chapel
must have looked in those days !

—and West-
minster Hall of course, and some queer old

houses in the Sanctuary ; Ijut our small forefathers

must have been able to take their pastime in

Tothill Fields in very different style from their

descendants. The Thames, which has ever been
the great source of recreation and triumph to the

Westminster boys, must have glided under the

shadow of the old Hall in greater purity than it

now does at Halliford or Shepperton. The present
Vine Street was a vineyard—for England was a

grape-growing country in those days. I am afraid

the streets immediately round the abbey must
have been a terrible nest of thieves and vaga-
bonds, and that the more aspiring young alumni
of St. Peter's College must always have been

getting into trouble for sculking -within the for-

bidden precincts
—but once away from these, they

were in the open coimtry. The present proposal
is to remove the school to some healthy locality
out of to-wn, where the boys may lay in a large
stock of health at the same time that they are

iilling their heads with as much learning as they
will contain.

Surely a great deal of cant is talked about the

relir/io loci. Boys, with rare excei^tions^ don't get
sentimental about the diist and ashes of their

predecessors at particular schools. When they
become grown men they fancy they fancied such

things
—but there is marvellously httle of retro-

spection in schoolboy nature. I was myself for

many years a scholar at one of the great London

schools, and amongst the great names in our

archives were those of .John Milton and of the

great DvUce of Marlborough. I cannot call to

mind any instance in which I ever heard any of

my schoolfellows mention their names. Not one

amongst us of whom I have heard ever became a

bit the more poet or warrior because these two
tremendous worthies had been whipped throiigh

Lilly's Latin Grammar under the same "dear
shades" as ourselves. It is to be presumed that

if .John Milton—according to the old University
tradition—suffered a little practical martydom at

Christ's College, Cambridge, it is not impossible
that he got into trouble occasionally about the

Gerunds and Supines at an earlier period of his

scholastic career. I fully admit that in later

years we are all of us apt to grow sentimental

about the traditions of our respective schools—I

merely deny that we do so whilst we remain in

statu pupillari. Mr. Disraeli inverted the romantic

Etonian.

The question of the removal of our public
schools from the heart of London to healthier

and more airy situations must soon receive a

practical solution ; and, as I fancy, there can be
but one termination to the dispute. If there is

sentiment on one side, there is reason on the

other. Let the metropohtan schools by aU
means be removed to sit^iations near the me-

tropolis
— so that even the day-boy difficulty

may be overcome. It would not, however, be

any great misfortune if the day-boys were
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converted into boarders. If there be any value

in tlie public-school system of England—and it

is, I think, of the greatest value in the forma-

tion of the national character—a "boarder"' is, in

a ten-fold degree, more of a public-school boy
than his young companion who, every night of

his life, is thrown back upon the amenities and

indulgences of home. Let us not deceive our-

selves upon this point ; the mere book-learning
is the smallest of the advantages which a boy
derives from his public-school career. Eng-
land wants men, more than scholars, although,
of course, it is quite right that a limited num-
ber of persons in a nation, with special faculties,

and aptitudes for the work, should devote them-

selves to the business of keeping alive the old

traditions of sound learning. These are not to

be despised. I do not see that the yoimgsters
of the present day are at all likely to groAv up
into more energetic or useful men than their

fathers, although they know all about "ologies,"
of which we never heard. They are apt to sneer

at our Greek Iambics and Sapphics, and can't see

how such exercitations can help us on with steam-

engines and tubular bridges ;
but for myself I

confess I should not despair of a lad if I saw that

he was a good cricketer, and construed his

Sophocles freely. Let us, however, adhere to my
point. Winchester, Rugby, Harrow, and even

Eton—(I grieve to write even)
—are better schools,

because they are more healthily situated than

Westminster, Charter House, St. Paid's, Merchant

Taylors' and Christ's Hospital. I am comiielled by
the necessity for writing the plain truth, to admit
that the site of Eton is not well-chosen. We
have heard of late a great deal too much of out-

breaks of sickness amongst the scholars, and hoM'

they have been sent home before the "half"
was over, lest a worse thing might bofal them.

The lowness of the situation, and the immediate

proximity of the river, with the enormous quan-

tity of the decaying vegetation by which, in the

autumn time, the College is surrounded, are quite
sufiicient to account for the fact. It may be a

question of drainage, and of falling trees
; but,

despite of the wonderful beauty of the place, it

might have been better if the College had been

placed high up on Ascot Heath—or, if the river

is to be taken as an indispensable condition of

Eton life— at least upon elevated groimd over-

looking the Thames.
The question of a healthy site slioidd be the

first to be considered by all parents who are about
to send their boys to a public school. Let them
live in pure air whilst their constitutions are in

process of formation, rather than associate with

young dukes. The misery or happiness of their

future lives must mainly depend upon their health.

A grown man may face atmospheric danger with

comparative imjiunity, which would be— if not
fatal—at least permanently injurious to mere

youths. The death-test is not a sufficient one. It

is not—save to the individuals more immediately
concerned—of much consequence whether three
or six boys out of 700 or 800 die in the course of

a year ; but it is of the most serious moment
whether all are placed under the conditions best

calcidated to promote vital energy.

I trust the reader will pardon me if I have
insisted a little more gravely than of wont upon
this jioint, for it is one I dare not trifle with. I

should rejoice to see the day when every public
school in London was removed to some little dis-

tance in the country. The site chosen should

be somewhere not far from town, both for the con-

venience of scholars and masters. It should not

be too near, lest the task of shifting their quarters

again should be too suddenly cast upon those who
are to come after us. Eobert Sutton and Dean
Colet had as little idea of what London v\oul<l be

one day, as we hav'C of what it "svill be three hun-

dred years hence. Every facility which money
coidd give might safely be reckoned upon, for the

present sites of public schools in London are of

enormous money-value. They are literally built

upon gold. Not so very long since the sum of

200,000/. was offered for the Charter House
site. It was intended to convert it into a cen-

tral railway terminus. Unfortunately the offer

was refused. Look again at St. Paul's School.

When one remembers the prices which were
offered and demanded for that little speck of

ground which commanded the south-eastern

view of the Cathedral, it seems almost pro-
fane to ofl^"er even a guess at the value of

well-nigh one side of St. Paul's Churchyard.
The "

ilercers," who are the guardians of Dean
Colet's will, might, upon the annual interest of

the difference in value between a London and a

country site, almost undertake to convert the day
boys into boarders, and to lind them in beef,

lodging, and clothing, as well as Latin and Greek.

Let us now throw a glance ui)on two of the great
London schools.

How well I remember the gloomy November

morning, now so many years ago, when I was
taken down to the iron gTatings of that dismal

wild-beast cage in St. Paid's Churchyard, which

you may call either the cloisters or the playground,
if you are not very particular about using correct

terms. The gorgeous beadle—he was an Irish-

man, and poor fellow ! long since gathered to his

brother Celts—struck my soid with awe. You
passed under a door-way on the soirthern side

which gave access to the stone staircase by which

you ascended to the school-room. Running all

the way up there was a lai-ge flue, and in a sort of

cellar below the furnace Avhich heated the air

which was delivered by this flue into the school-

room above. Now it so happened that upon that

memorable occasion, which was indeed the com-
mencement of my academic career, and I suppose
because the occasion was memorable, and therefore

to be marked by some pecidiar solemnity of dress,

the authorities at home had despatched me to the

scene of action with a beautifid velvet cap with a

gold tassel—a sweet thing indeed—upon my head.

It was hoped that this gorgeous head-piece woidd
soften the manners of my futiu'c companions, and
not permit them to be fierce. Alas ! it was not

so. I was just recovering from the efi"ects of the

beadle, and not altogether without reliance upon
the splendoiir of the caji, was beginning to creep

slowly up that stone staircase, when, as it were in

the clouds above me, I heard a wild cry which
was neither a scream nor a shout, but something
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like what I shouLl fancy a lied Indian's war-

wlioop to be in the moments of hiyhest excite-

ment. Then there was a scntHe and a rush as of

some ferocious animal bounding down-stairs—then

my cap was torn off my head, and, as it were, a

thunderbolt struck me. It was no thunderbolt,

however, but Joe Day, a largo beefy boy, dressed

in a suit of bottle-green, which he had evidently

out-grown some considerable time. For a while

this young gentleman steadily devoted himself to

the duty of punching my iirchin's head whilst he
held up the fatal cap in derision, and requested to

know who was my hatter. I could not give him
a direct answer, for indeed the cap had not been

purchased at any particular establishment, but
was the result of much feminine tenderness and

ingenuity at home. The possibility of the exist-

ence of such wild beasts as Joe Day had never

entered into the ima'^inations of the ccentle con-

trivers of that graceful head-gear. Not satisfied

with knocking me about, the horrible boy first

kicked my poor cap into the cellar below, and
then following it np in person, committed it to

the flames. 1 Avas not ten years of age at the

time, and could as soon have attempted to do
battle against Joe Day as against a rhinoceros—
but such was my first introduction to public
school life in England. Looking back at the

transaction now through the long vista of years, I

admit that it was an unwise proceeding to send
me to a school with any article of dress npon me
calculated to attract attention in any way, or to

excite the slightest remark. Mothers and sisters,

and aunts of England, when you are about to send

any little lu'chin dear to j^ou to a public school,

be careful to ascertain the usual standard of dress

amongst the boys. Think of Joe Day, and do not
make the child too beautifid to mortal gaze, or he
will surely be kicked, or possibly be made a target
of for small hard balls.

In some way or other I managed to crawl

up-stairs ; but if it had not been for the awful
beadle—who, as I imagined, would have put me to

death in some swift and military way had I

attempted to desist—I think I should have en-

deavoured to make my escape. However, there

was no helj) for it ; and in a few moments I found

myself in the great school-room which was to be
the scene of so much suffering to me, and, I am
bound to add, of so much enjoyment.

There were four masters in St. Paul's School in

those days. I have heard since that they have

got some new-fangled mathematical instructors,
French teachers, and persons of that description ;

but in my day all was pure Latin and Greek.
The head master was a fine old corpulent Greek
scholar of majestic presence, mxich respected, if

not actually beloveil by the boys. The idea of

attaclmient or affection from us little fellows

towards so awful a personage as Dr. Sleath was
out of the question. When he appeared, the

school was dumb. We believed in that big man ;

and afterwards, when I came to years of scholastic

discretion, and could appreciate his merits, I knew
that he was excellent both as a schoolmaster and
a man. He was not a king of boys of the Arnold

type. So the lads did the work wcU, and did not

make a noise, he was satisfied. He did not love

to be diverted from his usual functions of educing
the classical capabilities of the eighth and seventh
forms (the eighth was the highest) ; and, indeed,
whenever he was caUed in as a Dews ex muchind,
it was not for a pleasant purpose. It became
occasionally his duty to cane a little boy in a very
solemn way, which operation was effected in the

following manner : The captain of the school was
sent into the monitor's study for a parcel of canes,
out of which the old gentleman chose one, exhibit-

ing considerable taste and discrimination in the
selection. He next tucked his long silk divinity

gown behind him with one hand, and holding his

cane in the other, stalked in a majestic and

imperial way to the end of the school-room, where
there was a little raised platform, higher by two

steps than the floor of the school. I had forgotten
to say that this huge divine wore knee-breeches,
black silk stockings, and shoes with silver buckles,
after the fashion of older days. These httle

arrangements being made—while there was terror

in the atmosphere, and amidst a dead silence—the

small culprit was led up to him who was at the

same time his judge and execiitioner. The Doctor
then proclaimed, in a sonorous and emj>hatic

way, the misdeeds of which the little boy had
been guilty, hiirling reproaches at him the while

in a biting and soul-destroying manner. " Stubbs

Minor wouldn't do his verses, and had told a lie—
yes, a lie ! wouldn't do his verses, and had told a

lie I Stubbs Minor had told a lie—yes, a lie !

Stubbs Minor hold out your hand !

" Stubbs

Minor had been placed on the first step, and held

out his hand to receive the terrific blows which
the doctor was ready to pour on him from above.

The worst policy was to flinch, or withdraw the

hand, for in that case the doctor was apt to over-

balance himself, and stagger about on the platform
in a ludicroiis way, when he invariably lost his

temper, and a real rage took the place of the

simulated anger. Upon such occasions Stubbs

Minor was likely enough to come in for a good

thing. A caning from Sleath when his blood was

up was no joke.
As a schoolmaster, however, he must have been

deser\ang of much praise, for the pupds whom he

sent up to Cambridge, carried off the highest
classical honoiirs of the imiversity year after year.
Fellows of Trinity, Pitt Scholars, Gold Medallists,

&c., &c, were plants which Sleath knew how to

grow to perfection. The old gentleman was well

up in the Greek authors—I give the following little

story as ludicrous if not complete and decided

evidence of the fact. We had an idea that the

Doctor knew Homer by heart. When I had at-

tained such a position in the school as brought me
immediately imder his care, we were called upon
to commit some forty or fifty lines of this author

to memory twice in the week. Now, in our class

there was a tall, gaunt boy with scarcely the ves-

tige of a nose, who exceedingly disliked the

trouble of learning his repetition ;
but either

nature had endowed him with the faculty of

emitting Homeric sounds, or he had carefully cul-

tivated the power. Now, when this boy was
called upon to perform, he would rise slowly and

calmly from his seat—the two highest forms sat

whilst they were under fire—and starting with a
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few Greek words which he had just cribbed, woidd

proceed somewhat thus

Kai mataroi galaban, kai tene elaphoio paraksas

Megar thene melapou rodivios theutar epaitas ;

Tene perimousan ika, felaroldios ouket igoion
Meeks adiperau efee kai kikety rolopoloios.

Whilst this was going on, Sleath would sit still

upon his chair, soothed by the majestic stream of

Homeric sound, and closing his eyes, and tapping
his nose with his gold spectacles, woidd repeat
the real words to himself. Had Codd Major hesi-

tated for a moment, so as to call the old Doctor's

attention to the enormous nonsense he was talking,
he was lost. But he always proceeded with the

most imperturbable gravity, never pausing for a

irrnil;i)il

'

Coacli-Tree." (Page 101.)

word, and going through his work in a matter of

fact way which put all idea of jocularity out of

the question. The joke, however, used generally
to end in serious discomfort to his class-feUows,
for do what we would we were convulsed with

laughter, whilst not a muscle of his coimtenance

changed. The Doctor woidd rouse himself from
his Homeric swoon at last ; and looking round
like an angry lion set us a fearful imposition all

round—saving to the real culprit ; whilst Codd
Major was informed, that he was " a good boy, a

good boy, a very good boy, indeed !

"
So much

for justice.

The Doctor was famous for the chocolate with
which he regaled his guests upon Apposition Days.
The Apposition Day was the Speech-day, when
the speeches were made, and the prize essays and
verses read in presence of a numerous assembly.
The school was fitted up with scaffolding, and

gaudily decorated with red cloth for the occasion.

We little fellows, I am speaking of times before I

came under the influence of Codd Major and the

Homeric sounds, had a belief that the most dis-

tinguished people came from all parts of the earth

u^jon that eventful day, nominally to listen to the

views of South Minor upon whether or no elo-
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quence was of advantage to a nation
;
but actu-

ally, and iu very truth, to get a cup of Sleath's

chocolate. I believe the old gentleman was what

is called a hon-vivant, and now that the shadow
of his power no longer darkens ray mind, I can't

help thinking that some of the numerous half-

holidays which he gave us, ostensibly because the

monitors, or some amongst them, had done Latin

verses of a very remarkable and entrancing cha-

racter, in reality fell to our lot because the

Doctor wanted a half-holiday for himself. As it

vvas we had three half-holdays a-week, which was
a fair enough allowance in all conscience ; but

Sleath generally threw in two or three more in

the course of a month. The ceremony of allow-

ing this additional recreation was performed in the

followuag vvay. Just before prayers and dismissal

the Doctor would ascend the bad eminence from
which he used in his sterner moods to cane the

little boys, with a magnificently bound volume
under his arm, which contained fair copies
of the Sapphics, or Alcaics, which had

procured for the school the comfort of a little

additional recreation, and announce the gra-

tifj'ing intelligence in this manner: "There
vdW be a play to-day for the compositions of

South Major, South Minor, Sjiolworthy, and
Jobs." We were duly grateful to the young
jioets, but I can scarcely be doing the old Doctor

wrong when I think that his appreciation of their

performances was more highly strung whenever he
wanted the afternoon for playing i)urposes on his

own account.

The sub-master in my day was . By a

siugidar coincidence between the character and
the christian names of this gentleman, his initials

ran thus — W. A. C. Now insert an H.
between the W. and the A. and the result will

express the operation which he was ever perform-

ing on the 2^ersons of the boys under his care

throughout school-hours. He really liked to cane
the boys—he seemed to fancy they enjoyed the

operation as much as he did, and had invented
forms of torture of a playfid kind for our benefit.

His most dexterous piece of manipulation was
this. The patient held out his hand, and
would strike the end of the cane which he held—
near the holding point of course—on his own dis-

engaged arm. The effect of this was that the

punishing end came down with a jerk upon the
sufferer's hand : liut he had attained such a hif'h

degree of dexterity that he could chip off the end
of a nail, and finally bring the cane back on the
rebound well on the backs of the fingers. The
pain was exquisite on a cold morning, and how
• would chuckle, and grin, and show his

false teeth—you could see the gold aljout them—
whilst the wretched boy danced about under the
affliction. I do not believe that he was a man of

unkindly nature for all that
;
but custom had

deadened in him all sense of the torture he was

inflicting upon others. It was not a pleasant
thing to come in late when had been dining
out the day before, and was suffering from head-
ache. As the gentleman who was the lowest
master at the time I entered the school still sur-

vives, and is still, I beUeve, connected with it, I

win forbear to name him. H I made further

mention of him it would only be for good, for

even now that so many years are gone by I still

retain a recollection of his kindness to the little

urchins who, I dare say, gave him trouble enough,
and taxed his patience at times almost beyond
endurance. Nor will I speak of the fourth

master by name, though he has long since gone
to his account. It gives me still a shudder when
I think of the savage manner in which he used to

cane the boys whenever he became excited—and he was very often excited. As it

turned out there was a physical reason for

these violent outbreaks of temper ; but he was

clearly an unfit person during the later years
of his scholastic rule to be entrusted with
the charge of boys. I have always heard that in

private life he was respected by those who knew
him

; but I can only say, that if you would arrive

at a just notion of terrorism, imagine yourself to

be a boy of about twelve years of age, standing

up with at your back with a cane in his

hand, and conjugating the verb
xp""'"'*'.

There
was only one boy who ever overcame him in my
time, and this was a small damp-looking youth, who

possessed the faculty of uttering the most appalling
and awfid yell that ever passed from human lips :

you might have heard it out in St. Paul's Church-

j'ard. Now, as all the classes or forms were
indoctrinated in sound learning under one and the

same roof, it was not pleasant for to find

himself put in the position of a ruthless tor-

mentor, if it was only that Sleath was there to

hear the yells. The boy would stare at him for a

second or two before the blow fell, and then

writhe about like a wounded snake, whilst he

howled in the manner suggested. would
dance round him aU the while, and call him a

j'oung dog, a young rascal, and what not
;
but

the lad would keep his eye on the cane, and stand

ready for a fresh scream as it fell.

I would not, however, do such injustice to the

noble foundation of Dean Colet as to leave it to

be supposed that it was a mere torture-house.

There was a great deal too much caning, to be

sure
; but we had our moments and hours of

delight. How good the hotroUs and pats of

fresh butter were when eaten by hungry boys in

those old cloisters, the more so that they were the

captives of our bows and spears. We were liable

to punishment if we were caught either eundo or

redeundo ; but this only added zest to the rolls

and butter. What entrancing moments have I

not spent at IMother Shand's, who kept the " tuck-

shop
"

in one of the dark streets near Doctors'

Commons. How delicious were the hot three-

cornered cranberry tarts ! Oh ! to have the facidty
of feeling that juicy rapture once more ! and the

fuU cloying volui^tuousness of the sausage-rolls !

There were, too, periods of intense happiness
when we effected o\\f escape to the coal-lighters

which lay snugly in the mud at Paxil's Wharf,
not the noble structure at which the Waterman's
steamers now call for passengers, but then a mere

Thames Hard. A game of foUow-my-leader over

those coal-Mghtei's was not a thing to be lightly

spoken of, nor a pull on the river whenever we
could club our half-pence together in sufficient

quantity to hire a boat for an hour. What a
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•wonder it was, to be sure, that we were not all

drowned under liliickfriars' liridge. The number

of boys at Saint Paul's School was iixed by the

founder at 1."):!, in allusion to the miraculous

draught of fishes taken by Saint Teter. The

school is exceedingly rich, and the scholars as I

Lave before mentioned have constantly attained

liigh honoui-s at the I'uiversity of Cambridge.

Amongst our most eminent Paulines may be men-

tioned, Sir Anthony Denny ; Leland, the anti-

Cjuary ; Milton, Samuel Pepys, Strype, Doctor

C;il.-imy ; the great Duke of Marlborough, Elliston,

the late Lord Truro, and many other English
worthies of great repute.
Had I been free to choose that one amongst the

London schools at which I should have wished to

be educated, I think my choice would have fallen

on the Charter House. I am speaking as a man,
and my judgment only rests upon the external

features of the place. Although, even with regard
to the Charter House, I think it would be far

better for the pupils, and far more for the ulti-

mate advantage of the school, if it were removed
into the country. I am bound to say that it has

about it more air, more space, more light, than

any other of the metropolitan schools. West-

minster is not half as good in these respects
—how-

ever great in the veneration which attaches to

that noble old school, and to the adjacent abbey.
But as you stroll along the elevated terrace which
lies on the roof of the long cloisters in the Charter

House grounds, and are looking over that fair ex-

I)anse of green sward below, you cannot but see

that it is a place in which boys might be reason-

ably happy. There is a great stillness, too,

which is strange in the heart of London. More-

over, as I am informed, the school and grounds
are in the healthiest part of the metropolis. T

think it would be better for the boys if they had

green lanes, and cheerful iiplands where they
might take their pastime ; still, if we are to have
a London school at all, give me the Charter House.
As 1 had not the advantage of being a Carthu-

sian myself, I visited the place in company with
a friend who had not been there for some thirty
j'cars or so, when he was a schoolboy there him-
self. I saw tlie place through his spectacles ; but
before I make fxirther mention of our i)leasant
stroll, T would say that some five centuries ago,
Sir Walter de Manny took the land on which
the Charter House and its dependencies is situated,
and assigned it as a burial place for the poor
destroyed by the plague of 1349. Aboiit twenty
years later a monastery of Carthusians was
erected upon the Sjjot ; and in this monastery,
subsequently, Sir Thomas More lived for four

years of hia life, giving himself up to devotion
and prayer. When King Henry VIII. took the
various monasteries and religious" houses of the
countrj' in hand, he seems to have dealt ^vith the
superiors of the Charter House, and notably with
the Prior, in a very masterful manner indeed:
.John Howghton, the last Prior, did not fall with
sufficient readiness into the ideas of the Royal
Ileasoner with regard to the King's supremacy ;

and so, by w.ay of l)ringing the argument to a
satisfactory conclusion, Henry caused him to be
decapitated at Tyburn, and ordered that his head

should be stuck up on London Bridge, and his

body be placed over the gate of the Charter House

itself, all of which was done. Thus, the Charter

House was first a burial-ground, and then a mo-

nastery for three centuries. For the next seventy

years or so it passed through many hands, and

seems to have been rather devoted to purposes of

entertainment and hospitality than to any other

use. Queen Elizabeth stayed there many days ;

King James I. kept his court there ;
and so forth.

But in the reign of this very King James, and in

the year of Grace 1611, the property passed into

the hands of Robert Sutton, a wealthy London

merchant, who has made the place what it is, and

left fair memory of himself to all time.

The founder of the Charter House had two

objects in view when he devoted his wealth to the

benefit of generations to come. Besides the school,

upon the foundation are maintained eighty pen-

sioners, who live together in collegiate style.

Each pensioner has a large and comfortable room
to his separate use. They dine together in a

common hall, which is a very beautiful room,
much like the halls of the smaller colleges at

Cambridge, but with far braver scidpture and

fretwork than I remember to have seen in any of

them. They have all necessaries found them—
except dress—and they are allowed HI. a-year
each in lieu of this, and with it purchase their

own apparel. Then there is the school, and on

the foundation are forty-four scholars, who are

supported free of all expense, and there are

various exhibitions at the University for their

benefit. The bulk of the scholars are boarders

and day-boys—that is, those who board at the

houses of the masters, and those who only come
for instruction in the day time, and return to

their own homes at night. The number of

scholars at the Charter House has sadly fallen off

of late years. Thirty years back they were 500
or 600 in number, now they count, I think, less

than 200. This again is a result of keeping the

school in town. Parents will send their children

to Harrow or Rugby, instead of to a school which
is in the heart of London, for all its three acres

of playing-green, its garden, and its trees.

Many changes had taken place in the old

grounds within the last thirty years. Tlie one

which seemed to grieve my friend most, although
he is especially a man of peacefid disposition, was
the disappearance—I use the word advisedly

—
of the old fighting-ground. A church now stands

where the old Carthusians used to ]nimmel each
other's heads. " Look there !

"
said Jones—we

will call him Jones—"that was the place," and
added with a withering sneer,

" and now see

j

what they have done with it
; upon my life, it's

too bad !

" The school-house stands in the middle

}

of the green. The principal room is of consider-
able size, and appeared to be weU ventilated,
which is the main point. There are huge maps
round the walls—a good idea, for, in spite of his

best eftbrts to the contrary, a boy must obtain
some correct notions of geography when he sees a

map before him every time he raises his eyes.
The head-master takes his forms in hand in a

I

smaller room which opens out of the large school-

room. The most interesting object in this place
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is tlie flogging-block, wliicli is indeed no block at

all, but a stout pair of steps, two steps high. The

youthful Carthusian who is about to play his part
iu the good old game of tickle-toby kneels on the

lower one of these steps, and remains there whilst

the reverend gentleman who is the other performer
carries the operation through. There must have

been some disagreeable moments spent in that

little apartment. How the books and papers which
were lying aljout in the large school-room carried

me back in thought to other days ! On a scrap of

paper the following
" exercise

" was written in a

tine sprawling school-boy hand :

A husbandman one day found a viper, stiff, and
frozen with cold. The husbandman took the viper iu

his bosom, and carried it home. The husbandman put
the viper before the fire, but as soon as it was warm
and comfortable, the viper stung the husbandman.

Moral. Ingratitude is always to be expected from the

ungrateful.

Then there were " selections
" from Latin authors.

One could almost believe the books to be the very
ones tkrough which one had been whipped one-

self in a former state of existence. Against the walls

there were, as well as the big maps, tablets with
the names of the yoimg Carthusians who had been
the "Prators" and "Gold Medallists

"
of their day.

I did not remark in these lists for the last thirty

years the name of any one who had subsequently
obtained serious distinction in life, although Car-

thusians in general hold their own very respectably

amongst the marking men of the day, and though
in the present century they reckon among their

number the names of Grote, Havelock, Thirl-

wall, Monk, and Thackeray.
We strolled out into the green again, which is

so large that one portion of it foi-nis an excellent

cricket-ground. It is surrounded by high walls,
aud is overlooked from the upper windows
of the houses in the adjacent streets. J.

mentioned to me a story of a young Carthu-
sian's mother which was, I thought, touching
enough. She had sent her little boy, then a mere
child, to this huge school. It had cost her many
a pang to part with him

; but as she was a lady of

good sense, as well as of gentle heart, she resolved

to abstain from visiting him at his boarding-house.
She knew it was right that he slioidd be left to

take his chance with the others, and she had
sufficient streng^th of mind not to sacrifice his

future welfare to the indulgence of her own
affection. See him, however, she would, but in

such a way that the child could not see her. She
therefore hired a room in one of the houses which
commanded a view of the Carthusian playing-
ground ; and here she would sit behind a blind

day after day, hap})y and content so that she
could get a glimpse of her child. Sometimes she
would see him strolling about with his arm round
the neck of one of his little companions, as the

way of schoolboys is
; sometimes he was playing

and jumping about with childish glee ; but still

the mother kept her watch. You may see the

place where she did it. Look yonder, that upper
window, just beside the gold-beater's arm.

It is an odd coincidence that the tuck-shop is

situated precisely under the flogging-room ;
so that,

whilst one young Carthusian is suffering the tor-

ments of the birched over-head, the friend may be
sucking sweet lollipops below. Underneath' the

long gallery of which I have already spoken there
is an old cloister, w^hich looks on the green on one
side

; on the other there used to be a series of

arches, which, probably, in the old time led into
the cells of the monks. It is a pity that these
have all been bricked up, save one, for it does

away with the old-world look of the place. This
cloister must be a line withdrawing-room for the

young Carthusians on rainy days. Jones poiuted
out to me some trees on the other side of the
Green, which he told me were kno-^vn in those
latitudes as the "coach tree." What on earth
could trees have to do with coaches ? The explan-
ation w^as this. In the old coaching days great

,

numbers of the maUs and stage-coaches bound
I to the northward used to pass just oiitside the
Charter-House walls. Now the boys did not see

why they should be debarred from this delectable

sight ; and, accordingly, they used to climb up
these trees to the upper branches, from which they
could see the coaches. They had notched the

trees, and driven in spikes at ticklish points of

the ascent, so that thej^ could climb up the more

easily. Another tree (it might have been trees)
was remarkable as the hoop-tree. It ajipeared
that, according to the custom of the Charter

House, the boys only played at hoops at particular
seasons of the year. A Carthusian would as soon
have jjlayed at hoops out of the season as a sports-
man wordd shoot a partridge in Jnlj^. When this

season was at an end, the correct thing was to

jerk the hoojis up into this tree, so that it became

perfectly festof)ned with them. Another pecu-
liarity about Charter House hoop play was, that

the boys always drove two, and even four, hoops,
instead of one, urging them ou iu teams, side by
side, with a long thin stick.

From the Green we strolled on through the

pensioners' quarter. The old gentlemen whom we
saw about seemed to be cheerful and content

enough ; and certainly they have but scant cause

of complaint. We went first into the HaU, where
the cloths were laid for their dinner ; they dine

in messes of eight. It is an exceedingly line

room in the collegiate style ;
but as 1 am not

writing a guide-book, I ^WU si)are the reader all

talk about screens, music -galleries, and so forth.

Having seen where the pensioners dine, we
thought the best thing we could do was to step
round to the kitchen, and see what they were to

have for dinner. Some very appetising joints of

meat were being roasted before a huge fire for

their lienetit ; and on a side table were placed

helpings of gooseberry tart
; very nice it all

seemed. I slioidd like very well to dine with the

Charter House pensioners. Over the fire-place is

an inscription,
DEO DANTE DEDI.

And what seemed to me whimsical enough, against
the wall there hung the shell of a departed turtle,

and on it was engraved in fair characters,

WASTE NOT, WANT NOT.

By no means let us waste the calijiash and calijiee !

I quite agree with the author of the sentiment.

We next went to the Chapel, where the pensioners.
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and schoolboys, and all who live within the walls

of the Charter House, attend service. A very

lino old chai..l it is, hut I have n..t space to talk

about it here. ,

If I were compelled to send a boy to any ot the

London' schools, and unless there are dnuvhacks

of which 1 know nothing, I would certainly select

the Charter llouso, in preference to Westminster,

St. raul's, or Merchant Taylors', on account of the

Green .and playing-grounds.
Still, it would be

far better if the governors and trustees could

make up their minds to remove their penates

altogether to the open country. The number of

scholars, both at Westminster and Charter House,

is sadly lower than it used to be ;
and the real

reason of this falling off is, that parents very

properly prefer to send their children to school in

the country. Perhaps on another day I may say

a few words about Westminster, the Bluecoat

School, and Merchant Taylors'. For the present,

as Dr. Sleath used to say, "There will be a play

to-day, for the composition of
" Gamma.

AT NIGHT.

' ' Dting ? You do but jest !

You smile in the dark, I know !

Surely I should know best

How the quick pulses go.

Lay your hand on my cheek :

Feel, though you see not, the red.

Why, in another week,
I shall have left my bed !

' '

It was being so long alone—
So sick of the world's vain strife,

Uncared for, and unknown.
That siipp'd the springs of life !

You have given a world of love :

Nay, soften that anxious brow ;

Is not our God above ?

He will not summon me now.

" The summer is coming fast ;

I can scent the rich perfume
Of tlie lilac by the door.
And the delicate apple-bloom.

Where shall our year be spent 1

I long for the hills of Spain—•

We will go to Rome, for Lent,
Then back to our home again.

"
0, what is this sudden pang ?

Is it growing darker, Will ?

Heavdy goes my heart,
—

It is almost standing still !

Raise me—I cannot breathe—
Pray for me, love," she said.

"Father, into Thy hands !"

And my young wife was dead.

MRS. HADDOCK'S HAIR-PINS.
CHAPTER 1.

The night mail lumbering through the heavy
snow one wild and giisty December night, some

forty years ago, bore a shivering freight of blue-

nosed passengers on their comfortless journey
across the barren moors of Dearthshire, and among
them Mrs. Gurdlestone's maid, Hester Burgess, in

the rumble. A mail-coach ride from London to

Dearthshire was no inconsiderable undertaking for

an unprotected female in those days, mind you,
stiU less for a timid young woman just going into

service for the first time, thrown upon the world

by the death of her mother, alone and friendless.

And indeed Hester Burgess had a dreary and for-
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,
lorn prospect before her when she set out to travel

two hundred miles to seek a home with strangers.
In those days winters were really winters, and

no mistake aliout them. The coldest, nKjst biting
Df December winds kept company with the coach,

insinuated itself down the travellers' necks, got
under their cloaks, sought out the weakest points
in their ovei'alls and wrappers, and attacked them

savagely, while a heavy snow fell upon their

backs and soaked them through. Perhaps the

,Teatest sufferer from these discomforts was the

young woman Hester, who, although kindly

wrapped up in the guard's extra coat, shivered

with cold, and was very miserable ; and so it was
that at a halting-place some thirtj' miles off her

destination the coachman descended from his l)ox

and oiiening the coach-door begged permission of

la neatly tucked-up bundle of wrappers therein

reclining to admit the jjoor frozen maid. A I'e-

spousive grunt being taken for acquiescence,
Hester w"as admitted accordingly, and fell asleep
in the corner.

She awoke with a start just before day-break,
to lind that the bundle of wrappers had taken the

form of a man, whose face—a very ugly one—was
close to hers, with a pair of cold grey eyes fixed

searchingly upon her.
"
Oh, sir !

"
Hester cried.

" What makes you call out in your sleep ?" the

other traveller asked, sharply.
' ' What makes

you cry out ' Murder !^ in your sleep ?"
"

I didn't know I did, sir."
" You did, and woke me. Don't do so again."
The ugly face retreating, the grey eyes closing,

the wrappers re-adjusted, all became quiet, as

before
; but Hester trembling, she scarce knew

why, kept a watch upon her companion, and,

liardly breathing or moving a limb, sat bolt up-

right throughout the rest of the night.

CHAPTEK. II.

" Here's the Pollards !" said the guard, opening
the door about an hour after day-break. "And
here's the carriage, sir !

"

Much to Hester's surprise, her travelling com-

panion took his place in the brougham waiting at

the corner of the road. The driver bade her sit

beside him on the box, and as they drove along
informed her that the gentleman inside was Mr.
Silas G urdlestone— Mr. Ralph, the Master's,
brother

; that Mr. Raljih, who lay dangerously ill,

had sent for him, wishing to make an end to a

'irt of coolness which had existed between them
' ver since he, Mr. Ralph was married to his good
lady, on whom, tliey did say, Mr. Silas was him-

self, before her marriage, a little sweet. Rogers
(he was the driver) recollected when the master
was about to be married how there had been a

power of surmise and conjectiire as to how Mr.
Silas would like it ; how, on the bridal morning,
directly after leaving the church, he had disap-

peared, and how they next heard from him in

some foreign country, where he said he intended
to pass the remainder of his life.

"
Very strange

man, Mr. Silas," Rogers said, wagging his noddle

solemnly,
"
very, very strange."

j

The dullest place upon earth must surely have
been the Pollards. It was a bare, ugly, red-brick

^

building, having, on one side, a weedy and ne-

glected garden, on the other, a large stagnant
dyke, upon the banks of which, and inclining over
the water, grew in fantastic shapes some dwarfish

pollards, from which the house derived its name.
This dwelling had long been the property of Mrs.
({urdlestone's family ; but, since her father's

death, had until lately remained imtenanted. It

Avas with the intention of renovating it and

making it his country residence that Mr. Ralph
had now come down with his wife and her sister,

but he falling ill immediately upon his arrival the

repairs and improvements had been for a while

suspended. You may be sure the town-servants
were didl enough here : indeed Jeames, yawning,
was a sight to see and be frightened at, in such
imminent peril of falling off did the top part of

that gentleman's head appear to be on these

occasions. As for Hester, her recent grief, the

breaking up of a happy home, her present friend-

less condition—all preyed upon her mind and,
with the general melancholy of the place, com-
bined to render her Hfe a very sad and weary one.

But there was soon other cause for anxiety.
Somehow Mr. Ralph grew worse and worse, in

spite of doctors and physic. Night and day his

wife watched by his bed.^ide
;
Mr. Silas, too, was

unremitting in his care for and attention to the

invalid, often mixing and administering his medi-

cines to him. One night there was a slight

change for the better, and Mr. Silas had per-
suaded Mrs. Gurdlestone to go and seek a few
hours' repose whilst he took her place in the sick

room. She, poor thing, fagged and jaded by long

watching, with a little persuasion, consented, and
then all the household retired to their respective

chambers, except the watcher. Thus, for a while,

the time passed silently, and then there broke upon
the stillness of the sleeping house a loud continuous

knocking at Mrs. Giirdlestoue's door. She came

out, pale and anxious, in answer to the summons,
and found Mr. Silas, trembling and violently ex-

cited, who cried out in a broken voice :

" He's gone !
—dead—of a sudden ! I thought

I heard his breath stop, and drew the curtain."

The distracted woman hurried into the room.

It was too true : he was indeed dead—his hands

twisted in the bed-clothes, his eyes w-ide open,
a strange look of dread and horror in his face, and

quite cold !

Then the sleepers, awakened by the young
widow's piercing screams, came crowding, half

dressed, to the spot, their white faces looking
horrible in the flaring candle-light. The nearest

doctor was summoned, and all sorts of remedies

suggested
—but in vain. Hester, while attending

her fainting mistress, stooped to pick up some-

thing lying by the dead man's bed.

"What is it?" Mr. Silas said, quietly, taking
the object from her fingers.

It was but a straightened hair-pin. He pinched
her slightly in pulling it away, and must have

scratched himself with it, for there was a mark of

blood upon her hand.

CHjU'TER III.

A GREATER gloom than ever fell upon the house

after the master's death. The servants one by
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oi»o £rnvo M-arning, and left. The cook promised

to timl Ih'stiT a i.laeo in town, and write for her ;

while Jeamcs, who had always been luirticular
in

liis attentions, olFerod to take her to Lmulon as his

wife. He has since then gone into the public

line, is the proi>rietor
of the Leviathan ISIusic Hall

in iladclilVe Hii;hway, drives his own carriage;

nnd keeps, besides his magnificent better-half and

her establishment, a pretty little cottage, &c., at

Brompton "on the cpiict." The cook perhaps

forgot her promise, or perhaps places were scarce,

for^she did not wi-ite ; and so Hester, at last,

w:\s the only one of the London servants re-

maining.
It was dull, indeed ! The stagnant pool and

neglected garden were at any time but dreary

objects for contemplation. The awkward, ill-

educated country servants afforded but indifferent

companionship for Hester, who had been brought

nji with no idea of going intt) service, or mixing

with such society, and so grew to be very sad and

silent and down-hearted.

Mrs. Gurdlestone's sister (Miss Ethel) had per-

manently taken up her aViode at the Pollards, and

Mr. Silas still lingered to clear up certain matters

of business referring to the late Mr. Ralph,

although he had on several occasions tixed a day
for his departure. As well as Hester could learn

from scraps of conversation up-stairs, ]Miss Ethel

disliked him very much, and wished her sister to

give him a broad hint that his company was not

needed. Whatever may have been Mrs. Gurdle-

stone's wishes upon the subject, she was too con-

siderate of the feelings of others, or too much

wrapped up in her great grief, to be otherwise

than passive, and things went on the same as

usual.

One night, about a month after the master's

death, Hester Burgess sat alone by the fast-dying
fire in the servants' hall. It was her duty to wait

rmtil her mistress summoned her to attend her

toilet on retiring to rest ; and this night she was
so much later than usual, that all the other ser-

vants had been in bed full half an hour. The

great clock upon the stairs ticked loudly, and the

wind moaned and rustled among the evergreens
outside the window like the stealthy whispering
of thieves : all else was still as the grave. And
as Hester was sitting anxiously waiting, an over-

powering sense of loneliness came over her
;
and

with a shiver she rose and went softly ujj-stairs
to her mistress's room. Mrs. Gurdlestone and
Miss Ethel were in the former's bed-room, which
was divided from the staircase by a long, dark
antechamber. The door leading into Mrs. Gurdle-
stone's room, and that upon the stairs, were both

ajar, and Hester entering noiselessly at one would
have knocked at the other, had she not perceived
a dark figure, with its back towards her, standing
between her and the light. She stopped involun-

tarily, held her breath, and listened.

Miss Ethel spoke : "But, Mary, how can you
be so weak—so childish ?

"

"Wliat would you have me do?" the other

lady said complainingly.
" I'm sure I do not

keep him here. I wish he'd go, if he oifends you.
But then he has been so kind and so attentive

;

and he is my dear husband's brother."

"I tell you, Mary, I hate him! And mark

my M'ords, if he is not some day more nearly

related to you than he is now."
" Ethel !

"

" He will, Mary, though I pray God T may not

live to see it."

There was a rustling sound, as though one of

the ladies had risen. A figure passed Hester

fpiickly in the dark ;
and before she had time to

speak or move, the bed-room door opened wide,

and Miss Ethel came out with a light.

"What are you doing here?" she inquired,

sharply.
"1 came to see if I was wanted," the servant

stammered : and with a searching look jNliss

Ethel swept out of the room.

Mrs. Gurdlestone had always been in delicate

health, and, since her husband's death, had almost

entirely kept her own room, where Miss Ethel was

in constant attendance upon her. Mr. Silas, how-

ever, frecpiently came in to consult her iipon busi-

ness matters or to chat away an hour. Now it

Avas Miss Ethel's turn to be ill ;
she was so unwell I

the day after that on which Hester had heard the

reported conversation that she was obliged to

keep her lied, and the doctor Avho attended ]Mrs.

Gurdlestone was called in to see her. Mr. Silas i

said that it was disease of the heart.

She had been ill about three days, when the

doctor calling in one evening, it came on to rain

heavily, and he staid to dinner. Throughout the

meal the rain poured down in torrents, and con-

tinued so long that Mr. Adams (that was the

doctor's name) consented, after much persuasion,

to accept the shelter of the PoUards' for the night,

for he lived some miles off, and must cross a wild

and open country before he reached his home. It

was most fortunate that he did remain. During
the evening Miss Ethel was much worse, and

twice he went up-stairs to visit her. It was

determined that the gentlemen shoidd sit up all

night, and that Hester should watch with the

invahd and summon them if required.
Hester took her place in an arm-chair by the

fire with a book, having a watch before her, so

that she could tell the time at which the medi-

cines should be administered. When the cook

brought up her supper on a tray she told Hester

that the gentlemen were smoking and drinking in

the dining-room.
" I don't think the doctor fancies there's much

danger," cook said, "for he's so merry like, and

has been singing a song."
"I hope," whispered Hester,

" he will not drink

too much."
"Lor Idess you, child! Here, take your sup-

per ; and here's a glass of wine Mr. Silas has sent

yoii to give you strength. Do you mind sitting

up alone ?
"

" Not much. Good night."

"Goodnight."
"WTien Hester had finished her supper she mixed

another dose for the sick lady, and resumed her

book.

She must have been asleep for hours. The
candle had burnt low in the socket ;

a streak of

daylight was stealing in between the heavy win-
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dow-cnrtaiiis, and the fire was out. She woke up
with a start, cohl and frightened. The room was

very still, very still. She listened for the sleeper's

breathing, and heard only her own heart throbbing
and a faint buzzing in her ears. To start forward,
to draw the window-curtain, and to turn towards

the bed, was the work of a moment ; it required
no second look,—the white face and wide-open

eyes could oidy be those of the dead.

CHAPTER rv.

The girl's screams awoke the doctor and Mr.

Silas, who came hurrying iip-stairs and rushed

into the room. Long afterwards Hester recol-

lected how unsteadily Mr. Adams stood by the

bed, how his hands shook, and how unintelligibly
he spoke,

—how calm and collected Mr. Silas was

throughout the scene. Long afterwards she recol-

lected too, among all the dreadful details be-

longing to the death and funeral, that she jncked
up in the ashes of the grate a straightened hair-

pin, which had been thrown into the fire, but not
consumed. The circumstance was, in itself, so

trivial that, had it not in some odd fashion con-

nected this death with the former one, she would
not have given it a second thought. As it was,
her thoughts dwelt ujion it, she scarcely knew
^vhy.

For many weeks after the funeral the whole
house was partially shut iip and darkened

;
the

servants were again changed, excepting Hester,
who would have gone also, had not her mistress

implored her to remain. The sick lady seemed to

droop more and more. She never left her room
;

she never read nor worked
; she hardly ever spoke,

t \eept sometimes with Mr. Silas about legal busi-

ness, of which there ajipeared to Hester's mean
cnmpi-ehension to be a great quantity. Hester at

best must have been poor company, for she was
herself in bad health, out of spirits, nervous, and
irritable. She, however, did her utmost to com-
fort her mistress, for whom she had, from the

first, entertained a great regard ; and, indeed,

ever-sufl'ering, gentle, uncomplaining, who could

help but love her ?

The sick lady wasted away slowly. The spring
ripened into summer, and still she grew no Ijetter;
the summer began to wane, the days to shorten

;

the dead leaves fell and drifted with a ghostly
music, as the sick lady and her attendant sat

silently in the twilight on those calm autumn

evenings toivards the end.

Winter was coming round again, and she grew
worse. About November she took to her bed.

Hester was in constant attendance upon her ;

indeed, the patient fretted at her absence. For
hours she would sit, holding the faithful girl's
hand in hers, and sometimes she would form

plans of what they would do next year when she
was better. It was determined that, as soon as

i
she was well enough to go out, she should go to

I
London, and change of air would no doubt lead to

licr perfect recovery.
Still she sank, slowly but surely. Then Hester

began to fancy that there was a change in the

1 expression of her face : a sort of dread and fear

seemed settling upon it. One evening, when
Hester was leaving the room to go to bed (she

slept in an adjoining apartment), her mistress
called her back.

"Hester," she said, "you have been a very
good girl, very kind and ])atient with me, and you
shall not be forgotten when I die."

" Dear mistress, do not speak so."'
"
Yes, Hester, I am sure I shall go before long.

But you will not leave me till my time is over ?

With you I feel safe."
" Feel safe, ma'am ?

"

"
Hush, Hester !

"
the sick lady said, half

raising herself in the bed, and drawing the girl
closer to her. " I am afraid of—him !

"

Hester felt instinctively whom she meant. The
mistress read her own terror in the servant's face ;

and as they sat silently clasped in each other's

arms, all of a sudden they both became conscious

of another's presence in the room. A dusky form
flitted across the light, a lean hand stole in snake-

like between the drawn curtains at the bottom of

the bed, then a human head, hollow-cheeked and

evil-looking, peeped in upon the affrighted women,
with a wolfish glare half hidden in its wicked eyes.

" How is the patient ?
" asked Mr. Silas, with a

smile.

CHAPTER V.

The same eyes watched her as crossing the

threshold of her own room Hester looked back at

Silas's retreating figure on the stairs. Throughout
the night, restlessly tossing in an uneasy wakeful-

ness or troubled slumber, the same head and hand
were ever present to her excited fancy. How
could she lie there ? A hundred times she fancied

that there was some one handling the lock of the

door. Then she was sure that she heard a noise

in her mistress's room. Shoidd she go to her ?

No. All was again quiet, and again she closed

her eyes. So she continued until towards day-

light, when fatigue and anxiety overcame her,

and she slept. But not for long. Her rfistress's

voice awoke her, not calling loudly, but clear,

distinct, and close to her—
"Hester!"
She awoke at the sound and sat up to listen.

All was still ; it must have been a dream. Again
she lay down, and again a whisper filled the

room—
"Hester!"
She tore the curtain of the bed on one side.

No, there was no one but herself present. Without
another thought, she rushed into her mistress's

room and threw herself upon the bed, clutched

the cold face in her hands, clasped the cold form

to her breast, sobbing and moaning distractedly

over the dear, dear friend whom she had lost.

There was the old frightened look upon the dead

lady's face, the same look which the sister's face

had worn, the same which Hester remembered ou

the face of Mr. Ralph, and there was upon the

bosom of the corpse a small round mark like the

prick of a pin, just over the heart.

The hovise was soon alarmed, and the servants

came crowding in as they had done before on a

similar occasion ; but Hester—terrified, stujjified,

and giddy with the horrible thoughts which jjos-

sessed her—got away from them all, and to avoid

any further questions, sought refuge in the garden.
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She walked straight to the most lonely part at the

back of the house, and sat downi in a little ruined

ar1>our to think what she should do. She had not

been there long, when she saw, lying right before

her on the p.ath, another tttrai(/liteiied Jiair-jnn !

She stooped to raise it, trembling as she did so.

As she rose, holding it in her fingers, a dark form

jiassed between her and tlie sun, easting a cold

shadow upon her, and looking up, she read in

Silas's white face the certainty that he knew her

thought. Then, with a shriek—*****
Days, and weeks, and months passed by, and

Hester's Avits still wandered. Her good Aunt

Sophy brought her up to town, and change of

scene at length restored her to her former health.

After having married, and survived her hus-

band, Mrs. Haddock became the laundress in this

gloomy old house, where now she sits telling

us the story.
And Mr. Silas. What of him? He is the

owner of the Pollards now, and of a large house

in town, and has many servants. Mrs. Haddock
could tell you strange stories of wild orgies,

gambling, drunkenness, and debauchery in which,

they say, he spent some twenty years. But that

is over ;
and for these ten years past, he has

lain bed-ridden. Without friend or relation, with

no one to care for him or attend to him, save his

hired nurses—dragging on a wretched existence

from day to day, with nothing to live for, yet
afraid to die

; paralysed, helpless, unutterabh^

lonely and miserable, old Silas Gurdlestone awaits

the dread summons calling him to the tribunal be-

fore which he must render an account of his deeds.

God be merciful to him ! Charles H. Ross.

Amongst the various changes which have passed
upon our social habits within the last halfcentury,
there are none which astonish us more, on looking
back, than those which belong to our modes of tra-

velling. That men must occasionally travel in the
way of their business, must pass from market to
market, or from town to town, and sometimes even
from one country to another, has long been recoc-
nised as a necessity of their modes of existence

; but
with women the case was formerly very different

and once in a life time to have seen the metro-

polis of their own country, was to respectable
women of the middle ranks of society residing
in the northern or midland counties of Eng-
land, about as much as their locomotive pro-

pensities aspired to
;

while to visit the lake

districts of Westmoreland and Cumberland was
a romance reserved for that culminating point
of happiness—the wedding tour.

The wonder is now what the dear, restless

souls actually did with themselves when home
became a little dull, and they wanted to be off

somewhere, and the kind physician of the family

thought a little change woxild do them good,
and they thought so too.

Pondering upon this question the other day,
and stretching my thoughts backward into the

past, scarcely even so far as to half a century, I

was forcibly and somewhat amusingly reminded
of that now forgotten, though once important,

accessory to locomotion—the pillion. I thought
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also, tliat while there is so much worth recording
|

ill the "folk lore" of the peoi)le amongst whom our

forefathers dwelt, it might not be uninteresting to

know how our grandmothers were safely and com-

fortably conveyed from place to place ; yes
—and

ao\v they were sometimes wooed and won.

To the north of England, and the remote dales

of Yorkshire, and, indeed, wherever the popiUa-

tion has longest retained its agricultural character,

we must go to find the habits of the people genuine,

and true to old customs, and institutions : and

here it is not necessary to look so far back as half

a century for some of the scenes which I am about

to describe, as connected with that truly dignified

apparatus for travelHng called the pilhon.^

As it is often a cause of astonishment, in read-

ing of the exploits of knights and warriors of old,

how their horses could, not only carry them and

all their armour and accoutrements, but could also

prance, and rear, and curvette, as they are repre-

sented in painting and sculpture to be doing ;
so

it might become a matter of curiosity to know
what kind of horses our gi-andfathers and grand-

mothers rode, seeing that the animal had so often

to do double duty by carrying two instead of only

one. Hence the terms riding double, and riding

<iiiflle, were in constant use ; though from the

greater rarity of the latter in the experience of

most women, it was especially distinguished by
the word single, the mere act of riding being more

generally supposed to be on a pillion.

But what is a pillion? some fair dweller in

iiur modern cities may be disposed to ask, if

indeed she can spend even a passing thought u];)on

a thing so obsolete, and forgotten. The thing in

itself, however, does not deserve to be forgotten,

as I wiU endeavour to show. In the first place it

was very comfortable (to those who liked it), and

enabled many a timid matron, and gentle maid,

\N-ho would have been afraid to ride alone, to pass,

under cover of her cloak and hood, many a long
mile through the coimtry, without ever being
ruffled by wind or weather, and aU the while

in the safe and close protection of a man—perhaps
the man she liked best in the world ;

and was that

nothing ?

In the joint partnership of this mode of travel-

ling, a man to ride first was almost indispensable ;

and this, no doubt, to many female minds imparted
;; zest, as well as a sense of security. Such things
have been known as two women riding double ;

l>ut this can only be regarded as a spurious, and

very inferior mode of conducting the concern.

The pdlion itself was a thick, firm, well-stuff'ed,

wide and level cushion, extending quite across the

itroadest jiart of the horse, with two deep flaps, one

on either side. It was covered on the outside with

the finest cloth, generally drab, and cut and

stitched as carefully as the best made saddle.

Seated on this firm, substantial seat, the lady had
at her feet a comfortable footstool, consisting of a

long, narrow stirrup, so swimg on one side as to

afford support even if she should choose to raise

or adjust her jierson on the seat ; while at her

side, over the tail of the horse, was a leather

handle, also exceedingly firm, which not only

helped to keep her from slipping off, but even sup-

ported her like the arm of a chair. Beyond this.

if the lady chose, she might insist upon a leather

girdle being worn by the man before her, so as to

afford safe hold for her other hand
; or, dispensing

with the girdle, she might, in extreme danger,
draw her own arm around the i)erson of the man ;

but this resource our gi-andmothers, no dou))t,

reserved for cases very extreme indeed.

No arm-chair ever invented coidd be more com-

fortable, or feel more safe, than the actual seat of

the pillion. But as all comforts are in a measure

dependent on theii' accessories, and liable to he

damaged by relative circumstances, so the comfort

of the woman on the pUlion was affected to an

extent altogether beyond her control ]>y the j^ace,

and even by the form of the animal on which she

rode. Rosa Bonheur's horses in the fair would

have l)een admirable for this purpose, scarcely re-

quiring a pillion at all. High-bred, narrow-

shaped horses had to be altogether eschewed.

They must have broad, comfortable backs, and

the flatter the better, towards the taU. They
must not go with a long launching pace, or the

poor woman would roll like a boat in a rough
sea. A quiet, regular, jig-jog, never lifting the

feet high from the ground, was the pace required—
just the next degree in swiftness to a walk

—a pace into which horses naturally fall, and

which, when their spirits are not too high, they
seem to prefer to any other. Provided then the

horse was strong enough for the weight of two

persons, and pro\'ided its natiu-al constitution com-

prehended a little touch of blood, as well as a

vast amount of bone, v/hich many Yorkshire

horses did, it would travel in this jig-jog way
for an immense distance without apparently suf-

fering from fatigue. Pushed beyond this pace—spurred into a brisk trot, or worse, into a

gallop
—both horse and riders presented a spec-

tacle more grotesque than it is easy to imagine,

the poor woman having no power whatever to

accommodate herself to such extraordinary cir-

cumstances.

Indeed, nothing could exceed the entire help-

lessness and utter dependence of this situation

to a woman. Hence it agreed better with our

grandmothers, than it would w'ith us. All which

the poor woman coidd do with the horse, let it

behave as it might, woidd lie to puU its tail—a

mode of proceeding seldom found either soothing

or salutary ;
and as to the man, her human com-

panion, she coidd not even look him in the face.

Let her disposition to coquetry he ever so strong,

she might ogle, or smile, she might frown, or do

anything she liked with her expressive features, he

coidd not see them ;
and if he had not perceived

that she was beautiful before he mounted into the

saddle, he could never find it out there. Still, it

is not to be doubted, but there might be sighs, or

other sounds of peculiar meaning made intelli-

gible even under these difficidt circumstances ;

only that the bump, bump of the woman's form

on the pillion, must have rather impeded the mu-

sical utterance of any long continued speech.

Altogether, we are left to suppose that sound

sense, rather than tender sentiment, characterised

the intercourse of our ancestors when riding to-

gether two on one horse.

In proof of the entire absence of aU independ-
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ence of action on the ])art of tlie woman when

riding in this style, many amusing facts might be

toKl ; such, ft)!- instance, as the sudilen giving way
of tile straps, one on each side, by wliich alone

the pillion was secured to the saddle, and so kept
in its i)lace. I recollect an instance of this occur-

ring to a lady who was riding behind her brother

up Lincoln Hill, and who suddenly found herself

seated on the road, the pillion and its occupant

liaving slipped over the tail of the horse, and

reached the ground without much disturbance.

!Many stories used also to l)e told of men evidently
not much interested in their jiartners, who arrived

at the end of their journey minus the lady, yet all

unconscious of ha\ang dropped her by the way.

There is at present sitting in parliament—or

there was a little while ago—a very wealthy and
influential gentleman of whom it was said that he
obtained his first gold watch in the follo^ving
manner. His mother, a widow, kept the purse,
and she held the strings so tightly, that her son,
even on attaining to years bordering upon man-
hood, after repeated efforts, was unable to prevail
upon her to grant him the boon of a gold
watch. So, one day, he took his mother out for a
ride. They kept no carriage then, and indeed a

carriage would have been of little use in places
where the roads were often barely passable for
horses. In the neighbourhood where they lived
there was a long lane, remarkable for its depth of

stifi', wet clay, abounding in holes and pools of mud.
The son made choice of this lane for his ride with
his mother behind him on her pillion ; and having
picked his way with many plunges, half the
length of the lane, so that the

difficulty of re-

turning would be as great as that of going for-

ward, he came to a dead halt, and deliberately
stated his case to his mother, declaring that
if she did not promise him the gold watch, he
would then and there set her down in the lane,
leaving her to get out of it as she could. The

poor lady having no power to help herself, made
the promise, which, there can be no doubt,
would be faithfully kejjt ;

but whether she ever
ventured upon a pillion behind her son again, the

story does not say.

(To be C07itinued.)

THE THAJklES.

O, could I flow like thee, .and make thy stream
My great example, as it is my theme!
Though deep, yet clear, t!io«>,'h geutle, yet not dull ;

Strong without rage, without o'erflowing, full.

Denham's Cooper .f Hill.

I LOVE the River Thames, notwithstanding all

its metropolitan impurities ; but it is most to be
admired when it assumes the character of a rural

river, reflecting many beautiful objects on its

banks, and sparkling as it gently flows between
verdant meadows. Here we may see in summer
cattle cooling themselves in the shallows—always
a pleasing sight. Sometimes, for want of a bridge,
cows may be seen leaving a farmyard, morning
and evening, and swimming across the river to
their pastures on the opposite side, which they
are taught to do from their culf-Jtood, and returning
regularly to be milked. Then, among the rural

sights, are to be seen niunerous swallows flying
or skimming over the surface of the stream. Here
and there a beauteous kingfisher darts into it and
emerges with a small fish in its beak, settling on
some decayed l^ranch of a tree to feed on it. A
heron is now and then disturbed from its solitary

watchings for a stray eel or frog, and takes its

sQent flight to some other locality. The soft and

pleasing song of the wUlow-wren is heard in the
small aits or islands as we pass along the river,
while the lark carols sweetly in the upper regions
of the sky. But the great interest to be derived
from passing along the river is to be found in the

many historical associations connected with its

banks.

We have Runnymede at the foot of St. George's
Hill-

Where England's antient Barons, clad in arms,
And stern with conquest, from their tyrant king,
Then render'd tame, did challenge and secure
The Charter of her freedom.

In the village of Chertsey the celebrated Abraham
Cowley, one of my favourite i>oets, passed his
latter life. The former part of it he had sjient in

supporting the Eoyal cause during the Civil Wars
as far as he was able. When the country became
settled he retired, at the age of forty, to his vil-

lage, from whence nothing could again draw him
into the bustle of the world. He had always
Vii-gil's Georgics in his hands, which enlivened his

favourite pursuits of husbandry and poetry.

Ingenious Cowley ! courtly, though retired :

Though stretch'd at ease in Chertsey's silent bowers,
Not unemploy'd, hut finding rich amends
For a lost world in sohtude and verse.

Near Chertsey, or rather lower down the river,
we have the Cowey Stakes, the place where Julius
Csesar is supposed to have crossed the Thames in
his march out of Kent. This part of the river
takes its name from the stakes which the natives
drove into it in order to stop the progress of the
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llomans. Some of these stakes still remain. Fur-

ther on \vc come to Walton Bridge
—

part of Avhich

recently fell in. Before this took place it had a

most singular appearance, and was one of the most

beautiful and curious structures of the kind, jjer-

haps, in Europe. It consisted of one vast arch,

larger than the Rialto at Venice, and of two

smaller ones. It was constructed of timber, and

in so artificial a manner that any decayed jnece
coidd easily be taken out without endangering the

rest. At each end are several small stone arches

to carry off the overflowing of the river. The
whole is a very fine object of its kind, and, in

some points of view, both the bridge and the river

form picturescpie and bcaixtiful scenes. Here may
generally be seen numerous swans, some with

;:/.. ':l 'v:pl
1

1
< c i> ^...,

their long necks feeding on weeds at the bottom
of the river, and others resting listlessly with one
of their feet turned on their backs.

The woods of Oatlands Park are seen to advan-

tage from the bridge. At that place the good and
amiable Duchess of York resided for many years.
At Hampton we come to the villa bnilt by

David Garrick
; and here the river is adorned by

a classic temple he erected on its banks dedicated
to the genius of Shakspeare. In this viUa Dr.

Johnson, Sir Joshua Pvcynolds, and other members
of the Literary Club often assembled.
We will not pause to mention the many his-

torical facts connected with Hampton Court ; but

proceeding down the river, on the banks of wliich

are many villages, and villa after villa unfold

themselves to the eye. One of these was Pope's,

with its little lawn, but, alas ! no longer with its

two weeping willows hanging over the river. It

is a pleasing object, and, from the recollections it

cannot fail to excite, will always be considered an

interesting one. Some little anecdotes of the

poet may still be collected at Twickenham, and I

have heard from three difTerent persons, one of

whom was the late Mr. Rogers, that they had

spoken to the old waterman, who for many years

rowed Pope on the Thames. He was in the habit

of having his sedan-chair lifted into the punt. If

the weather was fine, he let down the glasses ;i f

cold, he pidled them up. He would sometimes
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say to the waterman (this is liis own accoiint),
"
John, I am going to rei)cat some verses to you ;

take care ami ronieiiil)or them the next time I go
out." When that time came, l'o}>e woukl say :

".lohn, where are the verses I told you of?"—
"I have forgotten them, sir."— "John, yoii

arc a bh)ckheail—T must write them down for

you." John said that no f)ne thought of saying,
when speaking of him, Mr. Pope, but he was

always called Mr. Alexander. In one of his

satires, he, with considerable bitterness, attacks

a Mr. Secretary Johnson, a neighbour of his,

residing at a villa on the banks of the Thames,
now called Orleans House, and refers with con-

siderable spite to his "
Dog and Bitch." No com-

mentator on Pope's works has ever been able to

discover what was meant by a reference to these

animals. I have, however, been the means of

making the discovery. On each side of the lawn of

Orleans House there are walls covered with ivy.
In the centre of each wall the ivy apjjeared much
raised above the rest. A friend, residing near, at

my request examined these portions of the walls,

and, concealed in the raised ivy, he discovered on
one wall a dog carved in stone, and on the other a
stone bitch.* Now it is certain that when
John punted the poet up and down the river,
he coidd readily see these animals, and thence
his satire.

On leaving Twickenham Eeach, the closing
scene is formed into a good river view. A point
of land shoots out into the river, and on the left

is adorned with lofty trees. On the right Lord
Dysart's park extends far into the landsca[)e, and
beyond it Richmond Hill rises into the distance.
But amongst the numerous villas in this neigh-
bourhood. Lady Suffolk's, now General Peel's,
makes the best appearance from the river. It
stands in a woody recess, with a fine lawn descend-

ing to the water. It has many historical associa-
tions.

We now come to Richmond, and here we quit
our notice of the Thames, for it is fuU of impuri-
ties ; like the Lake of Avernus, even swallows
avoid it, and are never seen skimming over its

polluted surface. Edward Jesse.

JAPANESE FRAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERARD OSBOEN, R.N.

CHAPTER n.

The English sailor, the English wanderer, in
those remote regions where the blue Pacific rolls
its vast proportions through frigid and burning
climes, may be pardoned for naturally seekingamidst its isles and continents for some resem°

8*6^6^""''""'^^^
*° ^^^^^ ^^"^^ "* ^'^ "Imitations of

Sucb place hath Deptford, navy-building town
VV oolw.ch and Wappiug, smelling strong of pitch

•

f-uch Lambet li
, envy of each baud and gown

rr^ntc ^mJ'''"^-''™
«"«''' ^'"Ch fairer scenes enrich

;Orots, statues, urns, and .Jo n's doer nr,A Uit^u
'

Ne village is without on either side
" '

All up the silver Thames, or all adowu
V i«c

Ne Hichmoud's self from whose tall front are eyed

pride!""''
"'°''*"'l^™g streams, and

Wiudsor's^towery

The Jo n mentioned in the fifth line was Mr Secretary
Johnson, an ofBc.al of some public note in the reign of Quee^

blance to the pleasant shores of Britain. He hails

a country where the oak and pine-tree flourish,

where the land is green with herbage, where
the field throws forth its flowers, and the wheat
will ripen, not scorch, imder the glare of a noon-

tide sun. Revelling in the recollection of his

home, he loves the new land more, because it

resembles the one from which he is an exile. It

is this feeling which, in the olden days, when
there were new countries for bold seamen to dis-

cover, led to the frequent naming of places after

the land of the navigator's birth. The Spaniard
ever saw a New Spain, a New Grenada, in the

regions of the Far West ; and Dutchmen and

Englishmen afterwards dotted the Great South
Sea and the Indian Ocean with New Hollands,
New Zealands, New Albions, and Caledonias.

It is, perhaps, with somewhat of the same spirit
that we would trace a strong similitude in more

respects than one between the Islands of the
British and Japanese empires,

—a likeness to be
traced in their geographical contour, in their

relative position to adjacent continents and seas,
in their climates, products, and, to a considerable

extent, in the love of indeiiendence, combined
with order and industry, which actuates their

inhabitants. If the reader jjlaces a globe before

him, he will observe, if he considers the great
mass of land constituting Europe and Asia as au
entire continent, that Britain on the one hand and

Japan upon the other are detached portions of

that great mass, remarkably alilte in general
outline, and although differing somewhat in lati-

tude, approximate much in climatic coiulition.

The isothermal lines upon meteorological maps
attest that fact

; and, even as our temperature is

modified with respect to Europe by the action of

a gulf-stream from the warm regions of the^

Atlantic Ocean, so in like manner is that of Japan
regulated and rendered temperate as compared
with the trying extremes of heat and cold in

Northern China by the beneficent action of a

gulf-stream from the tropical portion of the Pacific

Ocean. The resemblance may still be traced in

the products of Japan and the disposition of her
inhabitants. We find her mineral wealth almost
in excess of our own. Copper, coal, and iron, she
has in almost unlimited quantity ; and she yields
what we could never boast of, much gold and
some silver. The vegetable productions are far

more varied than those of the British Isles ; and
they have within the last few centuries acclima-
tised the tea-plant and silk-worm. The waters
which wash the coast are rich in wealth ; indeed,
the principal food of the inhabitants, with the

exception of rice, are the fish which abound in its

numerous bays and fiords.

Bold writers have computed the empire of Japan
to compose about one hundred and sixty thousand

square miles of superficial area. Recollecting how-
indented its shores are with arms of the sea, how
its surface is broken up with lofty mountain
ranges, and how little we as yet know of either,
such an assertion must be considered a mere
approximation ; but we believe there are far better

grounds for stating that the population now verges
upon nearly forty million souls. The size of the

empire may be in general terms likened to that of



JnLV -21, IS&O.] JAPANESE FRAGMENTS. Ill

the British Isles, if another Ireland were added to

them ;
and to form an idea of how densely the

population is packed ni)on that area, we must

suppose the people of the French Empire to be

inhabiting such a kingdom. The three islands of

Nipon, Kiu-siu, and Sikok constitute the real

iinpii-e over which the Taikoon rules. He claims

Hiid exercises a feeble sovereignty over Yesso

likewise ; but there is every reason to believe that

the better })ortion of the latter is still in the hands

of unsubjngated aborigines. Nipon, the seat of

government, and bearing the same relation to the

empire that England and Scotland do to the rest

of the United Kingdom, is in every respect the

most important portion of Japan. In shape it has

lieen compared to a man's jaw-bone ; but we think

:i huge centipede, curving tln-ough GOO miles of

latitude and varying from 50 to 200 miles of

kmgitude in width, will bring it better before the

reader's imagination. On either side we see its

numerous legs represented by capes, promontories,
i>r tongues of laud projecting into the sea, and

forming an endless succession of noble bays and

J iromising harbours. These pi'ojections appear to

jut out from the central back-bone of mountains

which extend throughout its whole length, and

that entire ridge is studded with extinct or dor-

mant volcanoes, peerless amongst which rises

^harp into the blue vault of heaven the great
mountain of Fusi-hama, which is said to be visible

in clear weather throughout the major jiortion of

the island. Besides Nipon there are the islands of

iviu-siu and Sikok, which resembles it Jmuch in

geographical outline, although from being a little

more south their climate and products partake of a

more tropical character than those of Nipon.
All these islands are washed on their eastern

shores by a great stream of warm water, which,
like the gulf-stream of the Atlantic, flows ever to

the north-east from equatorial regions. This stream

modifies the climate of the Japanese Empire to a

very great extent
; preserves it from the desolating

extremes to which China in a similar latitude is so

sadly subject ;
but at the same time causes its shores

to be swept by temjtests in no wise inferior to those

which renders the seaman's career in our seas a

life of danger and of hardship. The difference of

temperature between the air and water, occasions

during spring and autumn, dense fogs, increasing
the perils of navigation as well as in adding still

more to the resemblance between the climates of

Xipon and Britain. The entire empire is said to

be divided into sixty-eight great provinces, aU but

five of which are ruled over by great feudal

princes, who even in our day exercise despotic

sway within their borders. They yield allegiance,
it is true, to the Taikoon or Emperor dwelling in

Yedo, as well as to the Mikado or Pope dwelling
in Miaco

; biit they have a strong voice in the

councils of either, and do not always consider it

necessary to comply with new rules or laws ema-

nating from either the great temporal or spiritual
rulers. This independence and power of the gi-eat

princes serves as a great check upon the despotic

powers of the Emperor, though at one time,
before the great Taikosama crushed them, their

opposition used to be carried to a dangerous and
inconvenient extent.

An instance, however, of how limited the

imperial jjower is in some senses, is to be found in

the fact, that in recently granting permission to

Europeans to trade with the em})ire, the Taikoon
and council coidd only declare such ports open to

us as lay within the imperial domains. And
although it apj^ears doubtfid whether any of the

princes coidd declare one of their own ports open
to foreign commerce without imperial sanction,
still we were told that the Taikoon might be

resisted by the local authorities if he assumed in

the initiative upon such a jjoint. The five imperial,
or reserved provinces, are sui>i)osed to support the

expenses of the Taikoon and Mikado's Courts ;

but the various princes all contribute in rich

presents, which are duly acknowledged with
certain complimentary or honorary distinctions.

In strange contradistinction to China, whence

many of their laws and ordinances must have
been derived, all rank and office in Japan is heredi-

tary, and the old feudal system of Western Europe
exists to-day in a well governed and powerful

empire on exactly the opposite side of the globe.
In Japan we have rough, strong-handed justice

without what we should term liberty ;
but still

the people of that country are a vast deal better

governed, better protected, the laws better en-

forced, the public and private reputation of its

officers and servants stand far higher, and a much
better condition of social and moral polity exists,

under the rule of the Taikoon and his princes,
than can anywhere be found amongst the court,

mandarins, or masses of China. The results of the

two systems pursued in China and Japan have

brought the former to decay, both politically and

morally speaking, and given to the latter stability,

prosperity, and a strong government. In both

countries the systems have been worked out for

centimes ; the results are curious, and should be

instructive.

In the absence of a representative system to

assist the ruler in governing the state, the Taikoon

in Yedo can only act through his council, elected

from the great feudal princes of the empire and a

proportion of a second class of the nobility who
hold their letters by rendition of military service

to either the Emperor or to the princes. This

second class it is which fills aU the offices of

governors, generals, admirals and judges through-
out the empire ;

and they thus ))ring into the

Imperial Council a vast amount of practical know-

ledge as to the general condition and wants of the

various portions of the emi)ire. The acts of Tai-

koon and council can only become lawful when
confirmed by the spiritual authority emanating
from the Dairii, or Council of the Mikado, whilst

over all hang the ancient laws and customs as a

safeguard for the state and the community at

large. The great secret of Japanese government—and, after all, it is that of all good government—is to possess perfect information ; and to ensure

this they have instituted a system the most extra-

ordinary the world has ever seen, a system of

reporting based upon mutual responsibility.

Every man is responsible for some one else's good
conduct and obedience to the law. Every man,

therefore, makes a note of his neighbour's acts,

and his neighboiu- takes notes for a similar reason.
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We are all very miith shocked at such a system,
but the people directly interested do not aj)pear to
consider it irksome or inconvenient. Indeed,

open espionnage, or a system of recording publicly
every infringement of tlie rules of the states, must

naturally bring about its own remedy, by i)eople

taking very good care not to break those laws and
customs. On the other hand, the transmission of

ft series of reports to the head information office at

Yedo, such reports being counter-checked in all

directions, must, in tlie absence of a public press,

parliament, or popular meetings, ensure that the
abuse of jiower by an official, or the wrongs of

private individuals, be brought to the notice of
the Emperor and Council.* This system of report
and counter-report, together with the careful incul-
cation of a high tone of honour amongst a proud
nobility is the i-eal safeguard of the Japanese people,
and the secret of the Taikoon's power. It is the
Avant of tlie last of these two elements, perfect
and truthful information, and probity in officials,
which is the curse of the government of Oiiina.
The Japanese Government, such as we have

lightly sketched it, has created, ai)art from a happy
and contented people, one Avhich is singularly
winning upon the kind estimation of all foreigners
who have \isited them. Warm-hearted, lo\dng, in-

telligent, and brave, the European missionarj^
merchant, and saUor, have all borne testimony
to the love and interest they have awakened.
"Of white complexion and gentle behaviour,"
Marco Polo reported them to be, from Chinese
authority, and ancient English writers of Queen
Elizabeth's time, state, "that the inhabitants
of Japan show a notable wit, and incredible pa-
tience in suffering
labour or sorrows.

They take diligent
care lest, either

in word or deed,

they should e^nnce
fear or dulness of

mind, and above
all are anxious
not to trouble
others with their
cares or wants.

Poverty with them
bringeth no damage
to the nobility
of blood, and they
covet, exceedingly,
honour and praise.

Though generally
affable and kind,
and in grave cour-

tesy quite a match
for a Spaniard, yet
they vnll not allow
an injury or insult
to pass impunished.
They are very care-

ful," continues the

A Japanese Beauty. (Fac-simile.)

One glance at her eye,
And you lose your city ;

Another, and you would
Forfeit a kingdom.—Japanese Verse.

e:c%Id°tSTe?4"dtHLuvS^dow ^°<J^ °f li^"^^- ^-^^^. ^^.d even dailv

y^^n, professional or Icanud out mercl^nt 11^^11^'^ l^^'' ^'^^ ^^^'^'^^
'=°"^^** °^ P^'°=«^' '^"'^l^^' P'-'-^st^- '""'^''^y

individuals are advanced to tbTc'la^ above thtfl'nw,'^; ^*"u"*"'- ?'
labourers. Occasionally, through wealth or merit.

aU claim to respcctabiUtv
^^^ '"^ '^'"'''' ^^"^ ^''^ ^o^a

; but to descend into an iafenor cue, is to forfeit

chronicler,
' ' in the entertainment of strangers

and make the very curious inquiry in even the
most trilling affairs of foreign people, as of their

customs, manners, and invention. Hospitable and
generous, they detest avarice, and forbid gam-
bling. They study martial feats and delight in

arms, and the people generally are fair and comely
of shape ; but being moved to anger, especially in
the heat of drink, you may as soon persuade
tigers to quietness as them, so obstinate and wilful
are they in the fury of theii- impatience."

This is truly a high character, but word for
word might we again, in our day, sum up the

good inhabitants of Nipon as exhibiting the same
traits

;
and we have merely to call attention to

the interesting fact then recorded, to which late
travellers again bear testimony. And that is the

pleasing curiosity of the people, as to all the doings
of their brother-dwellers upon earth, a trait quite
as remarkable in the nobility as the lower orders
and accompanied by a most laudable desire to
imitate and excel Europeans in their products and
maniifactures.

There is also chivalry—a sense of generous
devotion whether it be to duty or to love—which
marks them amongst Easterns, and leads us to

hope for yet better things of Japan. Indeed
their system of suicide, or " the hapjjy dispatch,"
as it is called, is merely a high sense of personal
honour, misguided through lack of Christian teach-

ing. We there see that a nobleman, or indeed
a common Japanese, when he has lost his cha-

racter, or failed in duty to the state, destroys him-
self, to save to his children and relatives his

])roperty and estates, and to expiate in the

eyes of his sove-

reign the crime of

which he may have
been guilty. Here-
after we will tell

how nobly convert-

ed Japanese men
and women laid

down their lives

on behalf of Chris- >

tianity, but we
need only turn over

the illustrations

of their every-day
books to feel more
and more assured

that the Japanese
still hold dear all

those attributes for

which all writers of

the olden time gave
them credit, and
that bravery, wit,

and chivalry wUl be

still found amongst
the gallant sons and
beautiful daughters
of Nipon.

<'

(To be continued.)
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH,

(-U.VPTER XXXI. THE BATTLE OF THE BULL-DOGS.

PART II.

If it be a distinct point of wisdom to hug the

hour that is, then does dinner amount to a highly
intellectual invitation to man, for it furnishes the

occasion ; and Britons are the wisest of their race,

for more than all others they take advantage of it.

In this Nature is undoubtedly our guide, seeing
that he who, while feasting his body allows to his

soul a thought for the morrow, is in his digestion
curst, and becomes a house of evil humours.

Now, though the epicure may complain of the

cold meats, a dazzling table, a buzzing company,
blue sky, and a band of music, are incentives to

the forgetfulness of troubles past and imminent,
and produce a concentration of the faculties. They
may not exactly prove that peace is established

between yourself and those who object to your
carving of the world, but they testify to an
armistice.

Aided by these observations, you will under-

stand how it was that the Countess de Saldar,

afflicted and menaced, was inspired, on taking her

seat, to give so gracefid and stately a sweep to

her dress that she was enabled to conceive woman
and man aUke to be secretly overcome by it.

You will not refuse to credit the fact that Mr.

John Raikes threw care to the dogs, heavy as was
that mysterious lump suddenly precipitated on his

bosom ;
and yoii will think it not impossible that

even the springers of the mine about to explode
shoidd lose their subterranean countenances. A
generous abandonment to one idea prevailed. As
for Evan, the first glass of champagne rushed into

reckless nuptials with the music in his head,

bringing Rose, warm almost as life, on his heart.

Sublime are the visions of lovers ! He knew he

must leave her on the morrow
;
he feared he

might never behold her again ; and j'et he tasted

exquisite bhss, for it seemed within the contem-
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plation of the gods that he should dance with his

darling before dark—haply waltz with her ! Oh,

heaven ! he shuts his eyes, blinded. The band

wheels off meltingly in a tune all cadences, and

twirls, and risings and sinkings, and passionate

outbursts tripitingly consoled. Ah! how sweet

to waltz througli life with the right partner. And
what a singular thing it is to look back on the

day when we thought something like it ! Kever

mind : there may be spheres where it is so managed—doubtless the planets have their Hauwell and

Bedlam.
I admit that I myself am not insensible to the

eflfects of that first glass of champagne. I feel the

earthly muse escaping me, and a desire for the

larger-eyed heavenly muse. The poetry of my
Coimtess's achievements waxes rich in mani-

fold colours : 1 see her by the light of her own

pleas to Providence. I doubt almost if the

hand be mine which dared to make a hero

play second fiddle, and to his beloved. I

have placed a bushel over his light, certainly.

Poor boy ! it was enough that he should have

tailordom on his shoulders : I ought to have

allowed him to conquer Nature, and so come out

of his eclipse. This shall be said of him : that he

can play second fiddle without looking foolish,

wliich, for my part, I call a greater triumph than

if he were performing the heroics we are more

accustomed to. He has steady eyes, can gaze at the

right level into the eyes of others, and commands
a tongue which is neither struck dumb nor set in

a flutter by any startling question. The best in-

stances to be given that he does not lack merit

are that the Jocelyns, whom he has offended by
his birth, cannot change their treatment of him,
and that the hostile women, whatever they may
say, do not think Rose utterly insane. At any
rate Rose is satisfied, and her self-love makes her

a keen critic. The moment Evan appeared, the

sickness produced in her by the Countess passed,
and she \vas ready to brave her situation. With
no mock himiility she permitted Mrs. Shorne to

place her in a seat where glances coidd not be

interchanged. She was quite composed, calmly

prepared for conversation with anyone. Indeed,
her behaviour since the hour of general explana-
tion had been so perfectly well-contained, that

Mrs. Melville said to Lady Jocelyn :

' ' I am only thinking of the damage to her. It

will pass over—this fancy. You can see she is

not serious. It is mere spirit of opposition. She
eats and drinks just like other girls. You can
see that the fancy has not taken such very strong
hold of her."

" I can't agree with you," replied her ladyship.
"I woidd rather have her sit and sigh by the

hour, and loathe roast beef. That would look
nearer a cure."

"She has the notions of a silly country girl,"
said Mrs. Shorne.

"Exactly," Lady Jocelyn replied. "A season
in London will give her balance."

So the guests were tolerably happy, or at

least, with scarce an exception, open to the
influences of champagne and music. Perhaps
Juliana was the wretchedest creature present. She
was about to smite on both cheeks him she loved,

as well as the woman she despised and had been

foiled by. Still she had the consolation that

Rose, seeing the vulgar mother, might turn from

Evan : poor distant hope, meagre and shape-

less like herself. Her most anxious thoughts
concerned the means of getting money to lock up

Harry's tongue. She cotdd bear to meet the

Countess's wrath, but not Evan's offended look.

Hark to that Countess !

"Why do you denominate this a pic-uic, Lady
Jocelyn ? It is in verity a fete !

"

" I suppose we oiight to lie down 3, la Grecque
to come within the term," was the reply. "On
the whole, I prefer plain English for such

matters."
" But this is assuredly too sumptuous for a

pic-nic. Lady Joceljm. From what I can remem-

ber, pic-nic implies contribution from all the

giiests. It is true I left England a child !

"

Mr. George Uploft coidd not withhold a sharp

grimace. The Countess had throttled the inward

monitor that tells us when we are lying, so

grievously had she practised the habit in the ser-

vice of her family.

"Yes," said Mrs. Melville, "I have heard of

that fashion, and very stupid it is.
"

"
Extremely ^'ulgar,

" murmured Miss Carring-
ton.

"
Possibl}^," Lady Jocelyn obsei"ved

;
"but

good fun. I have been to pic-nics, in my day. I

invariably took cold pie and claret. I clashed

with half a dozen, but all the harm we did was to

upset the dictum that there can be too much of a

good thing. I know for certain that the bottles

were left empty."
" And this woman," thought the Countess,

"this woman, with a soid so essentially vulgar,
claims rank above me !" The reflection generated

contempt of English society, in the first place,
and then a passionate desire for self-assertion.

She was startled by a direct attack w'hich

aroused her momeutaril}'' lulled energies.
A lady, quite a stranger, a dry simjiering lady,

caught the Countess's benevolent passing gaze,
and leaning forward, said: "I hope her ladyship
bears her affliction as well as can be exjiected ?

"

In military parlance, the Countess was taken
in flank. Another would have asked—what lady-

ship ? To whom do you aUude, may I beg to

inquire ? The Countess knew better. Rapid as

light it shot through her that the relict of Sir

Abraham was meant, and this she divined because

she was aware that devilish malignity was watch-

ing to trip her.

A little conversation happening to buzz at the

instant, the Countess merely turned her chin to

an angle, agitated her brows very gently, and
crowned the performance with a mournfid smile.

All that a woman must feel at the demise of so

jirecious a thing as a husband, was therein elo-

quently expressed : and at the same time, if ex-

planations ensued, there were numerous ladyships
in the world, whom the Countess did not mind

afflicting, shoidd she be hard pressed." I knew him so well !

" resumed the horrid

woman, addressing anybody. "It was so sad!
so unexpected ! but he was so subject to affection

of the throat. And T ivas so sorry I could not
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get down to him in time. I had not seen him
since his marriage, when I was a girl !

—and to

meet one of his children !
—But, my dear, in

quinsey, I have heard that there is nothing on

earth like a good hearty laugh."
Mr. John Raikes hearing this, sucked down the

flavour of a glass of champagne, and with a look

of fierce jollity, said: "Then our vocation is at

last revealed to us I Quinsey - doctor ! I re-

member when a boy, wandering over the paternal

mansion, and envying the life of a tinker, which

my mother did not think a good omen in me.

But the traps of a Quinsey-doctor are even lighter.

Say twenty good jokes, and two or three of a

practical kind. From place to place he travels

on, tracked by the loud guffaw ! A man most
enviable !

—'Gad," om- mercurial friend added, in

a fit of profound earnestness,
' '

I know nothing
I should like so much !

" But lifting his head,
and seeing in the face of the ladies that it was
not the profession of a gentleman, he exclaimed :

" I have better prospects, of course !

" and drank

anew, inwardly cursing his betraying sincerity.
"

It appears," he remarked aloud to one of the

Conley girls, "that quinsey is needed before a

joke is properly appreciated."
"I like fun," said she. Mr. Raikes looked at

her Avith keen admiration. "I can laugh at a

monkey all day long," she continued. Mr, Raikes
th'ifted leagues away from her.

What did that odious woman mean by perpetu-

ally talking about Sir Abraham ? The Countess

intercepted a glance between her and the hated
.Juliana. She felt it was a malignant conspi-

racy : still the vacuous vidgar air of the woman
told her that most probably she was but an instru-

ment, not a confederate, and was only trying to

push herself into acquaintance with the great :

a proceeding scorned and abominated by the

Countess, who longed to punish her for her inso-

lent presumption. The bitterness of her situation

stung her tenfold when she considered that she

dared not.

INIeantime the champagne became as regular in

its liow as the bull-dogs, and the monotonous bass

of these latter sounded through the music like life

Ijehind the murmur of pleasure, if you will. The
Countess had a not nnfeminine weakness for

champagne, and old Mr. Bonner's cellar was well

and choicely stocked. But was this enjoyment to

the Countess ?—this dreary station in the back-

ground ! No creatures grinding their teeth with

envy of her ! None bursting with admiration and
the ardent passions! "May I emerge?" she as

much as asked her judgment. The petition was

infinitely tender. She thought she might, or it

may be that nature was strong, and she could not
restrain herself.

Taking wine with Sir John, she said :

" This bowing ! Do you know how amusing it

is deemed by us Portuguese ? Why not embrace ?

as the dear Queen used to say to me."
" I am decidedly of Her Majesty's opinion,"

observed Sir John, with emphasis, and the

Countess drew back into a mingled laugh and
blush.

Her fiendish persecutor gave two or three nods.
" And you know the Queen !" she said.

meetings is

the

She had to repeat the remark : whereupon the
Countess murmured, "Intimately."

"
Ah, we have lost a staunch old Tory in Sir

Abraham," said the lady, performing lanicntaticm.
What did it mean ? Could design lodge in that

empty-looking head with its crisp curls, button

nose, and diminishing simper ? Was this pic-nic
to be made as terriljle to tlie Countess by her

putative father as the dinner had been by
the great Mel? The deep, hard, level look of

Juliana met the Countess's smile from time to

time, and like flimsy light horse before a solid

array of infantry, the Countess fell back, only to

be worried afresh by her perfectly imwitting
tormentor.

"His last days?—without pain? Oh, I hope
so !

" came after a lapse of general talk.
" Aren't we getting a little funereal, Mrs.

Perkins?" Lady Jocelyn asked, and then rallied

her neighbours.
Miss Carrington looked at her vexedly, for the

fiendish Perkins was checked, and the Countess
in alarm, about to commit herself, was a pleasant

sight to Miss Carrington.
" The worst of these indiscriminate

that there is no conversation," whispered
Countess, thanking Providence for the relief.

Just then she saw Jidiana bend her brows at

another person. This was George Uploft, who
shook his head, and indicated a shrewd-ej'ed,

thin, middle-aged man, of a lawyer-like cast
;

and then Juliana nodded, and George Uploft
touched his arm, and glanced hurriedly behind
for champagne. The Countess's ej'^es dwelt on
the timid young squire most affectionately. You
never saw a fortress more unprepared for dread

assault.

"Hem!" was heard, terrific. But the proper

pause had exadently not yet come, and now to

prevent it the Countess strained her energies and
tasked her genius intensely. Have you an idea of

the difhculty of keeping up the ball among a host

of ill-assorted, stupid country people, who have
no open topics, and can talk of nothing con-

tinuously but scandal of their neighbours, and

who, moreover, feel they are riot np to the

people they are mixing with ? Darting upon
Seymour Jocelyn, the Countess asked toucliingly
for news of the parti-idges. It was hke the un-

locking of a machine. Seymour was not blythe
in his reply, but he was loud and forcible

; and
when he came to the statistics—oh, then you
would have admired the Countess !

—for compa-
risons ensued, braces were enumerated, numbers

given were contested, and the shooting of this one

jeered at, and anothei-'s sure mark respectfully
admitted. And how lay the coveys ? And what
about the damage done by last winter's floods ?

And was there good hope of the pheasants ? Out-

side this clatter the Countess hovered. Twice the

awful " Hem !

" was heard. She fought on.

She kept them at it. If it flagged she wished to

know this or that, and finally thought that,

really, she should like herself to try one shot.

The women and Mr. John Raikes had jireviously
been left behind. Tliis brought in the women.

Lady Jocelyn proposed a female expedition for the

morrow.
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" I believe I used to be something of a sliot,

formerlj%" she said.

"You peppered old Tom once, my lady,"

remarked Andrew, and her ladyship laughed, and

that foolish Andrew told the story, and the

Countess, to revive her subject, had to say :

" May I be enrolled to shoot," though she detested

and shrank from lire-arms.

"Here are two!" said the hearty presiding
dame. "

Ladies, apply immediately to have your
names put down."
The possibility of an expedition of ladies now

struck Seymour -sdvidly, and, said he :
"

I'll be

secretary ;

" and began apj^lying to the ladies for

permission to put down their names. Many
declined, with brevity, muttering, either aloud or

to themselves, "unwomanly;" varied by "un-

ladylike :

" some confessed cowardice ;
some a

horror of the noise close to their ears ; and there

was the plea of nerves. But the names of half a

dozen ladies were collected, and then followed

much laughter and musical hubbub, and delicate

banter. So the Indies and gentlemen fell one and
all into the partrulge-pit dug for them by the

Countess: and
^
that horrible "Hem!" equal in

force and terror to the roar of artillery preceding
the charge of ten thousand dragoons, was silenced

—the pit appeared impassable. Did the Coimtess

crow over her advantage ? Mark her ; the lady's
face is entirely given up to jjarfcridges.

"
English

sports are so much envied abroad," she says : but

what she dreads is a reflection, for that leads off

from the point. A portion of her mind she keeps
to combat them in Lady Jocelyn and others who
have the tendency : the rest she divides between
internal jjrayers for succour, and casting about
for another popular subject to foUow partridges.
Now mere talent, as critics say when they are

lighting candles round a genius, mere talent would
have hit upon pheasants as the natiiral sequitur,
and then diverged to sports

—a great theme, for it

ensures a chorus of sneers at foreigners, and so on

probably to a discussion of birds and beasts best

adapted to enrapture the palate of man. Stories

may succeed, but they are doubtful, and not to be

trusted, coming after cookery. After an exciting
subject which has made the general tongue to

wag, and just enough heated the brain to cause it

to cry out for spiced food—then start your story :

taking care that it be mild
; for one too marvel-

lous stops the tide, the sense of climax being
strongly implanted in all bosoms. So the
Countess told an anecdote—one of Mel's. Mr.
George Uploft was quite familiar with it, and
knew of one passage that woidd have abashed him
to relate "before ladies." The sylph-like ease
with which the Countess floated over this foul

abysm was miraculous. Mr. George screwed his

eye-hds queerly, and closed his jaws with a report,
completely beaten. The anecdote was of the cha-
racter of an apologue, and pertained to game.
This was, as it hai)pened, a misfortune

; for Mr.
John Raikes had felt himself left behind by the
subject ; and the stuff that was in this youngman being naturally ebullient, he lay by to trip
it, and take a lead. His remarks brought on him
a shrewd cut from the Countess, which made
matters worse

; for a pun may also breed puns,

as doth an anecdote. The Countess's stroke was

so neat and perfect that it was something for the

gentlemen to think over ;
and to punish her

for giving way to lier cleverness and to petty

vexation,
" Hem !

" sounded once mor-e, and
then :

" May I ask you if the present Baronet is

in England ?
"

Now Lady Jocelyn perceived that some attack

was directed against her guest. She allowed

the Countess to answer :

' ' The eldest was drowned in the Lisbon

waters,"
And then said :

' ' But who is it that persists in

serving up the funeral baked meats to us ?
"

Mrs. Shorne spoke for her neighbour :
' ' Mr.

Farnley's cousin was the steward of Sir Abi-aham

Harrington's estates."

The Countess held up her head boldly. There

is a courageous exaltation of the nerves known to

heroes and great generals in action when they feel

sure that resources within themselves will spring

up to the emergency, and that over simple mor-
tals success is positive.

" I had a great respect for Sir Abraham," Mr.

Farnley explained,
' '

very great. I heard that

this lady" (bowing to the Countess) "was his

daughter."

Lady Joceljii's face wore an angry look, and
Mrs. Shorne gave her the shade of a shrug and an

expression implying,
' ' / didn't !

"

Evan was talking to Miss Jenny Graine at the

moment rather earnestly. With a rapid glance at

him, to see that his ears were closed, the Countess
breathed :

" Not the elder branch !—Cadet !

"

The sort of noisy silence produced by half-a-

dozen people respirating deeply and moving in

their seats was heard. The Countess watched
Mr. Farnley's mystified look, and whis])ered
to Sir John :

" Est-ce qii'il comprenne le Fran-

^ais, lui ?
"

It was the final feather-like touch to her

triumph. She saw safety and a clear escape, and
much joyful gain, and the jileasure of relating her

sufferings in days to come. This vista was before

her when, harsh as an execution bell, telling her
that she had vanquished man, but that Providence

opposed her,
' ' Mrs. Melchisedec Harrington !

"

was announced to Lady Jocelyn.
Perfect stUlness reigned immediately, as if the

l)ic-nic had heard its doom.
"Oh! I will go to her," said her ladyship,

whose first thought was to spare the famdy."
Andrew, come and give me your arm."
But when she rose Mrs. Mel was no more than

the length of an arm from her elbow.
In the midst of the horrible anguish she was

enduring, the Countess coidd not help criticising
her mother's curtsey to Lady Jocelyn. Fine, but
a shade too hiunble. Stni it was fine ; all might
not yet be lost.

"Mama!" she softly exclaimed, and thanked
heaven that she had not denied her parent.

Mrs. Mel did not notice her or any of her
children. There was in her bosom a terrible

determination to cast a devd out of the one she
best loved. For this purpose, heedless of all pain
to be given, or of impropriety, she had come to
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speak publicly, and disgrace and humiliate, that

she might save him from the devils that had

ruined his father.
" My lady," said the terrible woman, thanking

her in reply to an invitation that she should be

I
seated,

"
I have come for my son. I hear he has

j

been ])laying the lord in your house, my lady. I

I humbly tliank your ladyship for your kindness to
'

him, but ho is nothing moi-e than a tailor's son,

and is bound a tailor himself that his father may
he called an honest man. I am come to take him

, away."
Mrs. Mel seemed to speak without much effort,

though the pale Hush of her cheeks showed that

, she felt what she was doing. Jidiana was pale as

j
death, watching Rose. Intensely bright with the

' gem-like light of her gallant spirit, Rose's eyes

I
fixed on Evan. He met them and smiled. The
words of Ruth passed through his heart, nourish-

ing him. With this angel lifting him up, what
need he fear ? If he reddened, the blush was

taken up by love. But the Countess, who had

given Rose to Evaii, and the duke to Caroline,

where was her supporter ? The duke was

entertaining Caroline with no less dexterity,
and Rose's eyes said to Evan : "Feel no shame
that I do not feel I

" but the Countess stood

alone. It is ever thus with genius ! to quote the

numerous illustrious authors who have written

of it.

What mattered it now that in the dead hush

Lady Jocelyn should assure her mother that she

had been misinformed, and that jNIrs. Mel was

presently quieted, and made to sit with others

before the fruits and the wines ? All eyes were
hateful—the very thought of Providence confused

her brain. Almost reduced to imbecility, the

Countess imagined, as a reality, that Sir Abraham
had borne with her till her public announce-

ment of relationship, and that then the outraged

ghost woidd no longer be restrained, and had
struck this blow. She talked, she laughed,—she was imaware of what passed in the

world.

The crushed pic-nic tiied to get a little air,

and made pathetic attempts at conversation.

Mrs. Mel sat upon the company with the weight
of all tailordom.

And now a messenger came for Harry. Every-
body was so zealously employed in the struggle to

a])petvr comfortable imder Mrs. Mel, that his de-

parture was hardly observed. The general feeling
for Evan and his sisters, by their superioi'S in rank,
was one of kindly pity. Laxley, however, did not

behave well. He put up his glass and scrutinised

Mrs. Mel, aud then examined Evan, and Rose

thought that in his interchange of glances with

anyone there was a lurking revival of the scene

gone by. She signalled with her eyebrows for

Drunimond to correct him, but Drummond had
another occupation. Andrew made the diversion.

He whispered to his neighbour, and the whisper
went round, and the laugh ; and Mr. John
Raikes grew extremely uneasy in his seat, and

liotrayed an extraordinary alarm. But he also

v.as soon relieved. A messenger had come from

Harry to Mrs. Evremonde, bearing a slip of paper.
This the lady glanced at, and handed it to

Drummond. A straggling pencil had traced these
words :

"Just running by S.W. gates
—saw the Cap-

tain coming in—couldn't stop to stop him—tre-

mendous hurry—important. Harry J."

Drummond sent the paper to Lady Jocelyn.
After her perusal of it a scout was despatched
to the summit of Olympus, and his report pro-
claimed the advance in the direction of the bull-

dogs of a smart little tigure of a man in white hat
and white trousers, who kept flicking his legs
with a cane.

Mrs. Evremonde rose and conferred "nith her

ladyship an instant, and then Drummond took
her arm quietly, aud passed round Olympus
to the east, and Lady Jocelyn broke up the sitting.

Jidiana saw Rose go up to Evan and take his

hand, and make him introduce her to his mother.

She turned lividly white, and went to a coriler of

the park by herself, and cried bitterly.

Lady Jocelyn, Sir Franks, and Sir John, re-

mained by the tables, but before the guests were
out of ear-shot, the individual signalled from

Olympus presented himself.
' ' There are times when one can't see what else

to do but to lie," said her ladyship to Sir

Franks,
" and when we do lie the only way is to

lie intrepidly."

Turning from her perplexed husband, she

exclaimed :

"Ah! Lawson?"

Captain Evremonde lifted his hat, declining an

intimacy.
" Where is my wife, madam ?"
" Have yoii just come from the Arctic Regions?"
" I have come for my wife, madam !

"

His unsettled grey eyes wandered restlessly on

Lady Jocelyn's face. The Coimtess, standing

apart, near the duke, felt some pity for the

wife of that cropped-headed, tight-skinned lunatic

at large, but deeper was the Countess's pity for

Lady Joceljoi, in thinking of the account she

would have to render on the Day of Judgment,
when she heard her ladyship reply :

"Evelyn is not here."

Captain Evremonde bowed profoundly, trailing

his broad white hat along the sward.

"Do me the favour to read this, madam," he

said, and handed a letter to her.

Lady Jocelyn raised her brows as she gathered
the contents of the letter.

" Ferdinand's handwriting !

" she exclaimed,
" I accuse no one, madam,—I make no accusa-

tion. I have every respect for you, madam,—
j'ou have my esteem. I am sorry to intrude,

madam, an intrusion is regretted. ily wife

runs away from her bed, madam,—and I have

the law, madam,—the law is with the husband.

No force !

" He lashed his cane sharjily against
his white legs. "The law, madam. No brute

force !

" His cane made a furious whirl, crack-

ing again on his legs, as he reiterated,
" The

law !

"

" Does the law advise you to strike at a tangent
all over the country in search for her ?

"
inquired

Lady Jocelyn.

Captain Evremonde became ten times more

voluble and excited.
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Mrs. ^It'l was heard by the Countess to say :

" Her hiilyship docs not know how to treat

madmen."
J\'or did Sir Franks and Sir John. They began

exj>ostidating with liim.
" A madman gets madder when you talk reason

to him," said Mrs. Mel.

And now the Countess stepped forward to Lady
Jocelyn, and hoped she wouhl not be thought im-

pertinent in otFering her opinion as to how this

frantic person should be treated. The case indeed

looked urgent. ISIanj' gentlemen considered them-
selves Innind to ajiproach and be ready in case of

need. Preseutlj'' the Countess pressed between
Sir Franks and Sir Jolm, and with her hand

put u}), as if she feared the furious cane, said :

" You will not strike me ?
"

" Strike a lady, madam?" The cane and hat
were •simultaneously lowered.

"
Ladj' Jocel^'u permits me to fetch for you a

gentleman of the law. Or will you accompany me
to him ?

"

In a moment Captain E\Temonde's manners
were subdued and civilised, and in perfectly sane

speech he thanked the Countess and offered her his

arm. The Countess smilingly waved back Sir John,
who motioned to attend on her, and away she

Avent with the Caj^tain, with all the glow of a

woman who feels that she is heaping coals of fire

on the heads of her enemies.

Was she not admired now ?

"Upon my honour," said Lady Jocelyn,
"they are a remarkable family," meaning the

Harringtons.
What farther she thought she did not say, but

she was a woman who looked to natural gifts more
than the gifts of accident ; and I think Evan's
chance stood high with her then. So the battle of

the bull-dogs was fought, and cruelly as the
Countess had been assailed and woimded, she

gained a brilliant victory : yea, though Demo-
gorgon, aided by the vindictive ghost of Sir

Abraham, took tangible shape in the ranks op-
posed to her. True, Lady Jocelyn, forgetting
her own recent intrepidity, condemned her as a
liar

; but the fruits of the Countess's victory
were plentiful. Drummond Forth, fearfid per-
haps of exciting unjust suspicions iu the mind
of Captain Evremonde, disappeared altogether.
Harry was in a mess which threw him almost
upon Evan's mercy, as will be related. And,
lastly, Ferdinand Laxley, that insufferable yoimg
aristocrat, was thus spoken to by Lady Jocelyn.

°

"This letter addressed to Lawson, telling him
that his wife is here, is in your hand-writing,
Ferdinand. I don't say you wrote it—I don't
thmk you coidd have written it. But, to tell

you the truth, I have an xmpleasant impression
about it, and I think we had better shake
hands and not see each other for some time."

Laxley, after one denial of his guilt, dis-
damed to repeat it. He met her ladyship'shand haughtily, and, bowing to Sir Franks,
turned on his heel.

So, then, in glorious complete victory, the
battle of the bull-dogs ended !

Of the close of the pic-uic more remains to be
told.

For the present I pause, in observance of those
rules which demand that after an exhibition of

consummate deeds, time be given to the spec-
tator to digest what has passed before him.

(To be continued.)

THE GAME OF LIFE.

With eager hand Hope deftly weaves
The mantles that our pride would don,

While busy-finger'd Care unreaves

The garments as we put them on.

"We rear our palaces of joy.

And tread them with exulting shout,

Till, crumbling round, 'tis plainly found
Some corner-stones have been left out.

And thus we play the game of Life,

Shadow and substance ever blending ;

'Mid flowers of Peace and tares of Strife

Gaily beginning, sadly ending.

The maiden greets her swain to-day,

They jar to-morrow, and she flouts him
;

Now she believes whate'er he'll say,
A month has gone,

—alas ! she doubts him ;

The lover hangs upon a glance.
With glowing trust and earnest sueing ;

Next year he rouses from his trance,
And scorns the one he late was wooing.

And thus we play the game of Life,
Our dreams dispell'd, our plans defeated,

And when we've lost with pain and cost.
Still stand, as ready to be cheated .

The cooing infent's rosy mouth

Aptly receives the sweeteu'd potion ;

When waves are calm, and winds are south,
None see the death-rocks in the ocean.

The rich man toils to "gather up,"
Meaning to bask in Fortune's clover,

And while he pours into his cup.
Perceives not it is running over.

And thus we play the game of Life,
Now simply snared, now wisely brooding,

Now bribed by smiles, now spreading wiles,

Living deluded and deluding.

The Poet prattles to the stars,

Philosophers dissect the thunder,
But both are stopp'd by crystal bars,
And stand outside to watch and wonder.

We moralise on battle-plains.
Where blood has poured, and fame was won,

We turti and see the baby's glee
Over his mimic sword and gun.

And thus we play the game of Life,
'Twixt holy Thought and fearful Deed.

Some only stay to work and pray.
And some but live for Crime and Greed.

Our feet of clay trip up each other.
Our wings of ether seek the sky ;

We breathe—we are—child follows mother,
Yet none can tell us "How ?" or "Why ?"

Our hearts, like clocks, keep ticking fast,
We climb and laugh, we fall and weep.

Till, tired of guessing, at the last

We solve the riddle in a sleep.
And thus we play the game of Life,

In motley garbs of Grief and Pleasure,
Till we are drest in that green vest

For which the sexton takes our measure.

Eliza Cook.
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THE DEUSES OF LEBANON.

TnEEE is perhaps no jieople in the world, of

whom, though living ou the borders of civilisation,

and visited as they are by travellers from all

parts, and forming one of the many sects which
inhabit a laud most interesting to all who read

Holy Writ, so very little is known as these

Druses, who are now shocking us with their

murderous exploits. And yet they constitute the

most courageous and warlike body in Syria ;

perhaps the most united tribe of warriors in the

world. IMoreover, everything about them is

highly calculated to excite curiosity and inquiry.
The mystei-y which has so long veiled the secrets

of their creed, no one has yet penetrated, although

many have pretended to have done so ; and such
of their religious books as have found their way
into Eiu'ope, have by no means cast that light
which it was hoped they woidd upon their

dogmas.
One must be born a Druse, or not belong to

them at all—nascitur, non fit
—

thej' admit no con-

verts amongst them. They inhabit the southern

portion of Lebanon and the western part of Anti-

lebanon. Throughout the mountain there are

about 40 large villages belonging exclusively to

their tribe, and ujjwards of 200 in which the

jiopulation is made up of Maronite Christians,

Druses, and followers of the Greek Church. The
Druse men capable of beai-iug arms in Lebanon
are about 15,000 in number. Physically they are

one of the finest races in the world, and each
individual amongst them has an independent look

and bearing about him which I have witnessed
in no other Asiatics, save perhaps the Rajpoots of

India. They have no priesthood, pi-operly so

called ; but the whole tribe is divided into Alikals,
or initiated, Djahils, or eoiinitiated. The Akkals
do not inherit the dignity ; they must be proved,
tried, and then initiated into the mysteries of

their order, and they form the only approach to

anything like a priesthood which the Druses

possess. There are female as well as male Akkals,
and both are distinguished from the Djahils, or

uninitiated—the rest of the Druse world, in fact,

liy their simplicity in attire, the absence of any
gold or silver ornament on their persons, by—which in the East is the greatest singularity

possible
—their never smoking ;

their abstinence
from anything like superfluity in dress, the brevity
and simplicity of their conversation, and their not

joining more than is absolutely needful in amuse-

ments, either public or private. In short, the

Alikals are a sort of domestic hermits, although
they may, and do, own private property, and

practise all the various callings in life like any
other men. The fact of belonging to the initiated

class does not give them emoluments of any kind,
nor any decided rank among their fellow Druses,

except in matters of religion ; althougli, as a

general rule, most respected men of their nation
are Akkals.

The Djahils, or uninitiated, on the other hand,

appear to have little or no idea of belonging to

any creed whatever
; and the younger portions of

the men are generally what the Americans would
call a very

"
rowdy

"
set. The Druse places of

worship, called howles, are situated outside the

villages, in the most solitary spots which can be
found. They are plain rooms, without any orna-
ment whatever ; and on ordinary occasions can be

inspected by any one that likes to do so. If a
visitor asks to see one of the Druse holy books,
he is invariably shown a cojjy of the Moslem
Khoran

; but it is well known that they have
other books, Avhich they allow no one to see.

Some of these have found their way to Europe,
and are to be met with in the Imperial Library of

Paris, the Bodleian of Oxford, and the British

Museum
; but these it is pretty well ascertained

contain nothing which the Druses wish to keep
secret ; and what is mj'sterious about their creed

has no doubt been handed down by tradition,
rather than by any written document.
The howles, or temples, of the Druses are open

for their religious meeting every Thursday even-

ing, about an hour after sunset. At the com-
mencement of the night's business, Akkals and

Djahils both assemble together, when the news of

the day and the prices of crops are discussed. At
this jieriod a chapter or two of the Moslem Khoran
is read, and no objection is made even to strangers

being present. This, however, is not a general
rule by any means, and it is only Europeans,
whom the Druses particularly wish to honour,
that they woidd admit even thus far to the out-

side, as it were, of their worship, ^^^len the

evening is a little farther advanced, all Djahils
are obliged to withdraw, and the howle becomes
like a Freemason's Lodge, closely tiled, or shut,

with an armed guard near the door to prevent all

intrusion. At these meetings no one save the

initiated are ever present, and tliey often stretch

far into the night, so much so, that I have some-

times seen the Akkals going home from their

howles long after midnight. Soinetimes, when

very important matters have to be discussed, a

second selection takes place in the howles, and the

younger Akkals being obliged to withdi-aw, the

elders—the crtiim de la crcine, or those initiated

into the highest mysteries of the sect—remain

alone to deliberate and determine upon the future

proceedings of their feUow-religionists, or to

discuss such more advanced doctrines of their

creed as are only known to the select few. Sin-

gidar to say, no form of worship, nothing which

at all comes near our ideas of prayer, is known to

be practised by the Druses. In the large towns of

Syria they will often go to the Moslem mosques,
and profess to call themselves followers of the

prophet. But they hardly impose, nay, they
don't seem to wish to impose, on anyone by this

temporary adherence to the dominant religion ;

for, in order to avoid the Sultan's conscription,

they have been known to make the sign of the

cross, profess themselves Christians, and even ask

for, naj', sometimes receive, the rite of baptism ;

and they acknowledge, that, according to their

creed, it is lawfid to profess for a time whatever-

may be the creed of the most powerfid body

amongst whom they live. Moreover, they hold

concealment and secresy the greatest virtues

which a man can practise, and scruple not to

assert that a crime only becomes such on being
found out. Their bearing, courtesy, and all that
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we should call good breeding, more particularly

amongst the Akkals, would bear comparison with

the most rctincd gentlemen of Europe ; and their

powers of observation and disci-iraination of cha-

racter, are such as coidd only be expected amongst
men of education and travel. This is the more

wonderful, as excei)t for an occasional short

sojourn in the towns of Syria
—St. Jean D'Acre,

Tyre, Sidon, Beyrout, Latakia, or Damascus—no

Druse ever leaves his native mountains ; and

beyond reading or writing their native tongue
—

the Arabic language, and even this until late

years has been very partial indeed amongst them
—

^they are destitute of any mental culture

whatever.

The Druses marry but one wife ;
and their

women, more particularly those of the higher

classes, are kept very secluded indeed. However,

although by no means common, divorce is very

easy indeed amongst them. A man has but to

say to his wife that she is free to return to her

father's house, and the divorce is as valid (nor can

it be recalled if pronounced), as if in England it

had been pronounced by the full Court of Divorce.

Nor is it needfid that any reason farther than that

such is the husband's will shoidd be given for the

act, and both parties are free to marry again.
The married women wear the tanton, or horn, upon
their heads, over which a veil is cast, the latter

being drawn close round the face, and leaving only
one eye exposed whenever a man of another creed

or nation comes near
;
but those who have lived

much in Lebanon, more particularly European
ladies, have numerous opportunities of seeing the
faces of all classes amongst them. Although by
no means void of good looks when young, the
women are not nearly so line a race as the men

;

and the older females of the peasant classes are

perhaps the most hideous old hags it is possible to

conceive.

Amongst this strange people I spent nearly six

months of the last summer and autiimn, having
for the health of my family taken iip my residence
at a -village on Moimt Lebanon, in the very centre
of the Druse country. At an hour's ride from
where we lived was the -village of Bisoor, inhabited

by some sheiks, or chiefs, of the Talhook family,
and amongst others by the sheik Talhook, who is

certainly one of the most remarkable men I have
met with in any country.

Sheik Bechir is an Akkal of the Druses, and
perhaps there is not a stricter one throughout
Lebanon. Throughout the mountain he has the

reputation of dealing with magic ; and certainly
some of the cases of sickness he has cured, as well
as the unaccoimtable tricks he has performed, go
far to confirm the general opinion of his feUow-
coimtrymen. An English gentleman, long resi-

dent in Lebanon, and in whose word the most
implicit reliance can be placed, has told me that
he has seen at the sheik's bidding a stick jiroceed
unaided by anything from one end of the room
to another. Also, on two earthenware jars beino-

placed in opposite corners of the room, one being
filled -wath water and the other empty, the empty
jar move across the room, the fidl jar rise and
approach its comi)anion, and empty its contents
into it, the latter returning to its ^jlace in the way

that it came. Of late years the sheik has given

up these kind of performances, as he declares that

the long fasts of fifteen and twenty days -which

were necessary, so he says, to pre])are him and

give him power over the spirits by which he

worked, used to injure his health. So much is

certain—on the testimony of some of the most

respectable people in the mountain—that when he

had to practise these magic arts continually, his

health was very bad indeed, and that since he has

given them up he has greatly improved.

Partly because of the ride from where I lived to

Bisoor, but chiefly because I have a sort of

decided inclination to cultivate singidar acquaint-

ances, I used often to go over last summer to see

Sheik Bechir, and he frequentlj^ iised to return

my visit. At first he positively declined perform-

ing any of the tricks of which I had heard so

much, declaring that, except to effect cures, he

had made it a rule to have nothing more to do

with the unseen world. However, after we had
become more intimate, he one day consented to

show me one of the tricks by which he used to

astonish the mountaineers and others. He took a

common water jar, and after mimibUng certain

incantations into the mouth of the vessels, placed
it in the hands of two persons, selected from

amongst the bystanders at hazard, sitting opposite
to each other. For a time the jar did not move,
the sheik going on all the time reciting very

quickly what seemed to me verses from the Koran,
and beating time, as it w"ere, with his right hand

upon the palm of his left. Still the vessel re-

mained as it was i)laced, the sheik getting so

vehement in his repetitions, and seemingly so

anxious for the result, that although a cold day and
a strong breeze was blowing into the divan where
we sat, the perspiration flowed freely down his

face and ran off his beard. At last the jar began
to go round, first slowly, and then quicker, until

it moved at quite a rapid pace, and made thi-ee or

four evolutions. The sheik pointed to it as in

triixmph, and then stopped his recitations, when the

jar stopped turning. After perhaps half a minute's

silence he began to recite again, and, wonderfid
to say, the jar began to turn again. At last he

stopped, took the jar out of the hands of those

who were holding it, and held it for an instant to

my ear, when I coiild plainly hear a singing noise,
as if of boiling water, inside. He then poured
the water carefully out of it, muttered something
more into its mouth, and gave it to the attendants
to be refilled with water and placed where it had
stood before, for any one wanting a drink to use.

I shoiUd have premised that the jar was a com-
mon one, which, as is the custom in Syria, stood
with others of the same kind near the door for

any one to drink out of. When the performance
was over, th? sheik sank back, as if greatly ex-

hausted, on the divan, and declared that it was
the last time he w-oidd go through so much
fatigue, or perform any more of his magic under-

takings, except for the purpose of ciu-ing sick

jieople, on any account whatever.
That the feat of making the water-jar turn was

a very wonderfid one there can be no doubt ;
nor

coidd 1 account for it by any natural or ordinary
means whatever. But how it was accomplished,
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or whether any supernatural means whatever were

used, I leave others to infer, not having myself
formed an opinion on the subject, and intending

simply to relate Avhat I was myself an eye-witness
of. AVhat 1 was more curious to learn was, what

the sheik himself thought on the subject of spirits

being placed at man's disposal, and how he had,

or believed he had, acquired the power which he

was said to possess. »

A few days afterwards he rode over to see me,
and we had a long conversation on the subject,

which interested me the more, as the sheik was

evidently sincere in all he said regarding his belief

in the power of spirits, and the means he had

used to acquire that power. I should, however,
mention that, for his country and position, Sheik

Bechir is a wealthy man, having landed property
and houses in the mountain to the extent of about

six or seven hundred pounds sterling per annum—
equal, in consequence, to a country gentleman in

England with three thousand a year ;
and that he

has never been known to work a cure or perform

any magic for anything like remuneration, either

direct or otherwise.

That he firmly believes in his intercourse with

the spiritual world is certain. He asserts that no

one can have any magic power unless properly

taught ;
and says that his teacher was an old

Moslem from Morocco—to whom, by the bye, he

introduced me, and offered, if I liked to devote

five years to the science, to get to teach me ! who
had many, many years ago, learnt the art in

Egypt. The knowledge of magic, he asserts, can-

not only never be taught for money, but even if

the jiupil gives his teacher anything beyond food

and shelter the teaching will be of no effect. He
declares that the science has come down to our

days from the time of the Pharaohs, but that

there are not now fifty people in the world who
have any true knowledge on the subject. The
sheik declares himself to be but a very poor pro-
ficient in the art, as he never could go through
the necessary fasts without iujiirj'' to his health.

And yet, from the accounts of his relatives, he

must have gone through some severe ordeals. His

sons told me, that on one occasion, some years

ago, he shut himself up in a room, without either

food or water, for two whole days and nights, and
on letting himself out he was so weak he could

hardly stand. At another time, he was locked
xi]}

in his apartment for a single night, and that on

coming out in the morning he was bruised all

over the head and body as if with large sticks,

having' been, as he declared, beaten for several

hours by evil spirits. Before undertaking any
important cure, he shuts himself up in a darkened
room for ten, fifteen, and sometimes thirty days,

eating during this time but of plain bread, in

quantities barely sufficient to support nature. His

greatest triumphs have been in cures of epilepsy
and confirmed madness, in which I know of many
instances where his success has been most wonder-
ail. He resorts to no severe measures with those

brought to him, nor does he use any medicine,

sim[ily repeating over them certain incantations,
and making passes with his hands, as if mes-

merising them.
For severe fevers he has a twine or thread, of

which he sends the patient
—no matter how far off—enough to tie round his wrists, when the sickness

is said to jiass away at once. A relation of his own
told me that his (the relative's) wife had been
afflicted for three years with a swelling, or

tumour, of which the European doctors in Beyrout
could make nothing, when at last she agreed to

consult Sheik Bechir. The latter shut himself up
in his room for thirty days, fasting all the time

upon very small quantities of bread and water.

He then took the case in hand, and after making
several passes over the woman's body, she was in

five minutes perfectly cured. Although a Druse,
the sheik maintains that no words ever written

have the same magic power as the Psalms of

David
;
but there are, he declares, very few per-

sons—himself not being one of the number—who

properly understand the hidden meaning, and how
to apply the proper passages.
When he learnt that I had been in India, and

had witnessed some of the singular performances
of the fakirs, or holy mendicants, in that country,
he was greatly interested, and said that the

greatest magician now li\'ing was a certain native

of Benares, who had once wandered by Affghanis-
I tan, Bokhara, Piussia, and Constantinople, to Syria,

through Lebanon.
But what surprised me more than anything else

about the sheik was the singularly correct de-

scription he gave of countries, towns, and even

portions of to^vns, which he could never have

seen, having never been out of Syria, and even of

some recfarding which he could not have read

much. That he has picked up here and there a

great deal of historj'-, geography, and other general

knowledge is certain. Still he can only read

Arabic, in which tongue works of information are

very limited, and the number of Europeans with

whom he has had any intercourse whatever might
be counted upon his ten fingers. Moreover, he

has never been further from his native mountain

than Damascus or Beyrout, and that for only short

periods, and at long intervals. He asked me to

name any towns in which L had resided, and which

I wished him to describe to me. I mentioned,

amongst others, London, Edinburgh, Calcutta,

Bombay, Cabool, Candahar, and Constantinoj^le,

each of which he literally painted in words to the

very life, noticing the various kinds of vehicles,

the dress of the different people, the variety of

the buildings, and the peculiarities of the streets

with a fidelity which would have been a talent in

any one who had visited them, but in a man who
had never seen them was truly marvellous. This

faculty the sheik does not attribute to anything
like magic, but says it is caused by his gathering
all sorts of information wherever he can—from

books or men—and never forgetting what he has

either read or written.

Had Sheik Bechir had the advantage of an

European education in his youth, or even if works

written in English, French, or German were not

sealed books to him, I am inclined to think that

he would be one of the most remarkable men the

world has ever seen.

Besides himself, the sheik's family consists of

his wife and two grown-up sons. The latter are

both Djahils, or uninitiated, one of them ha^iug
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tried to acquire the standing of an Akkal, or

initiated, but broke down during his probation,

as lie found the privations more severe than he

could bear. Their mother, however, is an Akkal

of the very strictest kind, and is looked on

throughout the neighbourhood as a -woman of

gi-cat sanctity. Although on good terms with her

husband, she lives apart from him in the same

house, for it is the universal custom amongst the

Akkals that whenever the wife has had two sons

a divorce d tliord takes place. The advent of

daughtei-s does not count in this singular domestic

arrangement, and if one of the sons shoiUd die, the

divorce is annulled until another son is born,

when it is resumed again. The reason of this

custom is, that as property is equally divided

amongst sons, it is thought expedient to prevent
the subdivision of land becoming too minute.

On one occasion when I visited Bisoor with a

party amongst whom were two or three English

ladies, the latter were invited into the hareem, or

women's apartment, to visit the sheik's wife and

some of his female relatives there assembled.

Being by this time on terms of intimacy with the

chief and his family, I was asked to join the

ladies' party in the hareem—a mark of friendship

rarely shown to one of our sex who is not a rela-

tive. Although the Druse ladies were all veiled,

we could, from time to time, see enough of their

faces to distingiiish their features, and even

amongst the younger portion of the party there

was not one tolerably good-looking. They ap-

peared, in fact, of quite another race than their

husbands, brothers, fathers, and sons. Some of

them wore numerous valuable jewels ; but the

sheik's wife, although clean and neat, was
clothed in garments of the most ordinary texture,

and wore no ornament of any kind. Coffee,

sweetmeats, and fruits, were handed round, and
we remained about half-an-hour in the apartment,
until summoned to the breakfast, or midday
meal, which had been prepared in one of the

outer rooms, and to which both ladies and gentle-
men of our party sat down, biit at which the

Druse ladies did not make their appearance.
The meat was cooked, served, and eaten alto-

gether after the fashion of the country. First a

sort of trijiod, something like an inverted music-

stool, w"as brought, and put down in the middle of

the room. Upon this was placed a very large,

copper, circular tray, nearly four feet in circum-

ference. On this tray the various dishes were

set, whilst the whole party squatted round it on
the floor. It was curious to observe the contrast

formed between fresh-looking English ladies,

laughing merry English children, shooting-jacket
clad English gentlemen, and grave, long-bearded,
white-tiirbaned Druse sheiks. A long napkin,
which went over the knees of us all—and which
the children compared to getting under the sheets—was spread ; a score or so of unleavened bread
cakes was placed at the hands of the guests, and
then, taking up his spoon with a " Bismillah "

(in the name of God), our host gave the sign to

begin. In the centre was a large pillafF, made of

i-ice boiled in butter, seasoned with pine-nuts, and
mixed with mincemeat. This was the piece de

resistance, of which everybody eat, and eat it with

all things. Round this dish—or mountain—of

rice, were placed plates of various meat and

vegetable stews, all very good, very tasty, and

inviting. Our manner of proceeding was in this

wise. Each individual would dip his spoon into

the rice—keeping carefidly to his own corner of

the vast heap—and on its way back to his moiith

moisten it with the gravy of the dish before him,

of which there was one or more for each. Thus

the most urgent hunger was satisfied, and we soon

began merely to trifle with the national dish of

kibbe, and other matters equally solid. Some of

the party present had never before been present

at a regiilar Arab entertainment, for in the towns

of Syria the fashion amongst all the more respect-

able natives is to ape the European mode of setting

the table and serving the dinner. To the children

of our party the whole afi"air was a high holiday
of amusement, their laughter and mistakes amusing
the sheiks not a little. During the entire repast

nothing stronger than water was dnmk, for in

Druse houses a single glass of wine or spirits would

be thought defiling to the ovraer. In fact, the

Akkals never touch fermented liqxior of any kind,

and although the Djahils drink sometimes, they
never do so in excess, and only in secret, or when

persons of other creeds are not present.
When the dmner was over, each person washed

his or her hands, one attendant pouring water

from a copper jug whilst the other held a large

copper basin with a false bottom, so that the

dirty water fell through and was not seen, much
after the old-fashioned chilumchee, in which we
used to wash of yore—it may be so yet

—on the
"
Bengal side

"
of India. Those amongst us who

wore beards were careful to wash them very clean

both with soap and water. Rose water was then

brought in and sprinkled over every one, after

which the usual black, imstrained coSee was

served, and each man—excepting, of course, the

Akkals, who never smoke—was left to his pipe,

his thoughts, and the conversation of his neigh-

bours, the ladies of the party retiu-ning for the

present to the women's apartment.
Orientals seldom talk nnich immediately after

their meals, and in this they show their wisdom,
for next to piano playing or singing directly after

dinner, there is nothing so bad for digestion as

talking or listening to the conversation of others.

This it is that makes all travellers in the East

approve of the open airy rooms, where pipes,

narghilees, or cigars are freely allowed, the roomy,

easy divans where a man can sit or recline at his

ease without shocking the ideas of propriety
around him, and the universal fixed oriental—and
let me add common-sense—idea that clothes and
furniture were made for man, not man for his

clothes or furniture.

Gradually, however, conversation arose, and the

imiversal topic it turned upon was the Chinese

war and forthcoming exj^edition to that country.
The Druses are great believers in the jiowers of

England as a military nation ; but they one and
all said that neither we nor any other nation in

the world could ever conqiier China. This is

owing to the fact of China being to the Druses a

sort of spiritual promised land. They look for-

ward to the future advent of the Messiah who is
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to come from China ; and whenever a Druse dies

iu Syria, they believe that his soul is immediately
I born again in China, in which country they
I: believe are numberless Druses, who one day or

other will issue forth, conqiier the whole world,
re-establish the true faith throughout the world,
and punish all unbelievers. This singular belief is

the more extraordinary, as the Druses have
neither tradition nor record of there ever having
been any intercoiirse between themselves and the

Chinese, as indeed we all know very well there

never could have been. Their faith in the simi-

larity of their own creed and that of many in the

Celestial Empire has always struck persons who
heard it as one of the most absurd ideas ever con-

ceived in the minds of uneducated men. It may,
however, some day be proved to be otherwise.

An American Protestant missionary in Sidon told

me a short time ago that he had been recently

reading a manuscript history of the Druse religion,
which a native Syrian Protestant clergyman, who
has passed his life amongst the Druses, has lately

written, and is I believe about to publish ;
and it

at once struck him what a close affinity there was
between many points in their faith and in that of

the Buddhists of Burmah as described by the Rev.
^Ir. Judson, the well-known American Baptist

missionary, whose name is so well known in India,
and who passed so very many years in Pegu and
Ava. It is, therefore, quite possible that we may
yet discover that in some points of belief and prac-
tice there is more resemblance than we now
believe to exist between the Druses and other far

Eastern Asiatic sects. But a stiU more extra-

ordinary belief exists amongst the Druses of the

mountain, namely, that there are many Akkals of

their creed iu the hills of Scotland, who, on
account of the dominant religion, are obliged to

profess Chi'istianity outwardly, but who, amongst
themselves, are as pui-e Druses of the initiated

class as any that exist iu Lebanon. After learn-

ing that I was a Scotchman, Druses have often

questioned me as to whether I was aware that

members of their creed existed in that country.
This tradition seems to have been handed down
to the jiresent generation from the days of the

Crusaders, and to have got mixed up with the
fact that the Temjilars existed formerly in certain

parts of Eurojie ; for certain ceremonies which the

Syrian Druses say are practised by their Scottish

brethren bear a close resemblance to those of the
old Knights-Templar. But it is more hkely still—and this is very probably one of the reasons of

their suposed affinity with the Chinese—that

amongst the Druses, as amongst other semi-civi-

lised nations, certain affiliations and signs of free-

masonry have crept in
; and they have formed the

idea, that wherever traces of the same society exist,
the people hold the same religious creed.

After about an hour's repose and smoking, we
were rejoined by the ladies of our party, and all

prepared to return the visit of Sit Farki, a cele-

brated old Druse lady residing in the village, who
had on our arrival called upon the Europeans of

her own sex who had that morning ai-rived at

Bisoor. The Sit—"Sit, "in Arabic, means lady,
or mistress of a household—Farki is, like our host,
of the Talhook family, and is an instance, by no

means nncommon in Lebanon, of the influence
which a talented female may obtain, even amongst
a popidation where women are kept in seclusion
and treated as inferiors. This lady is a widow of

some seventy-five years old, and is possessed of

what in the mountains is looked upon as a large
landed propertj^ for it gives her an income of five

or six hundred jiounds sterling a year. Few mea-
sures of any importance are decided upon by the
Druses without consulting her, and in their reli-

gious mysteries she is one of the very highest

amongst the initiated. We found her waiting for

us in a sort of large kiosk, or summer-house,
built on the roof of her own dwelling, the high
windows of which afforded a most extensive view
of one of the most magnificent valleys in Lebanon.
Here were assembled to meet us nearly all the

women of the various sheik families in and about
the village, some being veiled, whilst a few of the
elder ones had their faces almost imcovered, but
even the veils allowed the countenances they
were supposed to hide to be seen pretty freely.

Amongst the younger ladies there were three or

four who might be termed good-looking, and one
or two decidedly pretty. But like all other women
in Sjrria, they marry and become mothers so early
in life, that at two- or three-and-twenty they
look past middle age, and at thirty are already
old. Like all orientals, the Druse women deem
it a great misfortune to have female children and
not boys ;

but a woman who has been married
two or three years, and had no children at all, is

looked on as something both imfortunate and
unclean. " A house without children," says the

Arab proverb, "is like a bell without a clapper,
and a woman Avho does not bear is like a tree that

gives no fruit, only more useless, for the tree may
be burned for firewood."

At the Sit Fai-ki's we had to go throiigh the

xisual string of Arab compliments, to which was
added the inevitable sprinkling of rose-water, the

sherbet, the narghilees, the coffee, and last, a

refection of fruit, jelly, and sweetmeats. The
wonder of the Druse women at the fairness of the

ladies and children, their astonishment and ques-
tions regarding European dress and customs, and
their almost childish delight at what to them
were wonderful novelties, all amused us not a

little. The Sit herseK is a person without any
education save a fair knowledge of her own lan-

guage, the Arabic, but in her conversation and
remarks shows considerable common sense and

great observation. She expressed the greatest

delight at seeing us, and begged us to consider the

house our own, to stay the night, to honour her

by remaining a week, and so forth. We were,

however, not able to prolong our visit, for the sun

was drawing fast towards the west, we had an

ho^^r's ride before we could reach home, and the

roads of Lebanon, difficidt enough at all times,

are exceedingly dangei'ous, if not quite impassable
after dusk. After many comphments and fare-

wells from the Sit and her friends, we therefore

i-eturned to the Sheik Bechir's house, and there,

having put the children on their donkeys and

m\des, helped the ladies on their horses, and

mounting ourselves, we started on our return

home, highly pleased with our day spent in a
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Druse village, and still more so with our hosts, the

sheik ami his relatives.

Our road home r.ui along the side of a mountain,

and keeping us parallel Avith a magnificent deep

valley, at the bottom of which ran the river

Juffa, whilst the numerous villages scattered here

and there ou the hills, the cattle returning home

from pasture, and the many jieasants we met on

their way home from the lields, gave the whole

scene an air of peace and plenty, not often met

with in the Turkish empire, and perhaps in no

part of it except jMount Lebanon. The wonderful

transparency of the atmosphere in this land causes

some singular optical illusions. Everything ap-

pears much nearer to the beholder than it really

is ;
and it is only after the experience of some

months that one becomes sufficiently accustomed

to this to estimate objects at their true distance.

I was much struck with this, when on our way
home from Bisoor to the mountain village in which

all oiu- party was residing for the summer, we
rounded a hill on the west, and came in view of

the Mediterranean, with the plains Ipug at the

foot of Lebanon, the immense olive-grove that

skirts the sea, the town and roadstead of Beyroiit,

with its nimaerous ships. It apjieared almost as if

a few bounds down the mountain wonld j)lace iis

on the shores of the deep blue sea, whereas we
know well that it takes a good horse nearly four

hours to get over the intervening ground. It was
curious to look down at the steamers now at

anchor, and think that by embarking on board of

one of them, we could reach Marseilles in six and
London in eight days, and be in a very different

cUmate and very different scenes from those which
we had that day felt and witnessed amongst the

Druses of Mount Lebanon. il. L. Meason.

LONDOIT CHANGES.

What changes have taken place in London

during the last thirty years, over which con-

siderable period of time, I grieve to say, my
rational memory can operate with sufficient pre-
cision ! In those delightful days when my serious

troubles were confined to a stiff contest with the

imjjcrsonal verbs, or physical discomfort in the

early gooseberry season, I remember well that we
children were permitted every now and then in

the spring and summer time to go down a-Mayiug
to Shepherd's Bush. From the Marble Arch to
the Green at Shepherd's Bush—with the exception
of a low row of houses near the chapel where the
soldiers were buried, and the chapel itself, and
another row of houses at jSTottuighill, opposite
Holland Park—it was all country. There were
Nursery Gardens—there were Tea Gardens—there
was a little row of cottages just over against the
northern end of the Long Walk in Kensington
Gardens, and a public-house caUed the Black or
Red Bull; beyond that nothing but fields and
rural sights. I do not remember the existence of

Tyburn Turn]-)ike—for it was removed in the year
1825, which date is happily beyond my powers of
recollection—but thirty-five years ago there it

stood. This gate stood originally at St. Giles's
Pound. When it was moved to the westward,
the road between St. Giles's Pound and Tyburn

Gallows was called Tyburn Eoad—it is now
Oxford Street.

The readers of the "Times" mnst have seen

lately that there has been a somewhat animated
discussion as to the exact spot on which the

gallows stood. Having no precise knowledge of

my own upon the matter, I turn to the excellent

work of Mr. Timbs, entitled " The Curiosities of

London,
" and I find therein the following infor-

mation upon what George Selwyn would have
called this interesting point. The gallows, called

"Tyburn Tree," was originally a gallows upon
three legs. The late Mr. George ILobins, who
never lost an opijortunity of pointing out any
remarkable association connected with property
which it was his agreeable duty to recommend to

the notice of the British public, when dealing
with the house No. 49, Counaught Square, affirmed

that the gallows stood upon that spot. Mr.

Smith, in his History of St. Mary-le-boue (I am
still giving the substance of Mr. Timbs's state-

ments), records that this interesting implement
had been for j'^ears a standing fixture on a little

eminence at the corner of the Edgware Eoad,
near the turnjjike. Thousands of Londoners still

living must remember the turnpike well ; but if

I understand my author rightly, this was but
the second Tyburnian location of the gallows.
The subsequent and final arrangement was, that

it should consist of two uprights and a cross-

beam. It was set up on the morning of execution
"
opposite the house at the corners of Upper Bryan-

stone Street and the Edgware Ptoad, wherein

the gallows was deposited after having been
used

;
and this house had curious iron balconies

to the windows of the first and second floors,

where the sheriffs attended the executions." The

place of execution was removed to Newgate in

1783. There must be many men stiU alive who
remember the change. It is not so long since

Rogers the Poet died, and he was a young
man at the date of the opening of the States

General, and he used to tell his friends that he
was in Paris at the time, and, if I mistake not,
went to Versailles to see the solemnities. Surely
if this is so, there must be stiU amongst us some

aged people who can recoUect the Tybum execu-

tions. John Austin was hung there in 1783, and
that is but 77 years ago

—a mere flea-bite, as one

may say, on the back of Time. The controversy
seems to have been the old story of the shield,

black on one side and white on the other—only
the Tyburn shield has three sides. These three

sides are—I crave lai-ge latitude of expression
—

1st, 49, Connaught Square ; 2ndly, the corner of

Edgware Road by the old turnpike ; and, 3rdly,
the corner of Upper Bryanstone Street and the

Edgware Road. It is possible there is confusion
in the first and second suggestions. It was in the
second of these localities that the bones of Crom-
well, Bradshaw, and Iretou were found, having
been conveyed there by the piety of the Second
Charles and his advisers. On the 30th of January,
1660-1, being the first anniversary of the execution
of Charles I. which it was possible to celebrate
with any degree of eclat, the bodies of Oliver

Cromwell, of Bradshaw, and of Iretou were dis-

interred, and actually conveyed in their shrouds
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,ind cere-cloths to Tyburn, and there suspended in

the Scamo cheerfid costume on Tyburn Gallows,
where they hung till sunset. These very dead
worthies were then taken down, their heads were
.-truck off, and the bodies buried under the gallows.
The heads were set on Westminster Hall. Had I

Deen a Cavalier in those days, how ashamed I

shoidd have been of m}^ party ! Covdd they have

caught the living Cromwell indeed, and hung him

up at Tyburn or elsewhere, there would not have
been a word to say against them. One iJarty

might use the halter as well as the other the axe ;

but when the man who had di-iven them before

him like chatf was lying in his quiet grave, to

pull him up, and wreak their malice upon the poor
remains of him before whom they used to tremble !

Fie ! Whatever may be said against Oliver Crom-
well—at least he was never a resurrection-man.

In 1615 Mrs. Turner tripped into the other world
at this spot in a yellow starched ruff. One fine

morning in the year 1760 Earl Ferrers drove up
here in a fine landau drawn by six horses, in his

fine wedding clothes, and glided off into eternity
in a magnificent way at the tail of a silken rope.
In 1724 Jack Sheppard escaped at the same jilace
from this world to the next, and the following

year Jonathan Wild the Great also concluded liis

career at Tyburn. A few more remarkable exe-

cutions—they are all carefully noted up with

particulars in " The Curiosities of London," are—
1388, Judge Trevilian for treason ; 1449, Perkin
Warbeck

; 1534, the Holy Maid of Kent
; 1628,

John Felton, assassin of Villiers, Didceof Bucking-
ham

; 1726, Catharine Hayes, burned alive for the

murder of her husband ; 1767, Mrs. Brownrigg,
for murder ; 1777, Dr. Dodd, for forgery ; 1779,
Rev. James Hackman, for the murder of Miss

Reay. Who talks of

-wanting good company
Upon Tyburn Tree ?

—but enough of this.

Where the magnificent squares, crescents, and

places of the modern Tyburnia now stand, thirty

years ago there were brick-fields, corn-fields, and
what not. I can remember very well the time

when a commencement of Tyburnia, or North
Western London was made. A few rows of houses,
isolated from the rest of the world, were run up in

a dubious way ;
and it was supposed that no one

would be mad enough to live there. A gentleman
with whom we were acquainted was amongst the first

to break the ice
; and, of course, must have been al-

lowed to enter upon the premises which would now
let at a very high rental, for a mere song. He
was to be the bait, or call-bird. It seems btit

yesterday that we drove, a family-party, to dine

with the penitus toto dlvisum, and how the heaps
of mortar and compo were lying about, to be sure,

and what scaffoldings were erected in every direc-

tion, and how it seemed to be a problem whether
we should seek for our dinner in this or that car-

case of a house, for a finished "
family residence

"

with od-cloth in the hall, and blinds to the win-

dows, seemed to be perfectly out of the question.
It really appeared as though we had come upon an

excursion in search of llobinson Criisoe and Man
Friday. When we bumped up to the place at

last what a magnificent house it was, and when
the curtains were drawn how we congi-atulated
our friend, and when we peeped out how we con-
doled with him ! He had indeed chosen the
desert for his dwelling-place, and the dog had also
contrived to provide himself with one fair spirit
for his minister. How would the theory answer
in practice ? I know how it has answered. The
hermit of Tyburnia is surroiuided by human habi-
tations in the year of grace 1860 ; the fair spirit
is now enormously stout, and takes her airings in
a yellow carriage, with a fat poodle looking out of

the window. Her third daughter, Georgiana,
three years ago married a young fellow whose

regunent was at the Cape ; and either at Port

Natal, or Cape Town, or in some such outlandish

locality she may now be found, having in her turn
assisted to replenish the earth, as we were informed

by recent ad\dces. By the way, it is a somewhat
curious secret which a South Kensington builder

imparted to me the other day. In a new neigh-
bourhood, where as yet not a house is let, if

you enter yourseK on the list of intending tenants
the agent will put a few questions to you in a

cursory way, of which you maj^ not be able to see

the drift. His real object is to ascertain if you
are a Paterfamilias, with a beautiful bevy of ami-

able daughters, in which case you wiU be allowed

to have the house upon easy
—almost upon any

terms. The calcidation is that in order to assist

the many despairing young gentlemen who may
be going about the world in a state of utter misery
for the want of symjiathy from gentlest woman-
hood, the P.F. and his amiable lady will give a
series of evening entertainments in the course of

which certain consolations may be suggested to the

mournful band. " The street
" wiU be well lit up,

" the street
"
will resound with the sweet strains

of the cornet-a-pistons,
" the street

"
will be fidl of

carriages, not impossibly a wedding will take place
in "the street." What think j^ou of this by way
of an advertisement for a j'oung and rising neigh-
bourhood ? Nieces woidd not do as Avell, for even

the fondest uncle and aunt woidd only make

spasmodic efforts to help a niece in "
getting ofif ;

"

but in the case of daughters the evening parties

assume a chronic form.

This Tyburnia is all new, it is the newest thing
in Western London. By the side of it Belgravia
is almost an antiquity. Tyburnia, however, has

never fairly taken rank amongst the fashionable

quarters of London. It is inhabited by enor-

mously wealthy people, the magnates of trade and

commerce ; by contractors ; by professional men
who have succeeded in obtaining the golden prizes

in their respective callings. But it never has

been, and never I think will be,
"
fashionable," in

the same sense as Belgravia, or, of course, that

wonderful Quadrilateral which stands between

Oxford Street and Piccadilly, Park Lane, and

Bond Street. There was a moment when Ty-
burnia had its chance, and 1 cannot sa\^ that it

missed it through any faidt of its own. Some evil

spirit who wished ill to Tyburnia and the Ty-
burnians whispered it into the ears of the Prince

Consort and his fellow Commissioners of the Great

Exhibition of 1851 to make a great National Art

Repository at South Kensington. Out of this
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suggestion South Kensington has grown. Al-

though the distance from Central London is even

greater, it is a curious fact that the ' '

genteel
"

people, with incomes varying from 500^. to 2000/.

a-year and upwards are Hocking to .South Ken-

sington as fast as the houses can be run up. You
can't exactly say that this is the eflect of tradition,
for the old court end of the town about which

Leigh Huut used to tell us such j^leasant stories,

is by no means identical with this modern creation

of South Kensington. It can scarcely be regarded
as a question of healthier and better air, for there

is no healthier quarter of London thau Tyburnia ;

but somehow or other it has missed the jierfume
of gentility after the school of dowagerhood aud

my Lord's Poor Cousins. Perhaps the millionnaires

made too heavy a rush ujion the quarter at once,
and frightened away the timid kine whose natural

pastures were not at the diggings. They could

scarcely hope to run their graceful little tea-

parties with success against the magnificent ban-

quets of the more opulent parvenus, and so

adhered for a time to little white genteel streets

in Belgravia. From these they have timidly
stolen forth, occasion offering, and the family
banker being propitious, to little squares aud
streets Kensington way, where they take nice

little houses, which they are not indisposed to let

once and again when the season is at its height on
one genteel pretext or another

;
and so they play

their part. The end of it, however, is, that al-

though Tyburnia may glisten with gold, it has

very Kttle to shov/ in the way of })urple, faded or

otherwise.

1 cannot remember the time when Belgrave

Square was not ;
but those of my contemporaries

who have preceded me but a short way on the

path of life tell me that they recollect it well when
the site was called the "Five Fields." j\Iy boyish

memory will not carry me back beyond the year
1829 or thereabouts

;
and I liud by reference to

the same instructive work of jMr. Timbs which I

have before quoted, that Belgrave Square was built

by Mr. George Basevi, the architect, and finished in

the year 1829. The place before this was a miser-

able swamp, and I have been told by older men that

in their boyhood they have shot snipe in the Five

Fields
;
others have informed me that they used

to go botanising there for curious plants. Mr.

Thomas Cubitt, the great builder and contractor,

may be said to have invented PJelgravia. He dug
into the swamp, aud found that it consisted of a

shallow stratum of clay, and that below this there

was good gravel.
" The clay he removed and

burned into bricks ;
and by building upon the

substratum of gravel, he converted this spot from

one of the most nnhealthy to one of the most

healthy, to the immense advantage of the ground
landlord and the whole metropolis." 1 think Mr.

Basevi and JMr. Cubitt must have understood the

mystery of lord-and-lady catching better than

their brethren of Tyburnia. They seem to have

built a great square first, and to have filled it with

grandees ; and from this they built away other

smaller squares, and streets of all dimensions,

which were gradually taken up by peoi'le of the

same class, and afterwards by their imitators aud

admirers, who loved to dwell in the odour of

perfect gentility. The plan pursued by Mr.
Cubitt was certainly an inspiration of geuius, for
before his time all builders who look.-d at the
place gave a glance at the surfaoe-waU-r. and
turned aside iu desi)air. There waa another con-
sideration which might perhaps have prevent. I

tenants from Hocking to this quart<.>r, aud that is

the extreme lowness of the situation. I do w>t

pretend to give exact figures, but I can ecar. '\

be wrong when I say that the Belgravian di=Ui.,i
is a himdred feet lower than the higher and more
northerly districts of London. Healtiiy tlic .ii-

trict most certainly is, as 1 can testify ni\Mii
from having resided many years witliin its Umit«.
It was a very common thing on returning home at

night by Piccadilly in the season of fogs to see th.'

fog lying heavily on that famous thoroughfare ;

but when you turned down U{ion Belgravia all

was clear. Chelsea, which lies even lower, has

always been reputed a healthy suburb. In tin-

last century it was the residence of Doctors

Arbuthnot, Sloane, !Mead, ami Cadogan ; .and I

suppose the phj'siciaus knew where to find the best

air.

Endless have been the changes in this Belgravi.ui
district. The Orange Garden in bygone <lay-
stood upon the site of the present St. Barnab.xs'

Church. Indeed in the old, old times, Pimlico

was essentially the tlistrict of public gardens. It

is notorious that the Queen's Palace of Bucking-
ham House stands on the site of the old Mulberry
Gardens, so famous amongst our dramatic writers.

Precisely one hundred years ago—that is, in thi-

year 17G0—there was nothing between Buckin:.'-

ham House and the river, looking either south or

west, but a few sparse cottages and the Stag

Brewery. What is there now? The name of

Pimlico has often puzzled me, and if any one can

throw any additional light upon the subject I

shall be glad. AU I can do for the information

of others Avho may have taken this momentotis

point into consideration, is to copy for their benelit

the following brief suggestions from " Notes and

Queries."
" Pimlico is the name of a place near

Ciitberoe, in Lancashire. Lord Orrery (in hia

Letters) mentions Pemlicoe, Dublin ;
and Pimlico

is the name of a bird of Barbadoes,
' which i>ro-

sageth storms.'
" The district and its vicin.age in

some measure keep up the old reputation as the

quarter for public gardens, inasmuch as just above

Battersea Bridge are Cremorue Gardens. C'remorne

House was formerly the residence of a Lord Cro-

raorne ; a title which stiU exists. The family name

is Dawson of Dartrey, Rockcorrj', Ireland. Tlio

river frontage of Chelsea seems to me less char.;. 1

thau most things in Loudon since I w.is a U>y. It

seems to me that I remember Clieyne Walk .ts

long as I remember anything, with Don Saltcro's

Tavern, made so famous by Steele, and Bubsc

quently by Benjamin Franklin. If Kensin:;;on

is called the Court end, Chelsea might fairly be

called the literary end of the town, for here in

former days lived Steele, Addison, John Locke,

Lord Sluiftesbury, Smollett, an<l Swift. Sir

liobert Walpole, too, had a hotise here. .\s a

question of age 1 ought e.isily to rememlK-r the

Chelsea Bun House, but I <lo not. It w.vs only

pulled down iu 1S39 or 1S40, an alfair of yvatcr-
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day, so that this famous bim factory ought to

stand fresh in the rtcolleotion of all Londoners

who are more than thirty years of age. I find it

recorded, that the bun ti-ade began to decline

when there was an end of llanelagh. Now
Kanelagh came to an end conteni])oraneonsly A\-ith

the jtseudo Peace rejoicings at the beginning of

this century. The Peace fSte was the last of its

glories
—that was in 1803. It had a run of about

sixty years, having been opened in the year 17-i2.

As some persons may be curious to know its exact

site, I may mention that it was situated just to

the east of Chelsea Hospital, and part of the

ground is now included in the old men's garden of

that institution. The old vetei-ans of the Hospital
are again amongst the few unchanged features in

London life. Just what I remember them when I

was a little boy, just the same were the gnarled
old relics of the wars whom I saw lounging and

sauntering about in front of the Hospital the

other day. "VVhatev^er may be the subjects to

which we are indifferent, most people
—or they

miist be very miserable dogs indeed—care about

the duration of human life. Now if the records

of Chelsea Hospital are true, here the true temple
of longevity is to be found. What think you of

the following dates, which Mr. Timbs obtained

from careful inspection of the Hospital burial-

ground :
—

Thomas Asbey .

Captain Laurence

Robert Cummiug .

Peter Dawling .

A Solflier ^vho fought
the Battle of the Eoyne

Peter Brent, of Tinmouth

died 1737 aged 112

at]
le /

1765
1767
1768

1772

1773

96

116
102

111

107

The ages of the pensioners seem to vary from

sixty to ninety, and in 1850 there were said to be
two old fellows in the Hospital who had attained

the age of 104. I wonder what kind of certifi-

cates of birth these aged pensioners could have

produced, for from the ages which they claim,
their reckonings must have run from periods when
it was exceedingly difficult to arrive at satisfactory
conclusions as to the date of birth. When we
remember further that the claimants were for the

most part taken from the very humblest classes of

society, amongst whom you could scarcely derive

assistance from family Bibles, and similar records,
the difficulty becomes enormously increased. Be
this, however, as it may, Chelsea Hospital and
the old pensioners are amongst the unchanged
things of London.

The suburb of Kensington Proper seems to

have varied less than most of the others of which
I have made passing mention. Some rows of

modem houses have indeed grown up about
Camden Hill

; but the High Street, and the

scpiare, and the turning up by the old church
are pretty much about ^vhat 1 remember them
thirty years ago. To be sure, in the road from

Hyde Park Corner to Kensington Church there
is a notable change. That little low row of

houses close to Saint George's Hospital, and in
one of which lived and died Liston the comedian,
is indeed one of the monuments of London as it

was thirty years ago ; but we knew nothing of

palatial residences and Gibraltar Houses, and
Princes Gates. I cannot say I recall to mind
the exact aspect of the place. There were nur-

sery gai-dens, and a large mansion or two. Gore
House being one of them of course, and there was
a little row of houses just before you came to the

turning known in these, our later days, as Hyde
Park Gate South ; but there was no approach to

continuity as at present, even in the year 1830.

It is said that within the memory of man a bell

used to be rung at Kensington to call the people

together who intended retiirning to town, so that

they might travel together, and afford each other

mutual aid and protection against the highway-
men. Only conceive Claude Duval, or Sixteen

String Jack, operating in front of Sir C. Cress-

well's house, or Stratheden Hoiise, at the present

day ! The story of Gore House is one of the most

melancholy memorabilia of this district, on ac-

count of poor Lady Blessington and her ruin. I

had considerable respect for Alexis Soyer, but

living, as I did, close to the spot at the time, I

was not altogether displeased to see that the

scheme for turning the place into a kind
of Suburban Restaurant did not succeed,
and that the more, as the specidation was said

to be mainly the concern of some Liverpool
Jews, of whom Soyer was only the paid agent.
A good deal of old Kensington and Chelsea remain
what they were, not much of Brompton ;

but if

my life is extended to something like the length
of the usual human tether, I shall have lived

through the inception and growth of Tyburnia,

Belgravia, and South Kensington. In point of

fact London—the London in which people live—
will almost have changed its site in my time.

The districts in which the fewest changes have
occurred are May Fair, Marylcbone, and Blooms-

bury. The City has been all pulled to pieces.
A steady old merchant who had been in the habit

01 making his appearance on 'Change some forty

years ago would be not a little surprised with
new London Bridge, and King William Street,
and the new Exchange, and the new Fish Market,
and new Cannon Street, and the removal of the

market from the middle of Farringdon Street

opposite the Debtors' Prison, and more recently of

that abominable old nuisance, Smithfield Cattle

Market. T remember old London Bridge very
well, and the fall of the water at particular
periods of the tide ; but all that has been changed
in a very effectual way. In Bloomsburj' we have
the new front of the British Museum, and a parcel
of bran-new squares, such as Gordon Square, &c.
As I could not call to mind what had stood in the

place of University College, Upper Gower Street,
I referred to the books, and find that the first

stone was laid by the Duke of Sussex in the year
1827, and the building was opened in 1828—con-

sequently I know not what were the antecedents
of its site. The Regent's Park, I think, remains
much w^hat it was—a few rows of terraces may
have been added, but the recollection of most of

my contemporaries will, I suppose, agree with my
o-wn, that even in those days the Regent's Park
was the place to which we were driven by our
cruel parents before breakfast for the benefit of

our constitutions, and to the grievous annoyance
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of our tempers. Even now at the distance of

thirty years, and though I freely admit that cer-

tain visits to the Zoological Gardens, and certain

interviews with the bears have not been altogether
without a soothing and balsamic etiect upon my
spirits, I never can feel quite comfortable in the

"outer circle."' How I used to rejoice when
those houses surmounted by the plum-puddings
with spikes came in sight, because then I felt

secure that the weary matutinal })ilgrimage was

nearly at an end. The improvement of St.

James's Gardens and the most judicious closing-up
of the unwholesome tank at the top of the Green
Park are quite of modern date.

Many of the places of suburban resort roimd
London are very little changed. It is wonderful,
for example, how hghtly Time has laid his finger

upon Hampstead. Of course there have been

great changes in the Hampstead Road, and that

pleasant back way by Primrose Hill, and through
the fields pied with daisies and buttercups, has

been so be-bricked and be-mortared as to be

scarcely recognisable. The other day, however,—
it was on a Sunday—I wandered up to Hamp-
stead ;

and really, except that the distant ground
to the eastward is more thickly built over than of

old, there is marvellously little of change about

the old place. There is Jack Straw's Castle, and
that melancholy-looking house which forms the

end of the wedge which sej^arates the Highgate
from the Hendon Poads just looking as melan-

choly as ever. There, too, are the donkeys stand-

ing by the little pond, who must be the grand-

donkeylings, or great-grand-donkeylings, of the

very animals I used to bestride in my own school-

boy days. Yes ! here comes a party
—by George,

we must be in the year 1832 !
—two, sort of half-

housemaid', half-young-milliner-looking girls are

skurrying on, with a youngster, who may rise to

be a costermonger, behind them, urging the poor
brutes on by severe flagellation. Then there is a

showUy-dressed young
"
gent" who is with them,

and who no doubt would be haj)py to charm their

hearts by a display of noble donkeymanship. The

donkey-boy, however, is so sedulously intent

upon the animals on which the young ladies are

seated that he does not notice that the yoimg
gent has fallen astern

;
and there he is in the

swampy ground, with evident symptoms of inten-

tions on the part of the poor outraged brute to

put his head between his knees, and toss his inex-

perienced rider into the muck. I hope he may.
Now the donkey-boy goes to the young man's

rescue ; and as I pass the ladies on my way to the

pine-tree grou2>, I hear one of these fair beings

say to the other,
" Heliza Jane, can't you lend us

an 'aii--pin ?
" the intention of the young lady

obviously being to use the implement in question
as vicarious of the spur. To be sure, it is aggra-

vating when you are boiling with the fury of the

race, to find the noble animal which should carry

you on to victory, or at least to a noble struggle,

standing stock-still, and positively declining to

proceed one step further. I hope this little fellow

in knickerbockers, and his bright little sister, who
are dashing past the very spot where John Sadleir

was found one foggy morning with the cream-jug
in his hand, will have better luck. Her little hat

falls off; but not for that will sho stop. The
donkey-l)oy no doubt will see to that ; but ^l

won't be behind in the race for a himdrea 1, .-.

They have evidently chosen, or rather tliere havu
been selected for them two prime donkeys—1 dare-

say the best to be found amongst that kind of

donkey-Tattersall's, which i.s held under the *
-

by the pond where Irving used to preach ^. .

his wits were gone.
I wish I had space to talk of the humours <.f

the tea-gardens, more especially at the Bull and
Bush, which is about three-fiuarten* of a nn!._-

beyond Hami)stead in the hollow. What fun it i*

to sit out in the arbours and have tea amongst the

spiders" webs, and how much better the cream aiul
butter are there than they are anywhere cU..
How .Mary Jane and her young man make olF t<.

the pine-trees, and love to sit there in heathery
dalliance. I wonder what they're saying. It in

something not altogether dis]>le;ising to the v.. i

lady, that is clear; but, I dare say, twenty %• .

hence, if they thrive in business, and the young man
is "steady," and ]\Iary Jane " makes him a good
wife," they will wander up to the pine-knoll, and

enjoy the thought of this distant sunny aft<T!:

in the year ISOO, very much indeed,—"T\\. :/

years ago now, only think, Mary Jane !

"
That

will be a great deal better than to be comjiellcd by
hard fate to give utterance to the same lofty senti-

ment in the year ISoO,—the sentiment referring
back to, or involving in its scope, a.d. 18-1((. That's

where the shoe pinches. It is well with you, Mary
Jane !

I have talked a good deal about places, and the

mere brick and mortar features of the town, but

what a change there is in the London streets in

other respects within the last tliirfcy j'ears. I

fancy I remember the lirst omnibus—if it •>

not the first, it was amongst the first. My i

lection is of a great blue-bottle Shillibecr, which,

on one particular daj-
—I forget in what year—

made its appearance in the New lioad, to tli<!

grievous astonishment of the lieges. Just ..

the same time there was a steam-carriai^e w;..

tried its fortune for a short time—if I remem-

ber right
—in the same locality, and set al!

* '

horses capering and jirancing. No whk

that was opposition with a vengeance. It w.ia

some time, 1 think, before the omnibus system
was developed to any great extent. These lonq

machines used to go jjounding tip and down th-

New iload, plying between M.iida Hill and the

Bank for the accommodation of the City po..; '. .

long before they were tried upon the other tiii»-

roughfares. However, when the sj-stom was

fairly adopted it grew with a M-itne.t-J. i:-

the principal streets of London are *->

with them that you can scarcely get to a railway-

station in time, save you allow yourself .an 1.
-

to spare for stoppages caused l>y omnibusiM i^;

road. I am sorry to say I can remember tli

Hackney coaches, and Jarvey with his gin sn

eyes, and his multitude of capes, and tbe raotildj-

straw, and the ever-clii:'

the cabs, too, has umierj, i

j

At one time the driver sat l>e£ore you on a

seat upon the llap or wooden apron ; then hi u -

, stuck on to the side ;
then he was perched on Ui
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the roof
; then a vcliicle was tried in which two

passengers could sit face to face, but sideways as

regarded the horse, as people sit in omnibuses.
The Hansom cab is the last expression of civiH-

sation.

It may be observed that I have said very little

of London on the Surrey side, and the omission pro-
ceeds from the very simple reason that I know little

or nothing about it. One cannot however drive to

the Derby, or to Dulwich, or to the Crystal Palace,
or down to Greenwich, without seeing that the

town has increased in this direction quite as much
as in others. The whole aspect, too, of the river

is changed : where there used to be watermen and
their wherries, we now have penny and half-

penny steamers. Perhaps the greatest change
of all has occurred in the numbers of the popu-
lation. To put this fact in a more striking point
of view let us go considerably further back than

thirty years ago. Three hundred years ago, in

1560, London contained 145,000 inhabitants. In

1800, the popidation had reached the figure of

850,000. For the present century the results are

as follows :
—

1801
1811
1821
1831
1841
1851

958,863
1,050,000
1,274,800

1,471,941

1,873,676

2,361,640

What change shall we find in 1861—next year— when the census is taken ? Caesar never

thought it worth his while to make mention of so

paltry a place as it was in his day, although he
entered the Thames. Compare Rome and London
in 1860. A few changes have occurred.

Gamma.

THE SUCTION POST.

OxE great invention draws others in its train.

The locomotive necessitated the telegi-aph, and
with the telegraph we have grown dissatisfied with
our whole postal system. We can converse with
each other at opposite ends of the kingdom, yet
a letter will sometimes take half a day journeying
from one extremity of the metropolis to the other.
Our great nerves and arteries (the telegraphic and
railway systems) put the four corners of the earth
in speedy communication with each other, con-

sidering the hundreds of millions of square miles

they serve
; but the central heart, London, is a

blank in the general system, and the utmost speed
with which its distances can be travelled is mea-
sured by the pace of a Hansom cab. Three mil-
lions of people are naturally dissatisfied with
this state of things, and busy brains are hard
at work attempting to remedy it. At the pre-
sent moment, in fact, there is a race to lay
down a metropolitan nervous system. If the
reader happens to go into the City, he sees above
the house-tops and across the river science

weaving a vast spider's web from point to point.
The sky is gradually becoming laced with tele-

graphic wires, along which messages of love, of

greed, of commerce, speed imseen. These wires

belong to the District Telegraiihic Company, and

perform the office of putting public offices in com-
munication with each other, of supplying the ner-

vous system between the Docks and the Exchange,
carrying the news of the moment and the price
of stocks from the counting-house of the merchant
to his snuggery far down in the country, hard
beside some railway. But the spider's web is also

extending beneath our feet; if we take up the

flags, there too we find the fine filaments tra-

versing in their iron sheaths, linking railway
station to railway station, and speeding the mes-

sage imder the feet of millions from one tele-

graphic line to another. With all these facilities

for forwarding urgent messages between given

points, however, the town still wants some rapid

augmentation of its ordinary carrying system.
We are going to shoot passengers from point to

point by means of a subterraneous railway. ShaU
letters and parcels still toilfully piirsue their way,
urged by sorry screws and weary postmen ? Or
shaU we not harness another power of Nature to

relieve our toil ?

When a lounger on a very hot day sits dovm
under an awning, and goes to work upon his

sherry-cobler, he notes with satisfaction how
immediately and how smoothly the liqiior glides

up the straw upon the application of his lips
to it. But the odds are that he never associated

with this movement the Post Office or the London
Parcels Delivery Company in any manner what-
ever. Yet, if we are not greatly mistaken, the

power at work in that straw is destined to

revolutionise the machinery of those very im-

portant metropolitan associations. There are

some people perverse enough to turn the dislikes

of others to their own special profit. Now a com-

pany has been formed, and is in actual working,
to take advantage of a special dislike of Nature.
We all know that our great mother abhors a

vacuum
; but the Pneumatic Despatch Company,

on the contrary, very much admires it, inasmuch
as they see in it their way to a vast public benefit

and profit to themselves.

For some years the International Telegraph
Company have employed this new power to expe-
dite their 0M^l business. Thus their chief office

at Lothbury has been for some time put in

commimication with the Stock Exchange and
their stations at Cornhill and Mincing Lane, and
written messages are sucked through tubes, thus

avoiding the necessity of rei^eating each message.
We witnessed the apparatus doing its ordinary
work only the other day in the large tele-

graphic ajiartment of the company in Tele-

graph Street, Moorgate Street. Five metal tubes,
of from two to three inches in diameter, are seen
trained against the wall, and coming to an abrupt
termination opposite the seat of the attendant
who miuisters to them. In connection with their
butt-ends other smaller pipes are soldered on at

right angles ; these lead down to an air-pump
below, worked by a small steam-engine. There is

another air-pump and engine of course at the other
end of the pipe, and thus suction is established to
and fro through its whole length. Whilst we are

looking at the largest pipe we hear a whistle ;

this is to give notice that a despatch is about to
be put into the tube at Mincing Lane, two-thirds
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of a mile distant. It wiU be necessary therefore

to exhanst the air between the end we are watch-

ing and that point. A little trap-door—the mouth
of the apparatus

—is instantly shut, a cock is

turned, the air-inimp below begins to suck, and

in a few seconds you hear a soft thud against the

end of the tube—the little door is o])ened, and

a cylinder of gutta-percha, encased in flannel, about

four inches long, which tits the tube, but loosely,

is immediately ejected upon the counter
;

the

cylinder is opened at one end, and there we find

the despatch.
Now it is quite clear that it is only necessary

to enlarge the tubes and to employ more power-
ful engines and air-piimps in order to convey a

thousand letters and despatches, book parcels,

&c., in the same manner. And this the company
are forthwith about to do. They propose in

their prospectus to imite all the district post-offices

in the metropolis with the central office in Saint

Martin's-le-Grand. We particidarly beg the at-

tention of the indignant suburban gentleman who
is always writing to the " Times "

respecting

the delays which take place in the delivery of

district letters, to this scheme. At present a letter is

longer going from one of the outer circles of the

post-office delivery to one of the inner ones, than

from London to Brighton ;
but with the working

of the Pneumatic Despatch Company a totally

different state of things will obtain. An ob\-ious

reason of the present delay is the crowded state of

the London thoroughfares, which obstructs the mail

carts in their passage to the central office, or from

district to district ; another reason is that, from

the very nature of things, letters are by the pre-

sent system only despatched at intervals of two or

thi-ee hours. But when we have ^Eolus to do our

work, the letters vnll flow towards head- quarters

for sorting and further distributitm incessantly.

Indeed, the different tubes will practically bring

the ten district post-offices of London imder one

roof.

At the present moment the contract rate at

which the mail-carts go is eight miles per hour.

The Pneumatic Company can convey messages at

the rate of thirty miles an hour, and this speed

can be doubled if necessary. The same system
will be idtimately adopted for bringing the mail-bags

to and from the railway- stations, and instead of see-

ingthe red mail-carts careering through the streets,

we shall know that all our love-letters, lawyers'

letters, and despatches of importance, are flying

beneath our feet as smoothly and imiiercei)tibly as

the fluid flows outwards and inwards from that

great pumping machine—the human heart. The

spider's web that is being hung over our head

has indeed a formidable rival in this web of air-

tubes under ground, inasmuch as by the latter

we can send our thoughts at length, and with

perfect secrecy, and quite as quickly for all practi-

cable purposes, as by the telegraph. The Post-

Office authorities, if they adopt the scheme, of

which we have no doubt, will be able to forward

letters with a very great increase of despatch at a

much smaller cost to itself than even at i)reseut.

A inpe between the Charing Cross post-otHce and

Saint Jklartin's-le-Grand is about to be laid, so

that the public service will very speedily test

its capabilities, if further testing iodeod be
needed.

If we can suck letters in this manner between
point and point of the City, it will naturally l>o

asked, why not lay down pipes along the rail-

roads, and convey your maiLs by pneumatic
power? But it must be remenibcrwl th.it the
exhaustive process cannot be put in operation
for any long distance without great loss of power,
and that it would be dirticidt to send letters

great distances, even with relays of air-pumps,
much faster than by ordinary mail-trains. How-
ever it is impossible to say what may not Ihj

eventually done in this direction, but wc are

certain, from actual experiment carried on for

years, that the system is perfectly adapted for

this vast metropolis, as regards the iK)8tal

service, and there is as little doubt th.at it is

quite capable of taking upon itself a parcel-

delivery serNace,
—indeed, the size of the articles

to be conveyed is only limiteil by the j«)wcr
of the piunping-engine, and the size of the con-

ducting-tubc.
The company are now about to lay down a

pipe between the Docks and the ExchauL'f,

for the conveyance of samples of merchanlise,

thus practically bringing the Isle of Dogs into

Cornhill ; and for all we know this invention

may hereafter be destined to relieve the gorged
streets of the metropolis of some of its heavy
traffic.

The projector of the railway system could

scarcely have foreseen the extent to which the

locomotive would supersede other means of pro-

gression, and the principle of suction certainly

starts on its career with as much certainty of suc-

ceeding as did that scheme. Some time towards

the end of the century we may perch.ance hear

the householder giving directions to have his

furniture sucked up to Highgate
—for hills form

but little impediment to the new system of

traction, or the coal merchant ordering a waggon
load of coals to be shot into the pipe for delivery

a dozen miles distance. And this new power,

like the trunk of the elephant, is capable of being

employed on the most trivial as well as upon the

weightiest matters.

At the station of theIntern.itionalTelegrai>h Com-

pany, in Telegraph Street, it acts the i>art of mes-

senger between the diff"erent parts of the establish-

ment. The ])ipes wind about from room to room.

sufficient curve being m.aintaiuod in them for the

passage of the httle traveUing cylinder which con-

tains the message, and small ].ackages and vrrittt-n

communications traverse almost as quickly m all

directions as does the human voice in the gutU-

percha tubing, to which in fact it i.i the apino-

priate addendum.
In all lari;e establishments, such .is hotels .ii- .

public offices, the api.lieation
of the invent:, m

will be invaluable ; and, from its :

carrying capabilities, it may Avell be :

the tubular "Page." , u *

That we have been rccordmg the birth ot an

invention destined to play a great p.irt
in the

world, we have, as guarantees,
the names of t :

well-known en-ineers, Messrs. liammell and Lu,.

mer Clarke, and among the directors that ot .Mr.

Li
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W. H. Smith, whose establishment in the Strand

sui)plements the Post Office in the distribution of

newspapers throughout the country. In making
our lowest bow to this new slave of the lamp

that has been enlisted in our service, Ave may-

observe that, unlike steam, it cannot at any time

become our master, or bring disaster where it was

only intended to serve. A. W.

THE PILLION.

(Concluded from page lOS.)

Like all other partnerships, though in a ,

~

greater degree than most, the pleasure of riding
double was dependent upon being suitably
matched. Nothing, for instance, coiild look

more incongruous than a large woman seated

on a pillion behind a little man, especially as

the thick cushion, provided for her use, was

always much higher than the saddle before it.

A boy was sometimes sent to escort a portly
matron in this way, of which a curious in-

stance occurred under the observation of a

friend of mine. She had been struck with the

length of time that a horse remained at a gate

upon the road near her residence, and looking out

more intently to ascertain the cause, she perceived
a large female-figure seated on a pillion behind

;

but, to all appearance, a vacant saddle in front.

On further investigation, however, she discovered

that an extremely little boy was stretching him-

self downwards to open the gate, but in vain, the

horse being an animal of more than usual height.
The majestic dame, however, was not one to be
bafSed by a difficidty of this kind ; so, reaching
out her powerful arm, she held the little boy by
one leg while he unfastened the gate, thus securing
his safe reinstatement in the sadiUe.

Scenes of a similar kind to this were by no
means unfrequent at that time of the year, when
servants in the North and East Riding of York-
shire changed their places. It was a custom of

old standing in the agricultural parts of that

county, for all servants to enjoy one week of

entire liberty, to return to their homes, visit their

friends, or do what they liked
;
so that, whether

they went to new sitiiations or not, they all left

the old one to take care of itself, during the whole

week at Mai-tiumas. In addition to this, the

women all expected to be fetched to their places
—

boxes, bundles, and aU—^holding out imder aU
circiunstances against walking, or going 1)y them-
selves without conveyance or escort. Thus, where
the women servants were numerous, and the

places wide apart, the riding aboiit with pillions
created quite a stir in the country ;

and the arrival

of each with her bundle on her lap
—or perhaps

her bandbox there, and the bundle on the arm of

the man or boy—was a very dignified, as well as

interesting occasion.

I remem1)er a circumstance connected with this

mode of transit for female servants, which ex-

ceeded most things I ever met with for coolness,

or, if one might choose to call it so, for heroism ;

and indeed, there can be little doubt but that the

word heroism has often been used with no more

legitimate application, for how much of what

people call daring is, in reality, like that which I

am about to describe—nothing but igiaorance ?
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I was staying at tlie country residence of a

family, the two oldest sons of which were amongst
the lirst to make that melancholy ex])eriment of a

settlement on Swan River. Emigration, especially

to Australia, was a very different affair at that

time from what it is now. The two sons were

takinf out with them a number of workmen, each

to be mated with a wife, or if not married, the

men and women were to be eqiuil in number ;

and by way of preparation for at least two years'

payment of these people in clothing instead of

money, an immense assortment of goods had been

made ready, besides a wood house in compart-

ments, to be fitted up on their arrival.

It would be impossible to describe the interest

at that time attaching to such transactions, all

going on within and aroun<l a spaciotis coiintr\-

mansion, to which almost everythiii
before the final de]iartiire of the !

Amongst other provisions were a numWcr

dogs, intended as a defence against the win n.i^i
of the country, and specimens of this trilic of

animal were liroiight every day to 1 r

warlike capabilities tested in single c<>: >
other dogs ;

so that the sounds, as well aa the

sights, by which we were surrounded, were lx)th

animated and extraordinary.
All went on, however, steadily and successfully,

with only one exception. The case of one fem.ile

of the party seemed doubtful. I forget whether

it was that one of the men did not feel Bccun" in

his matrimonial speculations ; but so it was, tliat

<r^v.^ -— -

(Page 134.)

failing this one woman, another must be found.

My friend, the sister of the emigrants, was never

at a loss. Devoted to the interests of her brothers,

she did not fail them here ;
but spoke confiden-

tially to a robust young kitchen-maid in the house,

whose characteristic reply was, that she 'Ulidut

mind." She was therefore kept in reserve to sup-

ply the deficiency, as the case might turn out ;

and in the meantime, she milked her cows, washed

her dishes, and went about her work m every

respect exactly the same as usual. The place

from which the party were to saO was distant

about twenty miles ; and, as the time drew near,

and aU things were got into a state of readmess,

the probability of this girl being wanted died

away. ,

I shaU never forget the morning of the greau

departure, for such things were f/reat in those

days, nor how my friend and T stood at the dming-

room windows, looking out over the then silent

fields, wondering and prognosticating
what woiua

be the probable future of the party, tliougu

scarcely apprehending anything so disastrous as

the reality which ensued. Indeed, there was a

good deal of hope mingled with our 8i)€cuIation8 ;

only that the vast amount of bustle, and life, and

interest about the place suddenly ceasing, had left

us rather flat.

We had risen early, au^l liad a long morning

for our cogitations.
We knew the ves.'^cl was to

sail that afternoon. Silent as everj-thing wa.s

around us, we were constantly looking out from

the windows, when, a little before twelve o clock.

wc espied a man on a great hors.-. tearing tlu'

ground at full gallop, with an empty piUion Uhin.l

him He had come at that speed to f.-tch tlu>

kitchen-maid to go out to .\u8traha. The ..th-r

woman had failed them ; and he must k- Kvk.

over his twenty mUes ride, as f.-vst as the hurn,-

could carry them Vwth. An.l what di<l the

kitchen-maid do ? She neither screamed, nor ^l..•.l

a tear but washed her hands, and p-icked up n. r

things 'in a bandbox an.l bundle, and waa olT in

half an hour on the pi*on behind the mm «t lull

gallop.
If this WM not bdiaving like a tntx.nv,

should be glatl to know what ia.

In connection with the same fnend of my oari)

years—a sort of Diana \'emon in her way-thcrf
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comes vividly back to my recollection a scene

whicli I have heard her describe, of a very dif-

ferent character from the last, though still con-

nected ^vitll the pillion. This lady and three or

four of her companions dared, or Avere dared by
their gentlemen friends, to go o\it coiirsiug -with

them ou pillions. I think there were five or six

couples in the field. All of course went well

enough until the hare was started. The horses

were of high ]nettle, and then away they went.

The ladies kept their seats imtil a ploughed field

had to be crossed, when the horses with their

double load plunged so violently, that they all

fiew off in differeut directions, not one remaining
to I'isk the experiment of the leap over the sur-

rounding fence.

But if the female partnership in the double-

riding was of a somewhat subservient and de-

pendent nature, there were cases—and my father

nsed to tell of one—in which the man had un-

doubtedly the worst of it. To this man, at least,

it was so, though many might have considered his

situation less disagreeable than he did. On this

occasion a lady of great dignity and importance
had to bo conducted, in the usual way, along with

other members of the family with whom she was

visiting ; and, as there must always have been
considerable difficulty in portioning out the dif-

fereut couples in the outset, it so chanced that an

unusually bashful young man was appointed to be

her conductor. To a man of this description it

must have been rather a dehcate affair to find

himself completely fixed into a place so very close

to any woman
; but, in this instance, he was

especially covered with confusion. Once in the

saddle, however, and his back to the lady, the
worst would be over, and his blushes, because un-

seen, would naturally cease. Whether from em-
barrassment attendant upon his circumstances, or

from some other cause, this ill-assorted couple had
not proceeded far before the young man dropped
his whip. He had to dismoimt to pick it up, and

being, most probably, not a very experienced
rider, in mounting again he committed the over-

sight of turning himself the wrong way, and piit
his foot in the stirruii so that his seat in the
saddle was exactly reversed—his back being to

the head of the horse, and his face almost in

direct collision with that of the lady.

Upon the whole, however, with the exception
of a few rare instances, this mode of travellinc
was most sedate and dignified. It was by no
means confined to the ruder portions of society

—
many a lady of wealth and influence being con-
ducted in this manner by her footman, when
making her formal calls. Many pleasant i)arties,

too, were made up by such couples, and long
journeys, as far as from York to London, were
performed by slow stages in this manner. A little

farther liack, we see even the fair young bride

conveyed to her new home on a pillion behind her

happy husband, with her wedding garments still

\\\}0\\ her.

I have often listened -\\ith pecidiar interest to
the descriptions which I persuaded a very hand-
some old lady to give me of the style in which
she rode to her husband's home, on a piUion
behind him, on her wedding-day. She said her

hat was of white satin, tied with a broad white
ribbon. I forget what was the kind of gown she

wore, but I know there was spread over it in front

a wide, clear, India muslin apron ;
that over her

shoulders was drawn a delicate silk shawl, neatly

pinned down at the waist ; while on her arms she

had long silk mittens, which just left uncovered a

bit of the fine round arm near the elbow. The

gentleman was a physician of talent and property,
so that it was from no degrading necessity that

they travelled in this style ;
and if the wonder-

fully handsome countenance of a woman of eighty

may be interpreted as a record of her youthfid

beauty, he must, in that joiu'uey, have turned his

back upon a picture as attractive as ever charmed
a lover's fancy. S. S.

THE OLD PLAYER'S STORl^
(a plea for the dramatic college.)

I MUST confess to a curiosity about poor people.
Their ways, manners, habits, modes of existence

and thought, have for me a charm that I do not

find in the lives of their richer fellows. Their

struggles against hunger and poverty, more endur-

ing—sometimes more noble—than those of heroes

interesting a

world
on the battle-field, are to me as

portion of human exj^erience as the

presents.
It is no Moiider, then, that I find myself in

strange places sometimes. Now in a dirty cottage,
now in a cellar still dirtier, now in a workshop,
now in a garret. I iind it interesting ;

I like to

see these bees building uj) their little cells, living
their little lives, and sinking little by little under
the weight of a lieaA'y burden.

Feeling this, I embraced with all eagerness the
offer of an intelligent master of a workhouse to

visit the establishment under his charge. He
received me at the door, and led me through the

various rooms. The occui)ants were nearly all old

men, a few—very few—were younger and sickly-

looking, all dressed alike in the grey suit, and look-

ing aU alike, in a suUeu and hopeless expression
that is very saddening to see on human faces. Of
course I asked questions by the score, and was
answered. Few of them liked to discuss the

cause of their ending their days in that place.
Some few said it was misfortune

;
some said—poor

old fellows—that their children had died
;
some

did not know exactly what it v»'as had brought
them there. They had very little bread where

they were, they said
;
and the master smiled.

' ' You've enough to eat, Brown ?
"

" Yes. I don't starve, but somehow I never
feel full, always waiting for next meal ;

"taint plea-
sant sort of feeling that

;
still I can't help it, I am

here, and shall be till I goes."
The last word was half regretful, half expectant

in its tone.
' ' Haven't a bit of 'bacca with you, sir ? I miss

that as much as anything.
"

I gave old Brown an Havannah, and left him
happy ;

it is astonishing how little is required to

make an old man of seventy in a workhouse,
happy.

" He is a fair sample of your birds, I suppose,"
said I.
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"
Yes, about the average, perhaps a little better

than the general run. I've rather a curious spe-
cimen of the 2)au2)er human here somewhere. I

like the old fellow, his is a sad case, Where's

Gowling?"
" He is in the garden, sir," said one. " Yo can

just see him out of the window here, sir, sitting
imder the lime tree, there, sir ;

"
and a finder a

lilth, just a little dirty, was stretched out to indi-

cate the place of Gowling.
I of course looked, and saw a man I should

have judged to be about sixty-five sitting under
the tree. He was a good deal bent, and seemed
lost in thought from the wrinkles on his face, or

it might have been the vacant smile I had seen on
other faces, though I could hardly tell what it

was at that distance.

On my going up to him, the old man rose, and
took off his cap with a grace and ease of manner,
and withal a certain dignity, that made me instantly
raise my hat in that graceful fashion pecidiar to

the natives of this polite little island.

"Would you like to sit down, sir?" said he;
and he looked at me.

"Thank you," I stammered, and sat down. I

had not recovered from my astonishment—the

pauper, with his cap that never could have cost

sixpence, exhibiting with it the manners and ease

of a gentleman. I was astonished, and sat silent.
' ' You've been through the house ?

"

"
yes—I went through this afternoon."

" Curious place. Curious peojile in it."
" Yes

;
but they are all much alike in the main

features, dress of course—but manner, expression
of face. Most of them are from the same class,
' the labouring poor,

'

as one of our poets has

emphatically called them. You find them not

very congenial companions ?
"

' ' Not very. They are kind, or mean to be
;

and would be respectful, if there were not adverse

infliiences to the existence of such a feeling. The

chaplain is rather against me."
"You smoke, Mr. Gowling?"
"I do, when I can," and the old man laughed—a laugh that was at once bitter and pitifid.

I offered him my cigar-case. He made his

selection, and struck a light with the fusee. I lit

my own with one, and was enjoying the first few

whifFs, when T jiresently noticed my companion's

cigar had no light
—it had gone out. I looked in

the fusee-box—it was empty.
"
0, never mind. I'll keep it till another time."

I handed him mine.
"
No, sir—it's no use to me. My lungs are not

what they used to be, and I can't light it unless

you draw at the same time. I can light it then.
"

I drew my breath till the end of my cigar was

almost a tiame, and then the old man, with his

feeble breath, kindled his own. I noticed him

more, as our faces were close together. His brow,
rather high and rounded, was crossed in every

direction by wrinkles ; the eyes were dark, the

eyebrows almost gone ;
while the cheeks more

resembled parchment than aught else. The face

close shaven, and a few locks of thin grey hair

just showed under the cap.

"Well," said he, after some few puffs at his

cigar, "what do you think of me ?
"

I was blushing again. I really thought ho had
been too mucli occupied with his cigar to observo
how much 1 noticed him.
"I scarcely know. It Ls so unusual to find ons

having your education in such a place as this, that
I am sure I hardly know what to think of your
being here."

"You talk of my education. What do you
suppose I am ?

"

"
I was going to say an actor, hut that—"

"You're right; 1 am an actor. I am," ho

sighed, "no—1 was."
" You really interest me very much, I uhoul.l

be glad, very glad—should take it as a favour, if

you would tell me the—the—indeed, the story of

your life. I am very much interested."
" My dear sir—"
Now I did feel that it was not usu.al for men in

the dress of paupers to address the friends of the
master as "my dear sir."

' '

JMy dear sir, I shall be very hajjpy if I can
amuse you for a little while—I fear it's no u^.-

beginning before tea. I expect the bell t-j ring

directl}'. Ah, there it is. Will you come in and
sec the carnivora fed, as they used to say when 1

was young?"
I went in with him, arm in arm — how the

jiaupers did stare to see the old fellow lianiriiiL' "Ui

my arm !
—and then I saw them sitting down at a

long table—the little wedge of bread and the

smaller one of cheese were eaten carefully to

spread out the flavour over a longer time. I

noticed my companion had a cup of tea brought

him, which was a favour accorded to but few :

half an hour and it was over, and we came out

again into the garden and sat down once more.

He seemed revived.
" I like my tea. You see we are not allowed

many stimulants here, and I only get thi.s every

day by the order of the doctor, a young fellow I

used to know many years ago. I wa.s playing
Othello at the time in Bradford, and an a;ci«lent

having happened to one of the shifters, he w.xs

called in. He set his leg
—it was l>roken—and

helped him with money afterwards, I know, and

I took a liking to him. He was just b t >

practise then, and thought it a fine thin ,
w

an actor. He orders me tea now," and the old

man was silent.

"Try another cigar, Mr. Gowling, and you'll

be better," and he did. It really w.is a jdcasure

to see him slowly and weakly ilraw in the smoke,

and then as slowly and weakly let it curl out of

his scarcely opened lips with an air of rvgret at

its departxlre.
He smoked on in silence for some

time, and I let him without intemii)tion.
" I said I would tell you my st<>rj-. Well, tn

begin. I was born in this town of liuniton some-

thing less than sixty years ago. My f;r' a

small tradesman, and sent me to the !
• 1

he could afford tUl I w.ia a little over thirteen.

He w.as rather proud of me, poor old father. I

used to recite on the public days in the schoi^l.

and repeat Latin and (ireek orations, of whi.h

the meaning was not a little obscure even to nw\

what it must have been to my hearers 1 don't

know. Mv father took me away fn^m school to

the shop. "He was a tailor. I don't think any
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boy with a grain of life in him would choose to be

a tailor as a matter of taste. As for me, it worried

me to death to sit hour after hour, stitch, stitch,

stitch, and I nsed to beguile the time by reciting

and reading to the few men my father employed,
and they did my share of work in return for the

amusement it afl'orded them. At the age of

fifteen I took part in some private theatricals in

the town, and found the bustle of preparation
much moi-e pleasant than the dull shoi)-work.

They went off well, and when next the players
came to the town I went to the manager and
asked him to take me. He laughed, for I was fit

for nothing. Of course I was too big for a page,
and too little for a man-at-arms, too young for a

first, second, or even third lover, and too old for

any accidental boy parts. I was disappointed,
but I soon had to leave the then detested shop.

My father was rather of a serious turn. He heard

of my going to the manager, and locked me up,
then about sixteen, and fed me on l^read and
water. This was rather too bad, so I took French

leave, and when the bread and water came one

morning, there was no one to eat it. I was pleased
to find myself with a pair of socks and a clean

shirt wrapt up in a handkerchief about ' to face

the world,' and 'try to wring the hard held

honours from stern fortune's hand.' Still I was

young then. I need scarcely tell you that sitting
here I often regretted that fine May morning's
work that took me from home.

" I went to one town after another, and at

each sought out the manager of the theatre, and
tried hai'd to get in as anything. I was no use,

my voice was not yet set or certain.
'

Why,
young sir,

'

said one to me,
'

you're as slim as a

girl, and if you were to make love in the tone

you've been talking to me in, the people would
insist that I had made a girl j^lay the lover's part.
I'd take you, but you are no use to me at all—two

years hence you can come again, then I may talk

to you.'
" I felt it was true, but still wanted to be in a

theatre, so I entered a travelling circus company
as holder and ring raker. I kept at it for eighteen
months, and then the manager joined another in

the regular acting line. Now was my chance.

They wanted a lover, and wanted him to ride
;

their first lover coidd no more sit a horse than a
sack coidd

;
the first lady saw him once, and said

she shoidd die with laughing if he came on, so I

offered. I did well, and thought I was on the
road to fortune ; I felt that Kemble and the rest

of the great actors were only the same men as I

was, with better chances. That is more than

forty years ago though. I'm wiser now.
" After this success I became first gentleman in

that company, and remained so for some years.
The manager took the leading parts, so I had no
chance. I changed my name, first as Gowling
did not look well in a bill, and next because I did
not want to hurt my poor old father's feelings
more than I coidd help—I took the name of

Alphonsus Montague. It looked well on the bills,
I used to think at one time. Somebody, I forget
who, says,

" What's in a name ?
"

I know there
is a good deal in a name when it's on the play-
bills ; and the pubhc being judge, Alphonsus

Montague was better than James Gowling, for it

drew better houses.
" In the company there was a girl who took

second lady. I don't say I fell in love with her :

I don't think men of our class do fall in love.

The constant exercising the imitative powers in

delineating that passion, weakens, I think, the

power of feeling it as other men feel it. I liked

her
;
she was good, industrious, rising in the pro-

fession, and I married her. There never was a

better woman lived, and she had her reward :

I don't suppose that there ever was a woman more

respected in any company. I never had even a

row about her but once, and then, a man being

very insolent to her, she came and told me, just as

I came off as Macduff in ' Macbeth.' I went to

the manager and told him that the man must
leave the place at once. The manager said it was

impossible ; he was a son of the noble owTier of

half the town
;
his father was then in the house

;

these things must be endured. I said they
should not be endured

;
and that if he woidd not

protect the ladies in his company, I should take
the liberty of protecting my wife."

"And how did it end?"

"Why, I went to the little beast, titled as he

was, and kicked him out at the stage door. I

did, sir, though you would not think it to look at

me now."
"And the mJinager?"
" Came and thanked me. Said he was much

obliged to me
;
he had had more annoyance from

the complaints of the girls about that fellow than
from any other cause. He raised mine and my
wife's salary that same week."

I had been noticing while he was speaking a

number of children who came out of the house,
and were dispersing in various gi-oups to play.

They were all dressed alike in the grey, true

pauper grey, and ran and jumped as if they were
not dependent on a paternal state for their sui^port.
One child, a little, large eyed girl, passed once or

twice before us, and then stood still, looking at

me a little way off. I looked at her, and she

pidled the corner of her little apron, and blushed,
and so remained till he had done speaking.
"Whose is that pretty child, there ?

"
said I.

"That—that's my little Ahce. Here, Alice!
come here, dear."

The child needed no second bidding, but ran to

the old pauper ; and, being lifted with no little

effort on to his knee, hid her face against his

breast, and stiU glanced at me. I, of course,
found some object of attraction in the garden that

enabled me to let her see my face without my ap-

pearing to see her
; she was soon satisfied, appa-

rently, for the glances became more bold and
determined.

" Who is that. Papa Gowling?
"

" A friend of mine
; he won't hurt you."

She looked again to see if I had any intention of

doing her mischief, and, being satisfied, sat up-
right on the old man's knee.

"
There, Alice, you see he's not going to hurt

my little Alice. Won't you shake hands with
him ?

"

She did.
' ' This your grand-child ?

"
said T.
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"Yes,—the only one left," and the voice fell as

he stooped and kissed her uplifted face.

"You were saying that the manager raised

your salary after the little fracas about your
wife?"

" Ah ! yes,
for some time.

Once or twice

he did, and we went on very well
I began to find I was not a star.

I went up to London and heard
some of the best men, and found that I could not

equal them. I don"t know a more painful sensa-

tion, sir, than that attendant on the discovery of

the limit of your powers. Every man not blinded

by conceit, who is over thii'ty, must have felt this.

There is a limit to our powers ; other men have
more—some less, but stUl it is very painful to feel

conscious that the eminence that man has attained

to whom you are listening, is Ijeyond you. Y'oung
men—very j'oung men—feel that what man has
done man can do. It does not last. Most men
at thirty know their pace well enough to tell

them that they will be in the ruck of the race of

life.

"
Well, some few years after I was married,

this conviction came to me—I knew I could never
be a star—a great actor. It was not in me. I

was simply a respectable one. I could take any
part, and do that part so that I was not laughed
at

; bixt there I was stopped. I could go no
further. I never coidd raise the enthusiasm of my
audience. They listened and did ncft disapprove ;

but when I played a leading part, the boxes did not
let and the pit was not full. I could not help it,

you know. I can safely say I never went on with-

out knowing every word of the part. I was always
correct, and in the second and third parts did well.

Stars liked me. They used to come down for the

benefits occasionally, and used to say,
' Let me have

Cowling with me; he's a safe man, never too for-

ward,—no clap-trap with him—he's not showy, but
he's safe.' Now, you see, praise is a good thing, but
when a man has dreamed for ten years or so that

he is to be the star of the theatrical world, it is

rather hai'd to wake
vt-p and find a star of no very

great magnitude telling him he's a very good back-

ground to show that star's light. Ah me ! those

hopes of youth,—how the large bud brings forth

but the little flower!
"

"Still, Mr. Gowling, it was something not to

have failed utterly. There must be backgrounds,
you know, and there must be second parts as well

as first."

"True, sir, true; and human nature soon adapts
itself to circumstances. Three months after I

knew I was no genius, the ambition to be one left

me. I was content to do my part and enjoy life.

I had four children—three boys and one girl.

That's her child—poor little thing." And he

stroked the head of little Ahce caressingly while

she played with the buttons on his coat.

"The boys, of course, we tried to make useful

in the profession. Christmas was a family harvest,—all were busy then—all making money. You
know that the profession is not favourable to

health. The excitement—particularly to children—soon wears them out. I know, often and often,

I've seen my boys as imps and that kitul of thing,
and felt the life was too fast for them. Late at

night, to go from the hot theatre into the cold night

air, was a sad trial to

dren are not old men.
of twelve and fourteen
their throats, and not

the constitution, and ehil-
You cannot ,

that they •

: ....,,

run out into the coUl at
night. Ue could not, and wo lost two of the
three boys within a year of each other. l,,i„.-

disease, the doctor said. It carries olf a ^oo-l
of those children, you .see, in the Christmas j,a:.L

.

mimes. I often wonder whether the houae thiuk-s
of those kind of things."" And the other children ?

"

" The boy left our company when he was alwiit

eighteen, and joined another as second gentleman.
He was as good an actor as his father, and no
better. He thought he was a genius, jmor hoy, a.*

his fatlier had thought before him. He had no
experience to teach him

;
so he thought he wan ill-

used, and left us."

"And what became of him ?
"

"At first Ave used to hear from him now and
then, then there was a long silence, and his mother
worried herself dreadfully about him. One night
I had been playing a country gentleman in a

screaming farce, as the bills called it, for in a
small company you are a king, a warrior, an<l a
fool—all in one evening ; so my wife hatl gone
home, and when I arrived came to the door to let

me in.
" ' Don't be frightened, dear, here's Alfred conn

back.'
" I went up, and there he was ; but, my God >•

what a wreck. His eyes blood-shot, his hands

trembling, and a hot red spot on his cheeks.
" '

Well, father, how are you ?
'

" I did not answer, I sat down, and cried. He
tried hard to keep from it, but he couldn't ; ho
came and knelt down in front of me, covered Ids

face with his hands, and cried like a cliild. His

mother, poor soul, clung romid his neck, and
kissed him, and cried till I was beside myself.
He told his story. He had made a mistake. He
thought himself a great actor. Managers did not ;

the public backed the managers, and were right too.

He could not stand the disappointment ; ha<l no

wife as his father had had to console him, and he

took to the actor's curse—drink. He s.^nk lower

and lower, became ill, coidd do nothing, and just

crawled home to die.

"One night, I had just come off, when I was

told some one wanted me at the stage-door. I

went, and found the girl of the house wlicrc we

lodged. She wanted me to come home directly ;

I was wanted at once. Mr. Alfred was very ill.

Our manager had his benelit that night, and wi-

had one of the lirstrate London men down as

Hamlet. 1 was dressed as the Ghost. I forgot

all about dress then, and rushed home : it was too

late, poor Alfred was gone ! He
l.-»y.

his ho.-id in

his mother's arms
;
she was dressed as the Qucon,

and was weeping hot, sUent te.irs that fell on my
dead boy's face, one by one. His sister was sunk

down on her knees by the bed-side, as I entered,

and the people of the house were standing looking

on. I shall never forget it—never.
" I was roused by a touch on the shoulder. A

message from the theatre.
" '

Manager says he should be glad if you could

come back.'
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" ' Look here, Jennings, do you think I can ?
'

" 'Not to do anything, sir ; but you might see

him ; perhaps it would be better.
'

" I left tlu'ui, and wont back, saw the manager
and told him ;

and though it was his benefit night,
he said he woiUd read both parts himself.

" ' God bless you, Gowling, I am sorry for you,

very sorry ;
if I can do anything for you, let me

know.'
" I went to the dressing-room, and as I left the

place, heard the ajiplause that attended the apolo-

gies for our absence, and his announcement of his

intention to read the parts. Managers are not all

alike, and he was a good friend to me, was
Charles Gordon.
"We buried the poor boy, and then went on as

before. His mother never recovered the blow,
and gradually simk, and about six months after

his death, could no longer take her parts ;
so

Alice and I had to do our best. I noticed that

a young fellow had been rather attentive to her,

and was not surprised when he took me aside

one night and told me he wanted to make her

his wife. He was just such another as T had
been myself when his age. I thought it better

to see her the wife of a respectable actor than

remain single behind the scenes, for she was a

good girl was Alice. Well, they married, and
remained in the company. I was getting old

you see, then, and it was some comfort to see

ker with some one to take care of her. Soon
after she married, her mother died, and I laid

in the grave, beside her son, one of the best

women that ever lived. I was alone now, and

old, for the wear and tear of an active life, and
the late hours, tell on the strongest constitiition.

It was something awful the change from the

light, and glare, and noise of the theatre to the

silence and quiet of my own poor room. Just

then, too, the company was broken up ; and at

the age I -was then, it was a serious thing for

me. We all three tried to keeji together, but
it was no use. Those who wanted an old man
did not want a second lady, or a third gentle-

man, and so we were divided. I went on cir-

cuit as an old man with very poor pay—as

much as I was worth though, I dare say, for I

was getting feeble, and '

Speak up, old 'un !

'

was the salute I had from the galleries, directly
1 opened my mouth.

" I heard from Alice every week, and saved her
letter for Sundays, for the day was long and didl
to me. I could not make new friends. The
young pitied me, and I was proud then, and
' loved not pity ;

'

so I was a lonely old man.
' '

Alice's husband died. I don't remember now
how it was, Init he died, and she told me it was
just after this little one was born. I quite longed
to see her, but she could not come, and I could
not go, so we only wrote to each other. I have
all her letters now, poor girl. She came to see
me once afterwards, and was looking iU and
fagged ;

and soon after that visit our company was
broken up again.
"I tried hard for an engagement, travelled

from place to place, spent all the little I had
saved, and then was laid up at a place some fifty
or sixty miles from here. They took me from

the inn to the Union when the money was gone ;

and after a deal of waiting and grumbling they
brought me here. I little thought when, as a

boy, I used to get the nests out of this tree, that

I should end my days here, an old worn-out

jiauper. You know where it says,
' There's a

Pro\^dence that shapes our ends, rough-hew them
as we may.' I've often said that on the stage. I

feel it now." And the old man mused in silence.
" And your daughter ?

"

' ' Alice ? She died in this house not two years

ago, poor child."
"
Here, do you mean ?

"

"Yes, there, in that room." And he pointed
to a %vindow in the back part of the house. " That

one, where the sim shines on it through the trees."
" Of what did she die ? She was young."
" The same disease that carried off her brothers,

consimiption. She knew T was here, and spent
her last money in coming ; and the doctor, good
fellow that he is, woidd have her in here. She

lingered on for about a fortnight up there, and
then died one eA-ening at sunset, holding my hand,
and the child lying on her breast. Poor girl !

she looked so beautiful in her coffin Ah ! I've

outlived them all but this little one." And the

old man looked fondly on the child, and stroked
her head with his lean shrivelled hand. ' '

It's

rather sad to see them all gone—all—wife, sons,
and Alice all "gone. Poor Alice !

" And the old

pauper's eyes were fidl of the slow-coming tears of

age.
I had a cough, and felt husky in the throat, and

the wind blew the dust in my eyes as I watched
him.

"You and my friend seem to agree well, Mr.

Gowling," said the voice of the master close by.
"
Yes, sir, he says he likes to listen to an

old man's talk. It's very kind of him— very
kind."

" I've been expressing my wonder to Mr. Gow-
ling to find him here."

" Want of proper economy, sir
; nothing more.

People of his profession are very reckless and im-

provident, very."
" You're right and you're \ATong at once," said

the old man. " We are not a saving people, I

grant. The whole tendency of the jirofession is

against it. We don't earn much, I mean such as

myself. Of course genius is always well rewarded,
but mediocrity in this is subject to competition as

in other trades or professions. Then the little we
do earn is spent in ways to which other profes-
sions have nothing analogous. Look at our dresses—we find all, and when a man throws himself
into his part, does his best to please the public
and do his duty to the manager, he will not have
much left to be extravagant with. Besides, the

qualities of nature that make a good economist—
a careful saving man—are not those which make a

good actor. It is too much to ask that a man
should, on the stage, have to affect the liberal

notions of a spendthrift, and off the stage be a

niggard. Then, too, we lean on one another.
When do you see an appeal in the public papers
from the widow of an actor in great distress ?

You may see dozens of such appeals from widows
of other professional men. We help each other,
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and many a time the last guinea I had in the

\vorkl has gone to help some brother-actor in

difficulty."
"

Still, Mr. Gowling, you admit it is possible to

save."
"
'Oh, yes ! possible, but diflicidt, inasmuch as

the qualities that make the actor are not, nor

are they usually found associated with, those

of the rigid economist ;
and it is only the rigid

economist amongst such men as myself who can

save at all. Look, too, at the liabilities to disease,

the uncertainties of the means of living we have,

and you will see that we are, on the whole, as

hardly worked for the amount of pay we receive

as any class of men."

"Well, then, Mr. Gowling, when you've not

saved, and are poor, the State takes care of you."
" Mr. Atherton, I don't think it ought to be

left to the State to do that. We actors do little

for the State, add little to her wealth or greatness,

but we do a good deal for that public which is not

the State. I think that if any class in their old

age have a claim on the public beyond that

which the law of mere competition, of mere

barter and sale, gives, it is my own class. AVe

sacrifice our lives to a life-wearing profession,

and we are paid for it. Well, you say, there the

matter ends."
"
Certainly, the piiblic pays you for your exer-

tions, and all claim is discharged." •

' ' Not so : the public does not say so in other

cases. Look at the himdreds of refuges for the

old poor of various trades and professions, and

you mil see evidence enough that there is some-

thing in a man's heart that tells him the law of

competition must be supplemented by another—
that of benevolence—and it should be so in our

case particularly. How many pleasant hours

have the pubhc gained out of my expenditure of

my life
;
and the public gratitude leaves me to the

State, and the State puts me in this—(and he

touched his grey coat). I, who have worn the

mantle of a king, the robe of a senator, and

the dress of a gentleman all my life, go about

badged as a pauper, stamped as a beggar, and

have to associate constantly with men whose lives

have been spent on the roads, the field, or in a

stable. They are men, I grant, but I've been

used to different company," and the old player's

vigour seemed to come back to him as he spoke.
" The public, sir, should take it up ;

and if the

decayed fishmongers, ironmongers, watermen, and

a host of other usefid trades have their refuges for

their poor, I don't think it is asking too much

that we should have some place where we might

spend the few remaining days of our lives—we

shoidd not trouble the earth long, any of us
;
and

gratitude for what we have done might induce a

public we have amused to find us this. If each

one whom we amuse were to give a little, it

might be done with ease to all."

" But suppose," urged the master,
" that some

such place were provided ;
would it not tend to

induce still more that carelessness which I have

mentioned ?
"

" Does this place tend to it ?" said the old man,

contemptuously.
" No ;

nor could any place be

made so attractive as to make a man become a

beggar in order to claim it. You fancy, wUcu
you see me moving about here, I am hardened to

it, and do not feel the degra<lation. I do—I foel it

every day ; and though I might feel it !• I

accei)ting the graceful gift of a grateful . 1

should still love independence of the giii more.
No man would save less because such a pLoce aa

players' almshouses existed ; but the exiht<,nce of

such a place would be at once a comfort for our
old and poor men and women, and not a littk-

creditable to the nation who established it.
'

A bell here rung.
"
There, Alice, you must go in. Good night,

my child."

She kissed him so fondly, and slid off his knee,
and went in.

"And now I must go, sir, too. I'm going t*)

bed, and my bed lies between a decayed journey-
man butcher and a road mender, and they talk

across me.

"Is there

Gowling ?
"

"Well, a

books woxdd

anything I can do for you, Mr.

little tobacco and a few readable

be acceptable. Perhaps you may
live to see the day when an old worn-out actor

may have less humiliating favours to ask at the

hands of his friends." And the old man slowly
walked towards the house.

I walked home, and thought of the old grey-
coated pauper actor. And now, thank God I the

day has come when the puljlic has resolved that

the old players' almshouses shall no longer be a

wish and hope of j-ears gone by, but a monument
of its gratitude for all years to come.

A. Stkwart Harrlsox.

VIOLET.

She stood where I had used to wait

For her, beneath the gaunt old yew,

And near a coluinu of the gate

That open'd on the avenue.

Tlie moss that capp'd its granite Kill,

The grey and yellow lichen stains,

The ivy on the old park wall,

Were glossy with the morniug rains.

She stood, amid such tearful gloom ;

But close behind her, out of reach,

Lay many a mound of orchard bloora,

And trelUs'd blossoms of the peaclu

Those peaches blooming to the south.

Those orchard blossoms, scem'd to me

Like kisses of her rosy mouth,

Revived on trellis and on tree :

Kisses, that die not when the thrill

Of joy that answer'd them is mute ;

But such as turn to use, and fill

The summer of our days with fruit.

And she, impressing half the sol,-

Of one small foot against th- pr-und,

Stood resting on the yew-tree l»'le,

A-tiptoe to each sylvan sound :

She, whom I thought so still and .shy,

Express'd in every subtle move

Of lifted haud and open eye

The large expecUncy of love ;



140 ONCE A WEEK. [July 28, 1860.

Until, witli nil her dewy hair

Dissolved into a golden flame

Of sunshine on the sunless air,

She came to meet me as I came.

But in her face no sunlight shone ;

No sunlight, but the sad unrest

Of shade, that sinks from zone to zone

"When twilight glimmers ia the west.

What grief had touch'd her on the nerve ?

For grief alone it is, that stirs

The full ineffable reserve

Of quiet spirits such as hers :

'Twas this—that we had met to part ;

That I was going, and that she

Had nothing left but her true heart,
Made strong by memories of me.

What wonder then, she quite forgot
Her old repression and control,

And loosed at once and stinted not

The tender tumult of her soul ?

What wonder, that she droop'd and lay
In silence, and at length in tears,

On that which should have been the stay
And comfort of her matron years ?

Cut from her bosom, as she leant,
She took a nested violet.

And gave it me—" because 'twas meant
For those who never can forget."

This is the flower : 'tis dry, or wet
With something I may call my own.

Why did I rouse this old regret ?

It irks me, now, to be alone :

Triumphs, indeed ! Why, after all,

My life has but a leaden hue :

My heart grows like the heart of Saul,
For hatred, and for madness too.

Why sits that smirking minstrel there ?

1 hate him, and the songs he sings ;

They only bring the fond despair
Of inaccessible sweet things :

I will avoid him once for all,

Or slay him in my righteous ire—
Alas, my javelin hits the wall.
And spares the minstrel and his lyre !

Tea, and the crown upon my head,
The crown of wealth for which I strove,

ShaU fall away ere I be dead
To yon slight boy who sings of love !

Why are we captive, such as I,

Mature in age and strong of will,
To one who harps so plaintively ?

I struck at him—why lives he still ?

Why lives he still ? Because the ruth
Of those pure days may never die :

He lives, because his name is Youth
;

Because his harp is—Memory.
Arthur J. Munbv.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE SrEREDlTH.

^^

CHAPTER XXXII. IN WHICH EV.iJj'S LIGHT BEGINS

TO TWIXICLE AGAIN.

The clo-n-ngers were now firmly plauted on

Olympus. Along tlie grass lay warm, strong

colours of the evening sun, reddening the pine-

stems and the idle aspen-leaves. For a moment it

had hung in doubt whether the pic-nic could

survive the two rude shocks it had received.

Happily the youthful element was large, and

when the band, refreshed by chicken and

sherry, threw off half a dozen bars of one

of those irresistible waltzes that first catch

the ear, and then curl round the heart, till on

a sudden they invade and will have the legs,

a rush up Parnassus was seen, and there were

shouts and laughter and commotion, as over

other great fields of battle the corn will v^^xe

gaily and mark the re-establishment of natures

reign. .

How fair the sight ! Approach the twirling

couples. They talk as they twirl.

"Fancy the runaway tailor!" is the males

remark, and he expects to be admired for it,

and is.

"That make-up (. ouniLtv,—Iiis sister, you^know
—didn't you see her? she turned .'/'""•"." »*>'«

Creation's second ch^ort, almost occupyiug thu

place of a rib.
,^

" Isn't there a runaway wife, too ?

" Now, you mustn't be naughty !

"

They laugh ami flatter one another. ITie power

to give and°tako liattery to any amount is the ranj

treasui-e of youth. . , • i u
Undoubtedly they are a i>octical picture ;

but

some poetical pictures taUi dreary prose; so we

will retire. ^i •
t

Now while the dancers earned on their M-

ness and distance lent them enchantment. J^

stood by Juliana, near an al-ler which liid tUo:ii

from the rest. . ^, ,

"I don't accuse you," she was s.iymg ;
i>'ii

who could have done this but you ? -Vh, J"l*'y •

you will never get what you want if you plot
tor

it. I thought oiice you c.irod for hv.-ui. M nc

had loved you, would I not have d.

could for you both? I pardon yu.i

heart, Julej'."
"
Keep your pardon !

" was the ani,ry
rjuiwcr.

a
68
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" I have clone more for you, Eose. He is an

adventurer, and I liave tried to open your eyes
and make you rcs[)cct your family. You may
accuse me of what you like. I have my con-

science."
" And the friendship of the Countess !

" added

Rose.

Juliana's ficrurc shook as if she had been

stung.
" Go and be happy—don't stay here and taimt

me," she said, with a ghastly look. "I suppose
he can lie like his sister, and has told you all sorts

of tales."
" Not a word—not a word !

"
cried Rose. " Do

you think my lover could tell a lie ?"

The superb assumption of the girl, and the

true portrait of Evan's character which it Hashed

upon Juliana, were to the latter such intense

pain, that she turned like one on the rack, ex-

claiming :

' ' You think so much of him ? Y^ou are so

proud of him ? Then, yes ! I love him too, ugly,

beastly as I am to look at ! Oh, I know what

you think ! I loved him from the first, and I

knew all about him, and spared him pain. I did

not wait for him to fall from a horse. I watched

every chance of his being exposed. T let them

imagine he cared for me. Drummond would have
told what he knew long before—only he knew
there would not be much harm in a tradesman's

son marrying me. And I have played into your
hands, and now you taunt me !

"

Eose remembered her fretful unkinduess to

Evan on the subject of his birth, when her feelings
towards him were less warm. Dwelling on that

alone, she put her arms round Jidiana's stiffening

figure, and said : "I dare say I am much more
selfish than you. Forgive me, dear."

Staring at her, Juliana replied :
" Now you are

acting !

"

' '

No,
"

said Eose, with a little effort to fondle

her; "I only feel that I love you better for

loving him."
Generous as her words sounded, and were,

Juliana intuitively struck to the root of them,
which was comfortless. For hov.- calm in its for-

tune, how strong in its love, must Rose's heart

be, when she coidd speak in this unwonted

way !

"
Go, and leave me, pray," she said.

Rose kissed her burning cheek. " I will do as

you wish, dear. Try and kuow me better, and
be sister Juiey as you used to be. I know T am
thoughtless, and horridly vain and disagreeable
sometimes. Do forgive me. I Avill love you
truly."

Half melting, Juliana pressed her hand.
" We are friends ?

"
said Eose. " Good bye :"

and her countenance lighted, and she moved
away, so changed by her happiness ! Juliana was
jealous of a love strong as she deemed her own to
overcome obstacles. She called to her : "Eose!
Eose, you will not take advantage of what I have
told you, and rejjcat it to any one ?

"

Instantly Eose turned Avith a glance of fidl

contempt over her shoulder.
" To whom ?

"
she asked.

"To anyone."

"To him? He woidd not love me long if I

did !

"

Juliana burst into fresh tears, but Eose wal!v.ed

into the sunbeams and the circle of the music.

IMounting Olj-mpus, she inquired whether Fer-

dinand was within hail, as they were pledged to

dance the first dance together. A few hints were

given, and then Eose learnt that Ferdinand had
been dismissed.

" And where is he?" she cried with her accus-

tomed impetuosity.
' ' Mama !

—of course you
did not accuse him—but, mama ! could you possi-

bly let him go with the suspicion that you
thoxight him guilty of writing an anonymous
letter?"

"Not at all," Lady Jocelyn replied. "Only
the handwriting was so extremely like, and he
was the only person who knew the address and
the circumstances, and who could have a motive
—though I don't quite see what it is—I thought
it as well to part for a time."

"But that's sophistry!" said Rose. " Y''ou

accuse or you exonerate. Nobody can be half

guilty. If you do not hold him innocent you are

mijust !"

Lady Jocelyn rejoined: "Yes? It's singular
what a stock of axioms young people have handy
for their occasions."

Eose loudly announced that she would right
this matter.

" I can't think where Eose gets her passion for

hot water,
"
said her mother, as she ran down the

ledge.
Two or three young gentlemen tried to engage

her for a dance. She gave them plenty of pro-

mises, and hurried on till she met Evan, and,
almost out of breath, told him the shamefid

injustice that had been done to her friend.
" jNIama is such an Epicurean ! I really think

she is worse than papa. This disgraceful letter

looks like Ferdinand's writing, and she tells him
so

; and, Evan ! will you beheve that instead of

being certain it's impossible any gentleman coidd

do such a thing, she tells Ferdinand she shall feel

more comfortaljle if she doesn't see him for some
time ? Poor Ferdinand ! He has had so mxich to

bear !

"

Too sure of his darling to be envious now of any
man she pitied, Evan said : "I woidd forfeit my
hand on his innocence !

"

"And so woidd I," echoed Rose. "Come to

him with me, dear. Or no," she added, with a

little womanly discretion, "perhaps it woidd not
be so well—you're not very much cast down by
v.hat happened at dinner ?

"

"
j\Iy darling ! I think of you."

' ' Of me, dear ? Concealment is never of any
service. What there is to be known people may
as well know at once. They'll gossip for a month,
and then forget it. Y''our mother is th-eadfully

outspoken, certainly ; but she has better manners
than many ladies—I mean people in a position :

you understand me ? But suppose, dear, this had

happened, and I had said nothing to mama, and
then we had to confess ? Ah, you'll find I'm
wiser than you imagine, Mr. Evan. "

' ' Haven't I submitted to somebody's lead 1
"

"Yes, but M"ith a sort of 'under protest.' I
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saw it by the mouth. Not quite natural. You
have been moody ever since—just a little. I

suppose it's our manly piide. But I'm losing
time. WiU you pi-omise me not to brood over

that occurrence ? Think of me. Think every-

thing of me. I am yours ; and, dearest, if I love

you, need j'ou care what anybody else thinks ?

We will soon change their opinion."
"I care so little," said Evan, somewhat un-

truthfully,
' ' that till you return T shall go and sit

with my mother."
"
Oh, she has gone. She made her dear old

antiquated curtsey to mama and the company.
' If my son has not been guilty of decei)tion, I

will leave him to your good pleasure, my lady.'
That's what she said. Mama likes her, I know.
But I wish she didn't mouth her words so pre-

cisely : it reminds mo of—" The '"'oiuitess. Rose
checked herself from saying.

"
Good-bye. Thank

heaven ! the worst has happened. Do you know
what I should do if I were you, and felt at all

distressed? I should keep repeating," Rose
looked archlj'- and deeply up under his eyelids,
" '

I am the son of a tradesman, and Rose loves

me,' over and over, and then if you feel ashamed,
what is it of?"

She nodded adieu, laughing at her own idea of

her great worth ;
an idea very firmly fixed in her

fair bosom, notwithstanding. Mrs. Melville said

of her,
" I used to think she had pride." Lady

Jocelyn answered : "So she has. The misfortune

is, that it has taken the wrong tui-ning."

Evan watched the figure that was to him as

that of an angel
—no less ! She spoke so frankly

to them she passed ;
or here and tliere went on

with a light laugh. It seemed an act of gracious-
ness that she should open her moxith to one !

And, indeed, by virtire of a pride which raised

her to the level of what she thought it weU to do.

Rose was veritably on higher ground than any
present. She no longer envied her friend Jenny,

who, emerging from the shades, allured by the

waltz, dislinked herself from William's arm, and

whispered exclamations of sorrow at the scene

created by Mr. Harrington's mother. Rose patted
her hand, and said: "Thank you, Jenny dear,

but don't be sorry. I'm glad. It prevents a

number of private explanations."

"Still, dear!
"
Jenny suggested.

" Oh ! of course, I should like to lay my whip
across the shoulders of the person who arranged
the conspiracy," said Rose. "And afterv^-ards I

don't mind returning thanks to him, or her, or

them."
William called out,

" I'm always on your side,

Rose."

"And I'll be Jenny's bridesmaid," rejoined

Rose, stepping blithely away from them.

Evan debated whither to turn when Rose was

lost to his eyes. He had no heart for dancing.

Presently a servant approached and said, that Mr.

Harry particularly desired to see him. From

Harry's looks at table, Evan judged that tlie

interview was not likely to be amicable. He
asked the direction he was to take, and setting

^

out with long strides, came in sight of John

Raikes, who walked in gloom, and was evidently

labourmsr under one of his mountains of melan-

choly. Jack affected to be quite out of ti

but finding that Evan took the hint in his luiui
prosy manner, was reduced to call aftt-r him, ruj.l

finally to run and catch him.
" Haven't you one single spark of

ciirioBity ?'
he began.

" What about?" said Evan.
"
Why, about my amazing luck ! You liaven't

asked a <iuestiou. A matter of course !

"

Evan complimented liim by asking a
;

saying that Jack's luck certainly waa \vo.. .

"
Wonderful, you call it," said Jack withcringly."And what's more wonderful is, that I'd give up

all for quiet quarters in the Green iJragoii, I

knew I was prophetic. I knew I should regret
that peacefid hostelry. Diocletian, if you like.

I beg you to listen. I can't wallc so fast without
danfjer."

"Well, speak out, man. ^\^lat's the matter
with you ?

"
cried Evan impatiently.

Jack shook his head : "1 see a total aljscnce of

sympathy," he remarked. "
1 can't."

" Then stand out of the way."
Jack let him pass, exclaiming, with coM irony.

"I will pay homage to a loftier Nine."
!Mr. Raikes could not in his soul ima.nne that

Evan was really so Uttle inquisitive couLL-ruing a

business of such importance as the trouble that

l)0ssessed him. He watched his friend striding

off, inci-edulously, and then commenced running
in i)ursuit.

"
Harrington, I give in

;
I surrender ; you

reduce me to prose. Thy nine have conquercl

mj'^ nine I
—pardon me, old fellow ! I'm imm^

upset. This is the first day in my life that 1

felt what indigestion is. Egad, I've got sometliiug
to derange the best digestion going !

"Look here, Harrington. What hapi>ened t"

you to-day, I declare I think nothing of. You
owe me your assistance, j'ou do, iiukod ; for if it

hadn't been for the fearful fascinations of yoi;:

sister—that divine Countess—I shoidd have Ikxh

engaged to somebody by this time, and ]trotitc<l

by the opportunity held out to me, an'l wliich is

now gone. Gone, I say ! I'm tlisgraoL-d. I'm

betrayed. I'm known. And the worst of it i«,

I must face people. I daren't turn tail Did you
ever hear of such a dilemma ?

"

"Ay," quoth Evan,
" what is it?"

Mr. Raikes turned pale.
" Thon y,.u l.;iven't

heard of it ?
"

" Not a word."

"Then its all for me to tell," returned Jnok.

groaning.
"
Harrington, I called on Messrs. <

i dined at the Aurora afterwards. Depend i..
.

it, Harrington, we're led by a star. I me.'»n.

fellows with anything in them are. I r

our Fallowfield liost, and thinking to

out, I told our mutual histories. Next day 1 went

to 2*[essrs. Grist for tailor No. 2.—had to go nine

days, you know. They proposed the meniK'nihip

for Failowlield, live hundred a year, au-l i

of a curricle, on condition. It's singular.
^

ton ;
before auyI>ody knew of the condition I

didn't care about it a bit. It .-^ceinvd to mc

childish. Who would think of niindnu wanng
a tin plate? But now !—the sufferii <

what arc they to niine ? He waau . . . - . - ^
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Furies. They did hover a little above him ;
but

as for lue, I'm scorched ;
and T miistn't say where :

my moiith is locked : the social laws which forbid

the employment of obsolete words arrest my ^las-

sionate exclamations of despair. I feel as if I

were frying on my own conscience. What do you
advise me to do ?

"

" Eh ?" quoth Evan,
" a tin plate ? Is that the

Oh, change yourfoundation of j^our fortune ?

suit, and renounce the curricle."
" Will you measure me ?

"

" Jack ! Jack !

"
said Evan softly.

"There, pardon me, Harrington, pray. It's

bile. ]\Iy whole digestion's seriously deranged."
" You seemed happy this morning ?"
*'
Yes, but there was still the curst anticipation

of its oozing out. I confess I didn't think I

should feel it so acutely. But I'm awfully sensi-

tive. And now it's known, I don't seem to live

in front. iSly spirit somehow seems to have faced

about. Now I see the malignant nature of that

old wretch ! I told him over a pint of port
—and

what noble stuff is that Aurora port !
—I told him

—I amused him till he was on the point of burst-

ing
—I told him I was such a gentleman as the

world hadn't seen—minus money. So he deter-

mined to laimch me. And he has ! Hai-rington,
I'm like a ship. Literally I carry my name
behind. ' John F. Eaikes, Gentleman.

'

I see

the eyes of the world directed on it. It completely
blasts my genius. Upon my honour—I got it in

your service—and you ought to claim part pro-

prietorshiji. Oh ! I shall give up Fallowfield.

Fancy the hustings. It would be like hell ! Un-

generous old man ! Oh ! why didn't I first—ass

that I was I
—

stijnilate for silence. I should never

have been in danger then, except when dancing,
or in a higli wind. AH my bright i'isions are

faded.

Evan listened to the tribidations of his friend

as he would to those of a doll— the sport of

some experimental child. By this time he knew
something of old Tom Cogglesby, and was not
astonished that he should have chosen John
Eaikes to play one of his farces on. Jack
turned off abruptly the moment he saw they
were nearing human figures, but soon returned
to Evan's side, as if for protection, muttering :

" Will you believe it, my dear fellow ? I

haven't a single pair without the T. P. !

"

"Hoy ! Harrington !

" shouted Harry, beckon-

ing to him. "
Come, make haste ! I'm in a deuce

of a mess."

The two Wheedles—Susan and Polly—were

standing in front of him, and after his call to

Evan, he turned to continue some exhortation,
or appeal to the common sense of women, largely

indvdged in by young men when the mischief is

done.
"
Harrington, do speak to her. She looks upon

yoii as a sort of jjarson. I can't make her
believe I didn't send for her. Of course, she
knows I'm fond of her. My dear fellow," he

whispered,
"

I shall be ruined if my grandmother
hears of it. Get her away, please. Promise any-
thing."
Evan took her hand and asked for the child.
"
Quite well, sir," faltered Susan.

" You should not have come here."

Susan stared, and commenced whimjiering :

" Didn't you wish it, sir ?
"

"
Oh, she's always thinking of being made a

lady of," cried PoUy. "As if Mr. Harry was

going to do that. It wants a gentleman to do

that."
' ' The carriage came for me, su", in the after-

noon," said Susan, plaintively, "with your com-

pliments, and would I come. I thought
"

" What carriage ?
" asked Evan.

Mr. Eaikes, who was ogling PoUy, interposed

grandly, "Mine !

"

"And you sent in my name for this girl to

come here ?
" Evan turned wrathfuUy on him.

"My dear Harringiou, when you hit you knock
down. The wise recpure but one dose of experi-
ence. The Coiintess wished it, and I did

despatch."
" The Countess !

"
Harry exclaimed ; "Jove I

do you mean to say that the Countess "

"Be Saldar," added Jack. "In Britain none

were worthy found."

Harry gave a long whistle.

"Leave at once," said Evan to Susan. ""WTiat-

ever you may want send to me for. And when

you think you can meet your parents, I Avill take

you to them. Eemember that is what you must
do."

' ' ilake her give up that stupidness of her's

about being made a lady of, Mr. Harrington,
"
said

the inveterate Polly.
Susan here fell a-weeping:
"I would go, SU'," she said. "I'm sure I

would obey you ; but I can't. I can't go back to

the inn. They're beginning to talk about me,
because—because I can't—can't pay them, and I'm

ashamed. "

Evan looked at Harry.
"I forgot," the latter mumbled, but his face

was crimson. He put his hands in his pockets.
"Do you happen to have a note or so?" he
asked.

Evan took him aside and gave him what he
had ; and this amount, without inspection or

reserve, Harry offered to Susan. She dashed his

hand impetuously from her sight.

"There, give it to me," said PoUy.
"
Oh, Mr.

Harry ! what a young man you are !

"

Whether from the rebuff, or the reproach, or

old feelings reviWng, Harry was moved to go
forward, and lay his hand on Susan's shoulder,
and mutter something in her ear that softened
her.

Polly thrust the notes into her bosom, and with
a toss of her nose, as who should say,

' ' Here's
nonsense they're at again," tapped Susan on the
other shoulder, and said imperiously: "Come,
Miss !

"

Hurrying out a dozen sentences in one, Harry
ended by suddenly kissing Susan's cheek, and
then Polly bore her away ;

and Harry, with great
solemnity, said to Evan :

" 'Pon my honour, I think T ought to ! I

declare I think I love that girl. What's one's

family ? Why shouldn't j'oii button to the one
that just suits you ? That girl, when she's dressed,
and in good trim, by Jove ! nobody'd know her
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[considerably impressed
'

said Mr. Raikes, very

yom-self a-\vay on her,

from a born lady. And as for her grammar, I'd
soon teach her that."

Harry began to whistle vacantly : a sign that he
was thinking his hardest.

' ' I confess to being

by the maid Wheedle,'

pomponslJ^
" Would yon throw

Jack ?
" Evan inquired.

Apparently forgetting his plate, Mr. Raikes
replied :

"You ask, perhaps, a little too much of me.
One owes some consideration to one's position.
In the world's eyes a matrinional slip outweighs
a peccadillo. No. To much the maid might
wheedle me, but not to Hymen ! She's decidedly
fresh and pert—the most delicious little fat li])s
and cocky nose

;
but cease we to dwell on her

or of us two, lo ! one will be undone."

Harry burst into a laugh:
" Is this the T. P.

for Fallowfield?''

"JNI.P. I think you mean," quoth Mr. Raikes,

serenely ; but a curious glance being directed
towards him, and pursuing him pertinaciously, it

was as if the pediment of the lofty monimient
Mr. Raikes stood on were smitten with violence.
He stammered an excuse, and retreated somewhat
as it is the fashion to do from the presence of

royalty, followed by Harry's roar of laughter, in

which Evan cruelly joined.
" Gracious powers !

"
exclaimed the victim of

ambition,
" I'm laughed at by the son of a

tailor !

" and he edged once more into the shade
of trees.

It was a strange sight for Harry's relatives to

see him arm-in-arm with the man he should have
been kicking, challenging, denouncing, or what- :

ever the code i)rescribes : to see him talking to

this young man earnestly, clinging to him affec-

tionately, and when he separated from him
heartily wringing his hand. Well might they
think that there was something extraordinary in

these Harringtons. Convicted of Tailordom, these

Harringtons appeared to shine Avith double lustre.

How was it ? They were at a loss to say. They
certainly could say that the Countess was egre-

giously affected and vulgar ;
but who could be

altogether complacent and sincere that had to

fight so hard a fight? In this struggle with

society I see one of the instances where success is

entirely to be honoured and remains a proof of

merit. For however boldly antagonism may
storm the ranks of society, it will certainly be

repelled, whereas affinity cannot be resisted ;
and

they who, against obstacles of birth, claim and

keep their position among the educated and

refined, have that affinity. It is, on the whole,

rare, so that society is not often invaded. I

think it will have to front Jack Cade again before

another Old Mel and his progeny shall appear.
You refuse to believe in Old Mel? You know
not nature's cunning.

Mrs. Shorne, Mrs. Mehalle, Jliss Cari'ington,
and many of the guests who observed Evan

moving from place to place, after the exposure,
as they called it, were amazed at his audacity.
There seemed such a qxiietly superb air about

him. He would not look out of his element : and

this, knowing what they knew, wa.s 1.

He deserved some commendation for bi

up his head, but it was love and Rose who kept
the fires of his heart alive.

The sun had sunk. The figures on the sui; • •

of Parnassus were seen bobbing in hap|>y I'lacMiiy

against the twilight sky. The sun had sunk, and

many of Mr. Raikes' best things were «nsi«iik, i.

Wandering about in his gloom, he heard aU:...

nine voice :

"
Yes, I will trust to j'ou."

" You will not repent it," was answered.

Recognising the Duke, Mr. Raikes cleared his

throat.
" A-hem, your Grace ! Tliis is how the days

should pass. I tliink we should diumally .^tatinn

a good Loiulon band on high, and
i)l.'»y

his Maj« ;•.

to bed—the sun. My opinion is, it wmdil im-

prove the crops. I am not, as yet, .1 landed pro-

prietor ."

The Duke stej^pcd aside with him, ami Mr. John

Raikes addressed no one fcir the next twr-,.;y

minutes. When he next came forth rarn.i--ii-i

was half deserted. It was known that Old Mr?.

Bonner had been taken with a dangerous attack,

and under this third blow the picnic .su' •

.Simultane(ui3ly with the messenger that

the news to Lady Jocelyn, cue apjiroache*! Evan,
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and inforniccl biin that the Countess de Saldar

iirgently entreated him to come to the house with-

out dekxy. He also wished to speak a few words

to her, and stepjied forward briskly. He had no

prophetic intimations of the change this interview

would hriug upon him.

{To be continual.)

ASSIZE INTELLIGENCE—VEEY
OEDINAKY.

BY ALBANY FONBLANQUE, JUN.

CHAPTER I.

"Keally, really, my lud," expostulated the

counsel for the prosecution, dropping his brief, and

lowering his eye-glass, "there is so much noise,

that I can hardly hear my own voice."
" Chut ! chut ! chut ! Si—lence !

" exclaimed

the Crier of the Court.

talk, they'd better do ut

of the most good-natured

pink bonnets,
"

jury to his next

' ' If pipple want to

outside," observed one

and sensible of judges.
"It's them ladies in the

whispered the foreman of the

neighbour.
"Go on," said the judge; and the trial,

momentarily suspended by the reprobated twit-

tering of idle spectators, was resumed.

Eeader ! listen unto the voice of wisdom, nnto

the words of Charlie Davis : "If ever you or your
friends create a disturbance in a court of justice,

or in church, or in a theatre, or concert room, or

any other public place, aud unpleasant observa-

tions are made thereon, turn roimd and stare

angrily at some one immediately behind yoii.

This will prevent you looking conscious imder any
reproof that may be administered to w^ong-doers
in general, and will divert attention from the real

offender." Charlie pursiied these tactics upon the

occasion above recorded with eminent success.

The real culprits ivere the pink bonnets and their

brother
;
but he rose and cast a glance of wither-

ing indignation at an elderly clergyman, who was
seated immediately behind them, and whom the

cry of "
Si—lence !

" had awakened from a sound

sleep. All eyes were immediately turned upon the

victim
;

and official heads were shaken reprov-

ingly in his direction, to his intense discomfiture.

Poor man ! he knew that he had slept, and con-

cluding, no doubt, that he had been snoring,

accepted the popular repi-obation with meekness,
and soon afterwards sidled out of court.

Now the Wardleurs had always been very civil

to Charlie when he came to Minsterton—the

grand old city where, as everybody knows, the

assizes for Sharpshire are held. Mr. W. was a

county magistrate, and on the grand jury ; but
his daughters, the owners of the pink bonnets,
indicated by the sharp-eyed juryman (what right
had he—by-the-bye—to be staring at them, instead

of attending to the evidence ?), had never seen

the inside of a court of justice, although they had
lived all their lives in a circv it town. They could

go at any time, and therefore never went at all ;

on the same principle that Londoners never visit

St. Paid's, or the Thames Tunnel, or the India

House, or other semi-gratuitous exhibitions, to

which theii" coimtry cousins rush with such avidity.

and "do " with so much resignation. So one morn-

ing Charlie volunteered to find the girls and their

brother Jack (at home on leave from her Majesty's

Coke and Scuttle Office) good places to hear an

interesting trial that was coming on the next day,

if Mr. Wardleur would bring them with him in

the morning. No sooner had they settled down
into their seats, than they opened a fire of ques-

tions as to what was the meaning of this, that,

and the other ;
Charlie's answers to which, and a

sudden exclamation from .Jack Wardleur, brought
down upon them (or rather their venerable scape-

goat) the storm of expostulation with which this

article commences. As soon as business was

resumed, Davis handed the girls a slip of paper,
on which he had written, "Watch, and listen;

and I will endeavour to explain everything when
we get home." So they were as mute as mice

during the remainder of their stay in court.

Now Grace and Mabel Wardleur were clever

enough to know that they imderstood very little

about what they saw and heard in Court that day,
and were sufficiently well educated to l)e aware

that there is no disgrace in asking for information.

Jack's "schooling" had cost his father consider-

ably more than a thousand pounds, and the least

that is said just at present respecting his college

expenses wiU probably be the soonest mended.
The subject is a sore one at Wardleur Chace. My
young friend, however, passed a most satisfactory

examination for the Government clerkship that he

holds, having specially distinguished himself by
his answer to the question, "What was the

origin and practice of the Roman Bath ?" together
with his paper in reply to the demand, "State

some of the principal Politico-Economic qiiestions

involved in the prosecution of the Second Punic

War," propounded by the Civil Service Examiners

to test Jack's fitness to copy letters (at a salary of

ninety pounds a-year) in the "Coke and Scuttle

Office," relating to the coaling of Her Majesty's

ships of war. Still, I have foimd that his infor-

mation about very ordinary things that were going
on under his nose every day of his life was any-

thing but extensive. "You see, old fellow^" he

would say,
' ' I'm pretty well posted up about the

Greeks and Romans, and aU that, you know ;
but

we did not grind up these other sort of things at

college, and, hang me, if I can make head or tail

of them."
I do not think that Jack and his sisters are the

only people who have attended the assizes, now

proceeding, and been unable to understand the

proceedings they heard and saw—so why should

I not make public the account that Charlie Davis

gave of our criminal procedure in reply to the de-

mands of his fair hostesses and their brother

Jack.

"Well, where shall I begin?" asked Charlie,
when he had rejoined the ladies after dinner.

"
Begin at the beginning," said Mabel Wardleur,

taking up her work.
" But suppose I worry yon with a lot of things

you don't want to be told ?" objected Charlie.
" You can't guess what we do not know unless

we tell you what we do know," said Grace,
" and

as we are not going to give j-ou that information

begin at the beginning, sir, as j-ou were told."
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"Very well, then," said Charlie. "Be good
enough to supiiose that 1 am two justices of the

peace, or one stipendiary magistrate ; Grace here
is my clerk, and Mabel is an active and intelligent

jjolice officer, who has taken Jack into custody.
Her duty is to bring him before me as soon as

possible after his apprehension, collect the wit-

nesses, and state the case against him. My clerk,

Grace, ought to take down the evidence in writing
as it is given in open court, but I am afraid that

she wiU not do so—I am afraid she will adopt the

slovenly, and I think I may add illegal practice
now in vogue, of cooking up the statements of the

witnesses—called their depositions—in a little

back room either before or after the case has been
heard in court, so that the prisoners have no check

ui:)on the questions she asks. Be this as it may,
I hear the case, and ask Jack if he has anything
to advance in reply, cautioning him that he need
not say anything unless he pleases, but that what
he does say will be taken down, and may be used
in evidence against him. If he be a wise Jack, he
will hold his tongue ;

but the chances are that he
will tell some stujiid lie that—"

" Confound your impudence !

"
exclaimed Jack

;

<( J
"

"
Silence, sir ! How dare you interrupt the

court ?
"'

said Grace, placing a soft little white
I hand on his m.outh.

"I repeat," continued Charley, "that he will

tell some stupid lie which will helj) to convict him.

You know you will, Jack
; nineteen criminals out

of twenty do it. The prosecutor will state, that

when you came into his shop and ran away with
his ham, you had a black cap on

; and you will

get violently excited, and vow that you wore a

blue one, thereby admitting the fact of your havmg
been there, as though it really mattered what
soi-t of covering protected your bump of acquisi-
tiveness."

"
Well, you have had your say ;

and now I

must adjudicate upon you, oh, misguided Jack !

What have you been doing ? You have
been supping upon— say salmon— and retm-n-

ing home have created a disturbance in the

streets. You are lined five shillings and dis-

charged. You have picked a gentleman's ]iocket
of his purse, containing less than five shillings,
and stoutly maintain your innocence, although

your hand was caught ^^ith the portemonnaie in it,

in the very act of spoliation. I deal with you
summarily, and you will go and pick oakum for

six months. You have stolen something worth
more than a crown, but plead guilty, and ask to

be punished at once. I will do so. Jack. This is

your first offence, and I will see whether three

months' imprisonment with hard labour may not

cause it to be your last. If, after this, you come

again. Jack, or if the case against you be a doubt-

ful one, you shall be committed for trial—to the

session, if you have only been embezzling, or

stealing, or obtaining goods on false pretences ;

but should you have been indulging in highway

robbery with violence, or burglary, which, as you

ought to know, Jack, means breaking into a

dweUing-house between the hours of nine at night
and six in the morning ;

or should you have mar-

ried two wives, have set fire to a stack, or killed

anybody,—why, then, for these and oth»T cL-ircot
of a serujus nature, you shall be com- •• ' • •>

,.

assizes, and my lords the Queen's ju

'

jolly old Southern Circuit, shall come all iho wayfrom London to trj' you.""
Stop a moment," said Mabel; "your talking

about your 'jolly old Soutlieni Circuit." a» you
call it, reminds me of a question I wanted to ituk.

What is the meaning of that ipieer little trian-ubr
patch which you barristers wear H uttering at the
back of your gowns ?

"

" You must know," replied Charlie, "that a
barrister's fee is not consitlered a.s a payment for
services rendered, but is, in strictiieHS.'a jtresent
from his client, given, as the housemaids say,
'

quite permiscuous.' Thus, in olden times,
learned counsel wore a purse shing over their

shoulders, so that when a client gave them a brief
with one hand, he could quietly slip the fee int .

this purse with the other, without comiiromisiug
their dignity. The triangular patch that we now
v.ear is the relic of this purse. For many year.*
fees have been paid openly ; but to this moment
the nature of the i)ayment remains michangeil ; it

is a mere 'honorarium,' or gift, and cannot be
recovered at law. In this respect a birriater and
a physician are simUarly situated."

" Now to return to this misguided J.ack of euro.

He is sent for trial to the assizes, and it is your
duty, Grace, as clerk to the conmiitting magis-
trate, to return the depositions to the clerk of

assize, in order that he may draw the indict-

ment."
' ' What's that ? A picture of him, that he may

be known again ?
"
asked Mabel.

"
No, not that exactly, but a form.al statement

of the charge against the prisoner, engrossed

upon parchment. You will see that this goes
before the grand jury, which consists of me and

twenty-two other higlily respectable county gen-

tlemen, summoned by the sheriff of the county. To

you, Grace, is confided the duty of conducting the

case against the prisouer, and you must instruct

counsel to prosecute him. Shoidd you have any
doubt as to whom you ought to select, go and look

at the list of the bar, which is stuck up outside

the court, and turning to the letter D you \*-ill

find '

Daris, Charles—Mi-s. Bull'.seyes
—No. 2, Bar-

ley Sugar Gate,' the name and lodgings of a nuist

promising young barrister.
"

" Don't talk nonsense," said Grace.
" I never do," replied Charlie, gravily.

" The

foreman of the grand jury," resumed he, "is

usually the most distinguished person !>ummoucd.

/ am the foreman of the grand jury. What u
this that you have sent before me, Grace, thou

relentless prosecutor of crime ! A bill .ag.vust

John Wardleur, which nms as follows :

"
'Shropshire to Wit.—The jurors fur .nir L-» ly the

Queen, upon their oath present, that John War.lluur,

late of Warilleur Chace, in tlie jiarish of Spimiylhorpe,

in the county of Sharpshire, labourer
'

"
No, no,—hang it !

"
interrupted Jack. "Go-

vernment clerk.''

"The law, my dear Jack," replied Charlie,

"has many fictions, perhaps the most ab.'iunl of

which is that which makes it call a government clerk
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' a labourer,
' whereas everybody knows be never

labours. But to continiu> :

-on the thirteenth day of February, in the year of

our Lord One Thousand Eight Hundred aud Sixty,

being then armed with a certain offensive weapon and

instrument, to wit a bludgeon, in and upon one Albany

Fonblanque the younger in the peace of God and our

Lady the Queen then being, feloniously did make an

assault and him the said Albany Fonblanque in bodily

fear and danger of his life feloniously did then put, and

ten pieces of the current gold coin of the realm called

Sovereigns, of the value of ten pounds, and one watch,

of the goods monies and chattels of the said Albany

Fonblanque from the person and against the will of the

said Albany Fonblanque then feloniously and violently

did steal, take, and carry away, against the form of

the statute in such case made and provided, and against

the peace of our Lady the Queen, her Crown and

dignity'

" Oh ! oh ! so you have been robbing oiu'

quiet friend here on the highway ! For shame.
Jack. I am now foreman of the grand jury.

I examine the witnesses. I am sorry to say
that they seem to make out such a case against

you, that there being eleven jurors present who,
with me, of course, form a majority of the

twenty-three, I write the words— a 'true bill,'

and sign my initials on the back of the indict-

ment. You are not present, Jack, nor is

evidence heard on your behalf at this investiga-

tion. It is only held to ascertain if there be

good reason for putting you on your trial before

'my lord,' and if there be not, I whip out my
penknife and cut the bUl across."

"And then what would become of me?" asked

Jack.
" If no other bill were found against you,

you would be discharged at the close of the

assizes."

"Having 'found' a batch of bills, I proceed
wdth some of my l^rother jurors to the court and
hand them to the clei-k of assize. I do not

trouble myself to select a fitting time for so

doing
—I care not to take advantage of a pause in

the proceedings, during which I might despatch

my business without disturbing other people at

theirs. By no means. I like to come shoiddering

through the crowd of sjjectators, and clambering
over the benches at the most interesting part of a

case. If I can calcidate the time when a defending
counsel will have warmed into his speech, or when
the witness is just in the middle of some compli-
cated explanation ;

tliat is the precise moment for

me to enter, to the disturbance of everybody, and

impress the public with my vast importance, as

evinced by my being able to be so discoxirteous."

"That really is what the grand juiy did to-

day," Grace whispered to her mother who had

joined the party.
"I hand in my bills," Charley resumed, "and

our decision on them is read out thus :

" 'No bill against James Smith, for burglary.'" ' A true bill against Henry Brown, for

murder. '

" ' A true bUl against Mary White, for bigamy.'" ' A true bin against John Wartlleur, for high-
way-robbery,' &c. &c. And then. Jack, with

Brown, White, & Co., is brought up into the

dock to say whether he pleads
'

guilty
'

or ' not

guilty
'

to the charge.
"

But suppose he refuses to plead," said

Mabel.
" Then," replied Charlie,

" a jury will be sworn

to try whether he stands ' mute of malice,
'

or '

by
the visitation of God,' that is, if he be merely

obstinately silent, or if he be incapable of answer-

ing, by reason of being deaf or dumb, or of un-

sound mind. If it be ascertained that he stands

mute of malice, a plea of ' not gudty
' wUl be

entered for him, and the trial will proceed ; bixt if

he be sdent by the visitation of God, so as to be

quite incapable of understanding what is taking

place, the trial will be postponed, and he wUl be

remitted to some asylum. Thank your stars, Jack,

that you do not live in the '

good old times
' some

people boast about. Your obstinacy would have

been dealt with in a very different manner, then.

A prisoner who refused to jilead was sentenced to

the 'peine forte et dure,' which was inflicted in

different ways. Holinshed tells us that, in his

time, the back of the criminal was pressed against
a sharp stone till the pain made him plead. Other

writers describe a sort of rack, which was used to

conquer sidky persons, by dragging their arms
and legs towards the four corners of the cell. The

practice at the Old Bailey, in the reign of Queen
Anne, was to fasten the prisoner's thumbs toge-
ther -with whipcord, and to twist it tighter and

tighter tiU the pain forced him to plead. In the

year 1721 a woman, named Mary Andrews, con-

tinued so obstinate that three whipcords were
broken round her thimibs, before she would say
'

guilty
'

or ' not guilty.
'

' ' The most ordinary infliction, however, was

by pressure. The accused was taken into the

yai'd of the prison, laid upon his back, and weights
of iron were placed upon his chest. He was
allowed for food three morsels of the worst bread

upon the first day, and three draughts of the

stagnant water that was nearest the prison-door,
on the second. The weights were increased every

morning tiU he died, or, as the judgment ran,
'
till

he answered.
' Sometimes a sentence of the '

peine
forte et dure,' was equivalent to a sentence of

death, so barbarously was it inflicted. In the year
1659, a Major Strangeways refused to plead when
placed upon his trial for murder, and he was

pressed to death in '

eight minutes,' many persons
in the press-yard casting stones at him to hasten
his decease.

"
By an account of this execution, published in

the fourth volume of the Harleiau Miscellany, it

would seem that the press was brought to a jioint
where it touched the bodj^ aud that it was usual

to i^lace a sharp piece of wood under the \'ictim to

double his tortiu-e."

"Horrible !

"
exclaimed Grace with a shudder ;

' ' but why did the poor wretches refuse to

plead ?
"

' ' One of the princij^al reasons was, that a con-

viction of felony caused the forfeiture of all the
convict's goods. There was an old case in which a

gentleman of property, who had murdered his wife
and all his children but one, in a fit of jealousy,

by throwing them from the battlements of his

castle, and who was only prevented by a fierce
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storm from riding over to -where tlic sur\'iving
cliilcl v.-as at nurse, and killing that also—suffered
himself to be pressed to death in order to preserve
his estate for that infant."

"Yes, and old Blueskin Vvvas pressed to death,"
said Jack. "But I suppose you girls have not
read Jack Sheppard," he added, in a deprecatory-
tone.

"Stating the charge against a prisoner," con-
tinued Charlie,

" and taking his plea, is called
'

arraigning him.' Should Jack be arraigned by a
stickler for old forms, he will say to him, on his

taking place at the bar, 'You, John Wardleur,
hold up your right hand.' In obeying you -will

do three things. Jack. You -will acknowledge
your name to be John Wardleur

; you -will show
Vv'hether or not you have been burnt on the hand
for a former felony, a-ad have therefore forfeited

yoiir
' benefit of clergy.'

' A little learning
'

-was

anything but ' a dangerous thing
'

in the '

good
old times,' when criminals were branded

; for if

an unconvicted rufhan could wi-ite his name, he
claimed his 'clergj^' and was handed over to the

spiritual power, which would not have anything
to say to him, and therefore he got off altogether.
You must be much older than you 2:)retend to be.

Jack, if you have suffered the iimiishment of

branding, seeing it was abolished before j^our dear

mother was born. By holding up your hand, you
show also that you are free in the dock

;
for the

law of England will not allow the worst criminal

to be fettered during his trial.

"The clerk of assize then .continues, 'You
stand indicted by the name of John Wardleiir, for

that you,' &c. &c., giving an abstract of the

indictment. ' How say you, John Wardleur, do

you plead "Guilty," or "Not Guilty ?" '—not,
'
^4 re you guilty or not guilty?' as some ofScials

jiersist in demanding, for that is a question for the

jury to decide. But whether he pleads
'

guilty
'

or ' not guilty,
'

is a question for the prisoner him-

self
;
and in pleading

' not guilty
'

to an offence

that he has committed, he does not, as some very

worthy gaol chaplains affirm, tell an untruth. He
merely says in etiect,

'

Try me. '

" This ruffian, Jack, haA'ing pleaded
' Xot

guilty
'

-\vith an impudent swagger, he is marched
back into the prison, where he will wait till it

comes to his turn to be tried. Had he lived in

those '

good old times '

before alluded to, one

more question woiild have been demanded of him,

^^z.,
'

Culprit, how will you be tried ?
' We call a

man who has been convicted of a crime a culprit ;

the old lawyers so styled one whom they intended

to prove guilty ;
the word being a comjjound of

cul (the first syllable in culpahilis, the Latin for

guiltJ') and the old French word, 2}'>'it (pret), ready.
The Jacks of those antique days might have had

their choice of trial by battle or bj"- ordeal,—the

ordeal of fire if they were of high birth, the water

ordeal if they were common people. If the former

could handle hot iron without being burnt, or the

latter could manage to float in deep water wth
their hands and feet pinioned, why then it was

all right
—they were ' Xot guilty.' If battle were

demanded, and, being a knight, the accused could

imhorse the prosecutor, or make him ciy
' Craven

'

in the lists; or, being a '^^ain,' and fighting

v.-ith cudgels, he could so belabour him that he
cried for mercy ; or even coul.l ]

" '

, „»,»
until the stars came out

; his innoi u^tab-
lished.

" But suppose the accused wajj beaten ?
"

" Then his guilt would bo manifest ; at lea«t,
so thought our ancestors. But all this talkiuj^
has made me so hoarse," said CLarhe,

"
that

suppose I stop now, and we will try this mis-
creant, Jack, after tea."

("After tea, "dear Header, means in our next
or an early number.)

(To be continued.)

THE WEATHER AND THE PRICE OF
FOOD.

Our knowledge of tlie causes of Weather is so

superficial and so narrow, that we are c-X]>oseJ to

embarrassments and dangers from our ignorance
in that department, as the ancients were in that
and many others. We say sometimes liow strange
it must be to have lived in the early times, when
men understood ne.xt to nothing of the licavcn

above or the earth beneath, or of the workings of

nature all around them ! How like guess-work
their ways of living and seeking a living must
have been ! and how their daily life must have
been made up of accidents !

It is a wholesome check to our vanity of kn<'^i

ledge, that we are almost as helpless as the m^--

ancient jieople in everything that depends on

meteorology. We are trying to learn, by means
of observations made all over the world. We can

exjilain something of the order of nature about

hot and cold weather, about calm and windy
weather, and about rainy and dry weather ; but

we are nearly as much at the mercy of accidents

in regard to the production of our food as n- -

forefathers of the remotest generation.
The practical good that we have gained by

study and improvement in the application of

science to the arts of life is considerable ; )<ut it

does not affect our actual slavery to the mysterit-

of the weather. We have learned that wc may
save the lives of many hiuidreds of lishennen

every year by putting up b:irometors for public

use in our fishing-stations all round the c^rM.

The fishermen, at first scolfing or timid

such vontarcsome ways of fore-reading t'-

Providence, are becoming very glad to

of api)roaching storms. We have j

ourselves that we may as well u-

telegrajihs in giving notice all over the coimtry of

any considerable storm in any one direction :

because, as we are beginning to tindcr.-it:ui<l the

laws of storms, and can tell what course any
hurricane is sure to take, we are able tw

warning of the danger to threatened places.

this is a great gain ; and .so is all .-i

' '

which renders us less dependent on

hay-making machine which finishes oti in

hours the crop which must otherwise takt ...

risks of the weather for three or four days, and

iierhai)S lie spoiling for a month, is .>

tage : and so is the reaping-machine
reason : and so arc all methods of draining, irri-

gating, and preparing and using the :

render rain, and frost, and drought

give
Ah

1,, I,
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than thej^ used to be. But, after all, \vc remain

at the mercy of that mysterious and all-powerfid
abstraction which we call the Weather, for our

very existence, because we depend upon it for

our food.

It still haiipens, as through all recorded time,

that in countries in the temperate zone, at least,

the seasons come in batches of good or bad. We
read of live or seven years of good weather and

plenty ;
and of five or seven years of bad weather

and scanty crops ;
and we ourselves have heard

our fathers tell of such groups of seasons in their

time ;
and we can remember some ourselves,

unless we are very young. But however we may
have advanced in science, we have no more power
over the seasons than the Hebrews and the

Pharaohs had in Egyi>t. Joseph had the good
sense to lay by stores in the good years to avert

famine in the bad
;
but he could not control the

causes of the difierence : and this is just our case.

We can be on our guard against adversity ; but

we have no means of encouutering such a drought
as that of last year, or of stopping the rains of the

late spring, and turning the cold storms into warm
sunshine. We all probably have an idea that it

win be otherwise hereafter. Meantime, it is

exceedingly interesting, and it ought to be very

cheering, to look forth from the level of oiir

common ignorance of the causes of seasons, and

compare the consequences of them, as seen for-

merly and now.

The inhabitants of more countries than one

have lately been apprehending a scarcity of food

for man and beast,—the last and the present

year ha\dng been unfavourable to the production
of gram, roots, grass, and therefore animals for

domestic consumption. The danger seemed to

threaten our own country particularly ;
and our

condition is something like this.

For several years before 1860, the rain-fall had
been much under the average ; so that for two or

three autumns at least there had been difiiculty in

watering the cattle. In some parts of the country
the graziers and farmers had to pay by the gallon
for water from a distance,—paying also as much
as 1-s. Qd. a day toll for the passage of the water-

carts. The weaker cattle gave M^ay, or were got
rid of under these difficulties ; and thus we began
the last winter with a diminished stock. The

drought had seriously affected the hay and root

crops, so that the farmers hojied for an early

spring as the only chance for keejiing up their

stock. But, before the root crops were half got
in, the October frost overtook them. Some
perished in the ground, and some in the pit or

stack. I will not dwell on the miseries of the

late winter and spring. The story of them will

go down to remote generations in our rural dis-

tricts. It is enough to say, that the mortality
among cattle and sheep has been beyond example
in modern times.

We heard of 2000 sheep in one flock being
actually dying of hunger, after the owner had

bought every kind and amount of food he could

procure from the ports. In Mansfield market 700
dead lambs were offered for sale at threepence
a-piece. In places where farming goes on on a
smaller scale, it v,-as dreary to go from homestead

to homestead, and look into the yards. In one

you might see two horses lying dead, after lia\'ing

gnawed the bark of three or fovir trees so as to

destroy them. In the next, there lay the skins of

five cows—the whole stock of the owner. In the

next case you might find the place empty, the

farmer having sold off all his animals early, while

somebody would buy. In another house you
woidd find dismay and horror. When the last

scrap of fodder was consumed, the owner had

turned out his herd of thirty cows into the wood
to pick what they coidd find : and by the next

morning nearly all were dead, from having cropped
the yew trees. When the cows could not be kept,
the bidls were not likely to be preserved ;

and in

many districts there is now scarcely a bull ^vithiIl

many miles ;
and the charges are so high that the

cows are kept in milk
;
and thus the prospect of

increase is narrowed for next year. This is in

some small degree met by the behaviour of some
of the people in the villages who do not yet
understand their case and prospect. They have

clamorously refused to pay an increased price for

milk
;
and in some places have entered into a

combination to leave off mdk till the farmers will

sell it at the ordinary price. While heaping
defiance and abuse on the farmers who have

suffered so much more heavily than themselves,
these recusants have discovered themselves to be

the weaker party. The farmers have quietly
ceased to sell milk at a price which would not

pay, and have reared more calves—foreseeing that

meat must become very dear. Where there are

children milk cannot be long refused, and for

some time past there has been a thronging to the

farm-yards, and a scramble among people with

their money in their hands, eager to pay the high

price they refused when the milk was brought to

their doors.

As the year wore on the prospect did not im-

prove. All stocks of food being exhausted, the

new grass was looked for with extraordinary

eagerness ; but never did it seem so slow in grow-

ing. The mortality of cattle and sheep became

greater th{in ever at the time when it had been

hoped that they would be grazing in comfort.

Before June arrived it was plain that the hay
crop, on which our prospects for 1861 so largely

depend, would be far below the average. Every-
where one might see lean beasts feeding where
the grass ought to be then in flower for cutting ;

or, worse, trusses or cartsful of immature grass
cut for the beasts in the yard ; showing that, for

the season, the only way of getting on was "from
hand to mouth," leaving the future to take care

of itself. What prices became in this state of

affairs I need not remind my readers. For some
time past Londoners have talked of the phenome-
non on all occasions, in all companies ;

and in the

country the jprices have risen nearly, and the

anxiety quite, as high.
To deepen the anxiety, the prospects of the

harvest were dark, up to the last moment. A
bui'st of fine weather averted much of the appre-
hended mischief : but there must, at best, be such

partial faUure as will bring the image of scarcity

distinctly before the minds of the people of

England.
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Here, then, is the moment for looking back to
former scarcity, in order to derive a lesson about
that which is to come.
At the opening of this centmy there was a

great scarcity. At that time, when the popula-
tion of England and Wales was only three
times as much as that of London is now, the

labouring classes ate more meat in proportion to
their numbers than our present labourers do,

though the condition of the latter is, on the whole,
much improved. In the scarcity of sixty years
since the complaint was that beef and mutton
were 9(/. per pound, and butter 2s. These prices
were supjwsed to put meat and butter beyond the
reach of the jioor ; but they had not the resource
of wholesome bread. The fpiartern loaf was
Is. lOd. ; aud the quality was bad. Agricidture
was in such a backward state that the new pro-

posal to maniire the soil with dressings advised by
Sir Humphry Davy and other competent judges
was received with mockery and anger by the
landed interest, and the crops were left to the

caprice of the season. There are men living who
remember the loaf of those times—the hard

pinching of the poor to get a loaf at all
; and then

the look of it I When the outside crust was
broken the inside poured out, looking like the

contents of a cup of dirty paste. None but the

starving could swallow it. In middle class

families the bread was one-third potatoes ; and
the poor took to the nettles by the wayside—not
as a delicate dish of greens, composed of young
shoots, as Soyer's cookery-book advises, but

piilled up, or cut whole, as the only thing that

could be got to eat. Salt woidd seem to be indis-

jiensable in such a case
;
liut the salt tax was then

15s. per bushel. In comfortable houses where
servants were kept, families dined two or three

times a week on shell-lish or hei-rings, or some

cheap substitute for meat, aud eked out their

home-made bread with any substance which
woiild mix with flour, and fill the stomach without

injury. Parliament tried its hand at mending
matters, as it had often tried before. A law
was made against the sale of bread less than

twenty-four hours old : and a Comniittee reported

against selling Hour or bread cheap to the poor,
and against all lavish and needless consumption of

it at the tables of the rich
;
and in favour of

giving charity, legal or piivate, in the form of

soKjis, rice, and good vegetables. The Lords re-

coumiended associations of gentry, who should

solemnly pledge themselves to abstain as far as

possible, in their persons and their households,

from the use of flour, carefully adopting such sub-

stitutes as they could hear of. The poor, mean-

time, were thro\^^l upon the poor-rate, which

increased to four miUious sterling in a population of

nine millions. The farmers took their rates easily,

as they were getting from 1 1 2*-. to 1 '20,s'. per quarter
for their corn

;
but the shopkeepers daily sank

into ruin. The working-men of the towns made

their own rule, which the bakers would violate at

their peril, that flour sliould be "s. a stone and no

more. When the result was disapi>ointmcnt, the

angry popidace rioted, burned the militia rolls,

broke to bits every imijlement which they fancied

coidd supersede human labour, poached the game,

mobbed the Irish who appcan.l ;ii

harvest, or hop-gathering ; skulked fn:

gang, or took the shilling from the rccruiting-
serjeant, leaving their faniilicH to tho pamh.
Murders, thefts, coining, smugL'linif, poacliing,
rioting, became so frequent that h wcto
condemned to be hanged by the f^. . day [^
a single court. AVhen two-thirds were let off (to
the weakening of the authority of the bw), and
the remaining third were strung up in a row on a

market-day, the spirit of the jtopulace bcc.ini"'

more and more brutalised. Wise men and gi)o.l

patriots said that the spirit of tho English )>coplc
seemed to have undergone some unacc ' '

,, d

portentous change. Such w:i3 the ..f

dearth from fifty to sixty years ago.
But we must remember that at that time wo

could not trade freely in food, corn or other. Our
manufactures had not yet enabled us to tr.i l--

abroad according to our needs. We live<l un«i r

a much-abused poor-law, itself unsuited to modern
times, by which virtuous industry and economy
were ruined, and idleness and profligacy rewanle<i.

All articles of food were kejit at aii arbitr.iry

price by the privileges of the landed interest,

among which was an atrocious system of game
preservation. The production of food w.is an

unskilled department of industrj'. The labouring-
classes were then more ignorant, in proportion to

the rest of society, than i)erhap3 at any time before

or since.

Now, again. Englishmen find themselves think-

ing about a scarcity ;
but under how much more

hopefid circumstances I

The bad sign of the present occasion is, that

there is stiU a notion abroad among sonic of the

working-classes that the scarcity is artificial, and

brought about by selfish traders for their own

gain. It is true that, in all former times of diffi-

oidty, the populace showed the same t«;ndency to

ignorant suspicion and bad construction. They
have fancied, at the time of an eindemic, th.it the

wells were tampered with, and that the doctors

poisoned the poor. When hungering they have

hunted the authorities or hanged the l«aker^. T" it

in our age and country it might have been supji..-. ,1

that such mistakes had been outgrown. It is not

so yet. We may hope that the time lor violence

has gone by ;
but the mistake about the facts re-

mains. Kecent meetings at Bristol, Sh.tfield, .ind

other places have shown us that much »i the mis-

chief of ignorance still exists to mar our efforts to

repair our misfortunes. Sumo of the -

these meetings have uttori-d wild r

about provision dealers, jobbers, stock -own trs,

and others ha\'ing put fancy prices ui>on cattle aud

sheep, aud being enabled to do so by having "»

monopoly." All this is very s.ad. It
'

any of our citizens should not know wii

by
" a monopoly." They ought to be aware that

the trade in cattle and provisions is o]-
• T"

body, and that foreign beasts and u.

freely imported ;
so that there is no r.

all in favour of the dealers, and to tlv

tage of the consumer. The dealers cannot put

any price upon their articles greater tb"-

public will give; aud any one. or an;.

who tried it, would be immediately undtjnwld



152 ONCE A WEEK. [ArcrsT 4, 1860.

by others. High as the pi-ice of meat is, it is

the natural price luuler the circumstances of the

season.

Beyond this one incident the case of Enghsh-
men in the prospect of scarcity has a less

gloomy as]iect than at any time in the life of oiir

fathers. The circumstances are more favourable,

all round.

The improvement in agriculture is so great that

the same area of cultivable land can feed twice the

number that it did at the beginning of the cen-

tury. The soil is itself improved by treatment,
and the produce by improvement of the soil ;

and
to this we must add the increased speed and skill

in gathering the produce ; so that what is a

scarcity now would have been a famine in old

times. Again, we can now buy food fz-eely wher-
ever it is to be had. Foreign countries are not

now called upon to supplj^ our needs in a vast

hurry, and without preparation. The fertile lands

of our colonists and our allies, all over the

world, produce crops for our market, so that

we are always sure of getting enough to eat,

at more or less cost. It is tnie, this unusual

demand affects the money-market, and our own

industry and commerce, so as to act very mis-

chievously upon our fortunes ; but this is some-

thing very different from the wholesale starvation

which our forefathers had to apprehend after a

bad season.

Again, our countrjonen have now been well

employed and W"eU-paid for a long period of time
in their various departments of industry ;

and

they are, therefore, well ])repared to meet a

season of adversity. The poor-law, in its pre-
sent state, affords a refuge for the helpless,
without corrupting those who can work, and

ruining the tradesman class. It is now a sound

part of our institiitions, instead of being the
most ruinous of them all. Again, we are, as

a people, better educated, more civilised, less

likely to fly at one another's thi-oats, when ex-

asperated by suffering. We shall not suffer so

much as formerly ; we shall not aggravate our
miseries by bad laws and arrangements : and we
shall not rush into violence when good sense and

patience are our only chance of getting through.
We have no press-gangs to madden the fathers,

husbands, and sons whom they may entraji : the

recriiitiug sergeant is a very different person from
what he was : and there is no temptation to make
bonfires of militia rolls, or anything else. 8mng-
gling has been extinguished by free trade. Men
have been too comfortable and busy, generally
speaking, to be any longer prone to the brutal
crimes which formerly multiplied as soon as beef
and bread became dear. It is evident at a glance
that our case is every way milder and more ma-
nageable than any case of impending scarcity ever
was in former times.

Still, it is serious enough to require very grave,
careful, and complete consideration. This consi-
deration should include the two points of our
Present Resources in the way of food, and the

Prospect of the further interval, before new crops
can have grown, and the mortality among the
cattle and sheep have l)een repaired.

Such a thing was never heard of before as the

price of wheat being moderate while a scarcity was
known to be impending. Far on in the spring,

when the prospects of the crops are usually dis-

cussed with some confidence ;
and Avhen, this

year, there was thick ice in the cattle troughs in

the mornings, and snow lying on the hills, wheat
was selling for from 45')". to 4S«. per quarter. In

every market the farmers were reporting badly of

their wheat. In clay districts much land remained

unsown : and elsewhere much was ploughed up.
At the same time, last year's crop was turning
out ill in the thi-eshing. In former times, these

circumstances would have carried up the jirice of

wheat to 60s., 70.y., 80s., or higher. I need not

explain that the difference between former days
and the present is owing to free trade in corn

;

and I need spend no words in describing the bles-

sedness of the change.
Here, then, is the grand resource of all. The

corn markets of the world are always open and

always busy ;
and there we can get, at more or

less cost, the wherewithal to feed our people, till

the time of good harvests comes I'oiiud again.
The customary lowness of the price of wheat,
and the slowness of the price in rising, is inducing
more and more of our farmers to rely on other

crops for their rent. In our great wheat-growing
counties the change is becoming very marked ;

and it is owing to the secure and complete estab-

lishment of a trade in corn with the wheat-gi'owing
districts of the world.

And what is it that our farmers think of grow-

ing instead ? More barley, more oats, and roots

to a great extent—the object being to raise sheep
and cattle. Here opens a prospect of a largely
increased supply hereafter of animal food, to say

nothing now of the augmented wool-supply for

our manufactures. It will be a long time, how-

ever, before we obtain the promised beef, veal,
and miitton : and we cannot buy meat from
abroad ready for use from the continental cattle

countries. The Denmark cattle which we import,

require much feeding and tending before they are

turned over to the butcher ; and the deficiency
of fodder, by w'hich w'e lost our own cattle,

prevents oivr entirely filling up the gap by live

importation.
From another continent, however, we can pro-

cure meat ready for use. At the working-men's
meetings I have referred to, the sensible sugges-
tion to abstain from British meat was accomi^a-
nied by a favoiu-able mention of American beef

and pork, which are to be had, according to the

speakers, at 5d. and 6d. per lb. To aU of us this

ought to appear an inestimable boon. The meat
is excellent when properly cooked

;
and no time

should be lost in ascertaining how much we can

get of it. The excellence of the Ohio pork is due
to the same cause as the fame of the Westphalian
hams—the diet of the sManc. The beech woods of

Ohio shower down mast enough to feed legions of

hogs ;
and free trade now gives us the jjroduce

when, in our own markets, jngs of six weeks old

are selling for
2'Js. to 30.s. As for the American

beef, when we hear of its being tough, we may be
sure that the complainant does not know how to

cook it. We have been kindly furnished by the

highest possible authority wdth instructions on
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this head which T will here qiiote, as more to the
point than anything I can say :

—

Sir,

AMERICAN BEEF.
TO THE EDITOR OF THE TIMES.

-In consequence of the liigb price of provisions,
the press has drawn the attention of the public to the
American beef. As a great prejudice exists against it,

resulting from the want of knowing liow to prepare
and cook it, I have thought that tlie following sug-
gestions might he useful, if you would give them pub-
licity.

The American .salt beef comes to this country in

pieces from 81b. to 121b. in weight; before being cooked

they should be well washed, and soaked in cold water
for 'li hours, changinu; the water three times.

For boiling it should be placed in a stewpau of cold

water, and made to boil quickly ; as soon as the water
boils the meat must be taken out, the water thrown
away, and fresh cold water placed in it, with the meat
still warm

;
boil it the usual time, according to the de-

scription of joint.

Baked or Roasted Salt Ribs of Beef.—Prepare the
meat as above

;
make a paste of iiour and water, cover

the meat with it (as hams are done in many parts of

England), and bake it in a slow oven for 20 minutes
for every pound of meat ; do not cut it when hot, and
it is fit for the breakfast tables of incomes of 1000/.

a-year.
Stewed Salt Beef.—Prepare it as above, and cut it

into steaks of the usual thickness
; have some cabbage

or other greens, ready boiled
; chop them up, and, with

the meat, place in a stewpan with a gill of water to

every pound of meat, one teaspoonful of sugar to each

pound, and a teaspoonful of pepper to every four

pounds of meat
; stew gently for two hours, and serve.

The flavour of this may be varied by adding either car-

rots, potatoes, haricot beans, chesnuts, or boiled mac-
caroni, cut up into pieces about an inch long ; and it

may be flavoured with vinegar, mustard, or sauce, and,
in fact, in many other ways, in order to give a change,
and render it agreeable.

This beef contains much more nourishment than the

majority of that which is now sold in the London
market.

I am, .sir, your obedient servant,
G-. Warriner.

Instructor of Cookery to the Army.
If the aristocracy and gentry would take the

hint to try the American beef and pork, it v.-ould

be a great benefit to their neighbours. Every joint
of English meat which they dispense with will be
left for others who may want it more

;
while the

superior cookery of their kitchens woidd prove
whether this food might not be made as agreeable
as it is certainly nourishing. We ought to i)re-

pare immediately for the greatest possible eco-

nomy of home-grown meat, and a large consump-
tion of all good foreign meat, for many mouths to

come. The speakers at the meetings are undoubt-

edly right in their recommendation, though not

exactly for the reasons they assign. They will

not find that the withdrawal of their custom for

a month, or for two or more months, will compel
the provision dealers or stock merchants to lower

their prices ; but it will economise the existing

sujiply, and spread it over a longer time, for the

benefit of all parties.
The next obvious resource is—iish. AVhat can

I say on this familiar subject, but that it is a

bitter disgrace that anybody shoidd suffer for the

^^ant of anin.al food wliilc we live in the middle
ot the sea, and have wiudiug coaats which -

seem to invite us to live upon fish •' At
every citizen who ha.s any authority or iuUucu^
should exert himself for four objects : and, fim
to see that the laws are observe.l all round tbo
coasts, and along the rivere, for the protection of
hsh in spawn and yoimg fry. Because the fish-
ermen ollend, and nobody looks aft.-r them, our
supplies of herrings and other Iish which come in
.shoals are perpetually dwindling awav; and times
and seasons and the meshes of nets must be
looked to, if we are not to lose the resource
altogether. Again, let our iinj-ortation of fish be
looked to at once. In April we heard comj.laints
of the depreciation of British herrings Ijy a vast
importation of Norwegian herrings, while t

'

duties in France and Spain and other c
exclude our fish from their markets. There may
be such a market at home this year as may make
up for our exclusion from some foreign ones

;

and we ought to have every facility for
inipnrtiii;,'.'

Again, let those of us who live on the coast see
that an miderstanding is cotablished between
inland consumers and the fishermen, who are

usually slow in hearing of puljlic affairs. There
ought to be no burying of tons of good fish in the
sands, or rotting of them for manure, to keeji up
the price, under the notion that only gentry eat
fish. Let every basket be sent by the neanst
railway to some inland market. And, once inorr,
let some pains be taken inland to get the fish

under the notice and command of the classes who
want it most. There are many small towns,

villages, and popidous road-siiles, where the
labourers never see or hear of fish, excei)t as a

luxury which comes to the sqiure's. A little zeal

and attention on the part of public-siiirited men
woidd easily have brought mackerel into ten
thousand cottages this dear spring, and may yet
bring shoals of herrings among the labourers

during the yet dearer autumn which is to como.
At best, we shall not have nearly the (piantity of

fish that we ought : but let us have as much as

we can.

Why do we buy eighty millions of eggs annu.ally
from the continent '! and whj' are chickens .and

ducks reckoned a luxury in England and IrcLiiul,

when there might be poultry reared on every com-
mon and in every lane, and housed at the end of

every cottage ? Working men's wives and children

manage to keep fowls in the alleys and yanbt of

our great towns, finding them so ])rofitablc that

they never eat eggs or chickens at home. If our

rural labourers woidd take to this gainful cnt*T-

prise at once, we iniglit have a large .idilit:on

made to our stock of animal food l>y tlii.H unu'

next year. There are pigeons, again
—not so sub-

stantial a resource, but well worth attention.

Formerly, we should liave been met by the «»l>jfc-

tion that these creatures would cmisunie more

grain than could be spared in our present con-

dition : but, besides that inferior grain answei*

for them, we are growing too wise to wast*' h.ird

barley upon fowls while Indian corn-nir.~.l !« t'l bo

had. It is not only a nuestion of svv

food before it is swallowed instead ot .... . ui

of the fowls getting the nouiishiucnt or gomg
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witliout it. The amount of liartl grain which

passes undigested is a serious consideration in the

best times ; and the jiractice of presenting the

food in the most digestible state is fast super-

seding the flinging away of good barley to make
mere manure.

lu such a year as this the landlords ought to

provide for a free sale of their rabbits. Every
year the rabbits do the farmers more mischief

than almost any amount of bad weather ; and every

year certain gamekeejiers are understood to make
two, three, or four hundred i)ounds each by the

sale of this particular perquisite. We may believe

this from the fact of one landowner having sold

40,000 rabbits in one year, after taking a farm

into his own hands,—his tenant having thrown it

up on account of the rabbits. The farmers ought,
in such times as these, to use freely their right
of taking the rabbits, wherever they have not

foolishly i^arted with that right. There ought to

be a sweep of the rabbits, whatever the game-
keepers may say,

—both for the sake of present
food and next year's crops. It wiU be objected
that there is no getting at the creatures when
they choose to hide. Well

;
let us have all that

can be got at. We know that one gentleman got
at 40,000 in one year. Let us see how many more

may be obtained by early watching in the morn-

ings, and by all known methods.
As for game,—we shall have such a winter for

poaching as has not been known since the great
war, if the price of meat is what we may expect.

Something may come out of it. One year of

actual popular hunger, or of any severe pressure
for food, woidd put an end to the preservation of

game in England. Sportsmen would be plainly
directed to the Scotch moors, and Norwegian
rivers, and foreign or colonial hunting grounds for

their amusement, while at home there would be a
vast reduction of rural crime, and an important
increase of food. The produce laid waste, over
and above what is eaten, by game and rabbits,
woidd feed herds of cattle aud flocks of sheep ;

and it would never be allowed to lapse to the

game when once a winter of hardship had driven
our labourers into the covers for such food as

could be got. Let us hope that the landowners

generally are already turning over in their minds
some such course as the Duke of Bedford aud
several others of their class took long ago,

—not
under the pressure of any scarcity, but from a
sense of justice to the producers and consumers
of food.

The duty is off cheese, happily. Cheese stands

high in the scale of animal food, from its amount
of concentrated nourishment. Let us, in short,
consider what animal food of any sort may be

imported at a popular price, and make known the
facts.

There is another thing to be done
;

—and it is

for our countrywomen to do it. It cannot be

efFectually done in a day, or a month, or a year ;

but it may be begun to-morrow. Let the people
of England be taught to cook. If we could
obviate the waste from mere bad cookery, the
service would be equivalent to a vast grant of
food. Every lady, every retired cook, every good-
natured housekeeper of any rank, who shall

enable three or four laljourers' wives or daughters
to make the most of the food they have in the

house, will be saving her country from a certain

portion of calamity. Before the next batch of

bad seasons, we ought to be secure from the dis-

graceful aggravation of ignorance aboiit the treat-

ment of our food.

I can now only just indicate what can be done
in the direction of next season. It is clear that

we must get, not only our corn, but our cattle -

fodder from abroad, in proportion to our failures

at home. Lord John Kussell has promoted a

system of inquiry of our consuls in countries

which produce dates, carob-beans, and other

nutritious jiroducts which are good for cattle, and
relished by them. We must acquaint ourselves

with all practicable resources of this kind, grains,

meal, oilcakes, fruits, roots, &c. No less diligently
must we look at home to make the most of every
foot of ground, in compensation for the shortness

of the hay crop, and the exhaustion of our reserve

stores. Let iis have winter vegetables for man-
kind, and the largest breadths of cabbages and

early grasses ever seen, for the cattle, lest the
roots should turn out iU in the winter, and the
crisis of the spi-ing ruin us again. It is not too

early now to be i^reparing for the weeks which

precede a late grass springing. The walls which

straggle over mountain-sides in Cumberland and
Westmoreland were first built to enclose crofts in

which the ash and holly were protected, to protect
in their turn the sheep and cattle on the Fells.

The young shoots and sj)rays of the holly and ash

were, as they still are, a favourite food of cattle
;

and so are the tender sprouts of the gorse. We
need not disdain these in hard seasons, if the
cows themselves, in aU seasons, seek them eagerly,
We may now, too, learn to value the new condi-
ments by which coarse food is improved up to a

very good value, in the estimation of beasts and
ow^iers alike.

Such are some of the considerations suggested
by the existing pressure. It seems to be the

right course for aU of us to look out all our

resources, to communicate freely with one another,
to understand the case before we blame anybody
for it, to admit that demand, supply, and i)rices
must hold their natural course

; to be thankful
that the conditions of our case are so much im-

proved within the memory of one generation ;

and to be careful that they are improved still

further by our own patriotism, and our regard for
future generations. Harriet ]VLa.rtineait.

THE BETEATED.
She sat alone, on a cold grey stone,
^Yhere the river made a desolate moan.

The sycamore trees stood white and bare,
Like sheeted ghosts in the dusky air.

A black cloud floated along the sky.
And a ni-ht-bird utter'd a dismal cry.

Sadly she thought of the innocent time.
Wildly she wept for her shame and crime.

Darker and deeper the shadows grow :

He promised to mset her an hour ago.
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She sat alone, on the cold grey stone.
'

And the river llow'd with a sadder moan.

She heard the hum of the distant town,
The patter of dead leaves fallinj; down.

She heard the toad in the long dunk
But never his tread,

—
iilas, alus 1

The morning came with its golden light,
To the sycamore trees so Uire and whito.
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The mists that slept on the river's hrim

Went up like the wings of the cherubim.

The water-lilies so cold and fair

Were tangled with tresses of bright brown hair.

The osiers bent with a quiet grace
Over a form with a still, white face.

The river flow'd with a desolate moan,
And dead leaves fell on the cold grey stone.

Sarah T. Bolton.

A SNAIL SUPPEE.

It was one cold niglit in December last, when the

mercury was almost frozen in the 1)u11j of the

thermometer, and when only rejieated applica-

tions of tlie mittened hand to the nose conld save

that valuable organ from the fate of an exposed
carrot on a greengrocer's stall, that I found mj^self

in the company of my friend Wagstaff on the Boule-

vard Poissonniiire, on our return from the Theatre

of the Porte St. Martin, whither some novelty had

tempted us to spend the evening. There is no-

thing like cold to stimidate the appetite, unless it

may be a drama of horrors and a rattling farce

afterwards. Sorrow and mirth are both exhaus-

tive, and there is something in the vciy atmo-

sphere of a theatre that disposes the gastric juice

to flow into the stomach. In England we have

known a person to commence an attack on a

packet of ham-sandwiches as soon as the curtain

was raised,
—to feed thmugh a five-.act tr.igwly,

and to retire, when the curtain was droj>iK.'<l, un-

satisfied by additional apples, oranges, and ginger-

beer.

By one of tho.se instincts which Edgar Poe

attributes to one of his characters, I knew wh.it

my friend Wagstafl's thoughts were running

upon. He was thinking of the Adclphi, the

Olympic, and a lobster sui)pcr, Not that he is

either a f;ist man or a gourmand, by any nu-an« :

but he has lived long enough to a.ss».ciate l!i'

stomach of the brain with the stoniach lo«lg. I

under the ribs, and is ahve to the fact that, when

the former is full the latter is f
'

'

I felt that the current of his ti.

a particular channel, but all my prescience liid

not prepare me for the proposition he jdaced be-

fore me suddenly :

" What say you to a snail su]»pcr ?
"

" With all my heart," I rcplie<l ; which, on my

part, was a piece of unsophisticated bounce, as

my heart rather heaved at the notion ; but my

vanity of knowingnoss W(.uld n<.t allow me to

ajipear ignorant, and I should have nii

answer, probabl}-, had he iiroiK).scd
a 'b

Salamander.
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"Here we are, then, at the Faubourg St.

Martin, and no one serves the dainty dish better

than the rotisseur on the left."

We entered
;
he boklly and as one knowing the

world and its contents
;

T timidly, as one on the

point of making a doubtful experiment in gastro-
nomies.

" A la poiilette, or a la bourgiiignonne, shall it

be ?
"

inquired Wagstaff of me.

"By all means a la poulette," I answered.

The gods help me ; I did not know the drift of

the question, but the one word was easier to pro-
nounce than the other.

The dish was ordered. There was some preli-

minary deglutition, and I did not dislike the

Chablis.

Not long had T enjoyed the prologue of the

feast, which was intelligible enough, especially the

fancy roll of bread, when the waiter placed the

dishes before us.
" Now settle to !

"
said WagstafF, in a manner

which, then and there, I thought especially cold-

blooded.

"Capital ;
now for it I

"
I rejoined, as one to

whom the dish was perfectly familiar
;
but I

played with my fork and made varioiis little delays,
in order to see how WagstafF commenced his snail

supper. Certainly the dish looked very tempting.

WagstafF went to work with what is termed a

hearty good will. I watched him for a few
seconds. He evidently enjoyed, and no doubt
with a heart grateful to Providence, the dainty
placed before him. He did not turn black in the

face, his hand did not tremble from the efFects

of a limaceous poison ; his eye perhaps was a little

brighter; but then that might be owing to the
Chablis. I took heart of grace, and for the first

time in my life a hmace found its way into my
stomach.

"Capital!" said WagstafF, wiping his mous-

tache,
" done to the millimetre of a tiu-n."

"Excellent !

"
I added, hypocritically.

Mouthful number one had done me no harm,
and I used my fork bravely to consign another
snail into the human laboratory. Strange to tell

I enjoyed the repast, and when my plate was
empty, felt myself in the condition of one Oliver,

wishing for more.
He must have been a man in desperate plight

who first swallowed an oyster
—no doubt a ship-

wrecked mariner on a desert island, who made
the bold experiment in ostraphagy before attempt-
ing anthroiiophagy on the person of the black cook
or cabin-boy who had been wrecked along with
him. But a more desperate man must have been
he who first swallowed a snail,

—a frozen-out

gardener, perhaps.
"
Strange are the prejudices in food !

"
re-

marked WagstafF, and thereupon he commenced
an oral disquisition on the merits of mule-flesh,
edible birds' nests, hedgehogs, guinea-pigs and
toadstools. ' ' How we suffer through our
ignorance and unreasonable dislike," he con-
tinued. "How often has the world proclaimed
famine in the very presence of dainty abundance!
Locusts, for instance. They destroy square
leagues of herbage ; but they remain famous
morsels for distressed agricidturists ; and, dipped

in wild honey, are luscious. Snails prey on our

vines and cal)bages. Why should we not prej'

upon the snail ? Now you have been eating

e--icarr/ots. You don't find them amiss, do

you ?
"

" Never better fare," I assented.
' '

Escargot is his French name ; naturalists call

him Helix pomatia, and now,
"

pursued Wagstaff,

pouring out another tumbler of Chablis, and warm-

ing with his subject, "and now I shall tell you
aU about him, over a cigar and demi-tasse at the

next cafe."

The amoimt of Wagstaff's conchological infor-

mation respecting the escargot, I sum up in what
follows :

The escargot feeds principally upon the vine,
and it is those only which feed upon this plant
which are brought to market. The animal, how-
ever has a whim occasionally, and feeds upon
hemlock, which does not disagree with it, but
which renders it prudent to place him in quaran-
tine before he is admitted into the kitchen. The

escargots when gathered are put into casks, and
these are put into a cool place, where they fast

two months at least, to cleanse themselves before

they are brought to market. In the Halles, at the

commencement of the season, heaps of them may
be seen upon the stalls, all alive, gliding over one

another, and sometimes falhng inadvertently upon
the claws of craw-fish and lobsters, when they find

it judicious to retreat into the spiral of their

shells. The vine-growers have a double in-

terest in the escargot. They woidd rather he
did not make selection of this plant for his meals,
which he injures, but since Nature will have it

so, they avenge themselves on the animal, and

capture them in hosts to send to market. For

many years the escargot has been an article of

commerce for food. In former times it was only
herbalists and druggists who dealt in snails, or

escargots. The snail pounded in a mortar, and
then boiled with milk, was regarded as a remedy
in phthisical diseases. Now, as already said, the

escargot has its place in the Halles, along with
craw-fish and fresh-water fish, and there are few
restaurateurs u5)on whose bill of fare they do not

figure. In 1854, the consumption of this mollusc

was valued at half a million francs in Paris. The

consumption since then has considerably aug-
mented. In the market of Dijon there is sold,

monthly, 6000 francs' worth of escargots, at the
rate of 1/. 50o. the hundred.

Dr. Ebrard has calculated that these helices,
each of which weighs about 20 to 22 grammes
(two-thirds of an ounce), lose in cooking some

aqueous elements, and contain only, deprived of

the shell, about ten grammes (or rather better than
a quarter of an ounce) of alimentary substance. The
shell weighs from four to four and a-half grammes.
It follows that the escargots sold in the Dijon
mai-ket represent more than 1 6,000 lbs. weight
of alimentary food, equivalent to that furnished

by the flesh of 150 ordinary calves.

In Algiers may be seen in the markets enor-
mous heaps of these snails, which are sold by the
bushel and the hundred, and which are consumed
chiefly by the Spaniards and the Provencals. In
several countries the cultivators eat no other food
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than escargots, which is considered the contrary
of fattening. Fisher states that this particidarity
has given rise, near Bordeaux, to a singiihir
custom. Every Ash-Wednesday, the people go
out to the commune of Canderan to eat escargots,
to terminate the Carnival gaily, and have a fore-

taste of Lent. Formerly the town of Ulm, famous
for its escargotieres, furnished annually more than
ten millions of vine escargots, to be consumed
during Lent in the monasteries of Austria. Pliny
informs us, that escargots formed a dainty dish to

the inhabitants of liome. We know to what
pitch the culinary art rose amongst the conquerors
of the world. We know how they relished the

oysters of Albion. Apicius, in his treatise on

cookery, mentions no less than three principal
sauces for snails, one of which, composed of sweet

herbs, milk, butter, cheese, boded wine, flour, and
saffron, deserves to be mentioned.

In Paris, at the present day, we are not quite
so fastidious. We eat them in general cooked on
the gridiron or in the oven. Esccur/of.s d la pou-
lettv, of which I have partaken on the sly, and
licked my lips after, since my memorable intro-

duction to a snail supper by Wagstaff, are thus

prepared :

It is premised that the escargots have been fast-

ing for at least two months, to lid themselves of

impurities. We boil them in a pint of water,
mth wood-ashes and salt, until they can be drawn

easily out of the shell. To proceed to this opera-
tion they are placed in fresh water, and as fast

as they are untwined from the shell thej'' are

thrown into tepid water. When we have the

required niimber together, we boil them for ten

minutes, and then strain them. Next, we place
them in a saucepan, with a piece of Initter, and
toss them well about, and afterwards add a table-

spoonful of tiour, and moisten them with half

"white-wine and half beef-soup, not forgetting to

flavour the cookery with a judicious proportion of

sweet herbs. In this state they are allowed to

stew for two hours longer, and then they are

tender
;
and then would the sight of them bring

water into the mouth of a Roman Emperor,
especially when thickened with the yolk of eggs,
and farther flavoured with citron and verjuice.
In Paris they may be bought all ready for cooking
at a sou a jjiece. The doctors consider the

escargot, properly cooked, very nutritious and

digestible ;
but care must be had that they have

been properly purged, for, as already stated, the

escargot takes a fancy to feed sometimes on the

hemlock plant, and sometimes on belladonna ;

and cases of poisoning have been known through
ignorance of this fact, and cooking them too soon
after being gathered.

"
But," said WagstafF, in conclusion,

"
if the

escargot has its merits as an aliment, it has its

demerits in another respect. It causes great

damage to the vine crop. In 1856 the escargot
committed more ravages than oidium among the

vines of Charente Inferieure. Uj) to the present

time, there is no other way of getting rid of the

escargot, as a scourge, than by catching him alive

with the hand during or after the warm rains of

spring. Don't squash him under your foot. Put

him into a cask, and at tlie end of a term you

will know how to love your enemy, limt kilUncmm with kindness."

By this time AVagstafT had fininhed hi« cicar
I had hnished my second demiti>-so, and (whyneed I blush to tell it, its almost every one in a
cafe does the same ?) pocketed tlie remaining lumiw
of sugar brought with the tray. Mi.lnight ha-l
sounded at various intervals during twunty
minutes, as the manner is with the clocks <if

Paris; and, thanking Wagstaff for his snail-

supper and discourse on conchology, varied with
hints on cookery, I bade him good niglit near the
Madeleine, and retired to my den in the Heventh
floor of the Rue du Rocher. A asold.

JAPANL.-SiJ i'llA( .M LNT.S.
BY CAPTAIX SHERAKD OSBuKN, R.N,

CILVPTEU HI.

Reverting to the hostilities between China and
Japan, which sprung out of the attemi)t to inva^U-
the latter, it soon became evident that tlie weak
mere book-learned civilisation of Ciiina wa« \\i>

match for the courage and physical energy of tho

Jai)anese islanders. Trained to a seafaring lif<!

ujjon their own storm-swei>t shores, these bold

sailors, returning from successfid marauding ex-

peditions against the seaboard of the Chinese

empire, awakened a general spirit for adventuro

amongst the inhabitants of Jajjan, and the

Japanese sailor and the Japanese ship became for-

midable throughout the liistern seas. Apart imva

theconquest of the Chusan group, and the establish-

ment of military and mercantile posts in NingiM>
and other Chinese cities, they ranged in tlnir

barks from India to lands situated in the Pacilic,

far to the eastward of their homes. The strong

similarity in ap])earance, habits, and disjio-ij-

tion, of the Kanaka inhabitants of the Sandwicli

and Georgian groups, leads one to suppose th.it,

if not then, in periods still more remote it w.is

the ships of Japan that carried colonists to thoso

distant isles,
—and the ])assion3 and nautical

hardihood of the Malayan races of the Archipi-!.a-i>

doubtless received much of their tone from inter-

mixture with these Japanese freebooter.^. Of their

voyages to the Asiatic continent and .M.alav.-in

archipelago we have historical reconl ;

'

!

we shall master the Japanese language .-
..

to explore their ancient wTitings, we muBt l»o

content with mj^thical information as to their

wanderings eastward in the Pacilic. Aide<l by
such myths, and the light of modern knowledge
in the direction of currents and winds, we may
try to infer what lands they could have reache<l

which lay beyond tlie keu of China and Iinlia.

Amongst those tales of Japanese expioratior.-!
:;

the olden days, there is one strangely cr

stantial, recorded by a worthy and ven. i

Christian historian of China, Father Juan do

Meudoza, of the .Vugu'stinian Onler. i

meuts there made, though suHiciently st

not exceed a condition of public morals pn ^

to-day in more tiian one spot of that South >< .»

Writing in l.")S8, the pious monk say.", th.it .it no

great distance from Japan, the natives h,i4l c

covered certain i.slands nearly peopled by women,

and that they might be said to be Amaions,



158 ONCE A WEEK. [August 4, 1S60.

inasmiicli as they were expert in the use of arms.

To these islands the Japanese went annually
in vessels freighted witli merchandise, for exchange
with the natives, and for some time there had
been an interchange of tendernesses between the

Japanese seamen and the fair inhabitants of those

islands, leading of course to the result usual in

such cases—"
et jiour eviter entre eux a tout

inconvenient," the following rules were laid down.

Directly the Japanese vessels arrived at these

islands, two messengers landed, for the piirpose of

informing the king or queen who ruled over these

fair nymphs of their arrival, and of the number of

men in the vessels. A day was then appointed on

which the Japanese "blue jackets" were to be

allowed to land. On that day a bright troop of

young ladies, equal in number to the Lotharios

from Nipon, sallied down to the strand, each

carrying a pair of shoes or sandals, carefully
marked with the name of the proprietress. These

Japanese Landscape. Fordini;- a Kiver. (Fac-simile.)

sandals were then, in sight of the visitors, thrown

indiscriminately together upon the sands of the sea-

shore, and the nymphs again retired. "
Aloi's !

"

says the good priest, in racy old language, "les
hommes sautant a, terre chaussent chaucun les

premiers souliers qu'ils encontrent, et incontinent

approchent les femmes." Each of the fair dames
of this Eastern Amazonia then claimed for her
admirer the Japanese sailor who bore her sandals
in his hand. All remorxStrauce, choice, or ex-

change was out of the question, whether the lady

was ugly, humpbacked, or deformed ;
and each

Al])honso was fain to be content with his fair

Imogene—an arbitrary proceeding upon the part
of the ladies, only to be justified in Amazonia.
Great care was taken to register the names an<l

residences of all parties, in order that when the

Jai)anese vessels retm-ned in the following year,
the sweet pledges of affection which should have
been ushered into the world in the meantime
might be duly presented to their blushing fathers,
and that the rule might be carried out of aUov/inf'
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the l)oys to return to Japan, whilsc the girls were
detained with their mothers.

All this reads strangely like South Sea island

morality, and connects in imagination fair Owhyliee
and Otaheite, as Cook and Bligli found thom, with
the wanderings of these Japanese adventurers.

But we must onMard in our fragmentary
sketches, premising to those who may be shocked
at the scandals involved in this legend of the sea,
that it cannot be wrong for a seaman to repeat
what a spiritual father thought right to record.

By the year 1540, two hosts of most Christian

robbers were rapidly advancing upon the Cipangu
of Marco Polo—the Spaniard by way of the Ame-
ricas, the Portuguese by that of the Cape of Good

Hope. The latter won the race. By the early

part of the sixteenth century the azure flag and
emblazoned arms of Portugal, had carried sword
and cross from the Red Sea to the Sti'aits of j\la-

lacca, and the cry of the slaughtered and plun-
dered Mahomedans and Hindoos went uj) from

Zeylah and Aden on the east, to Malacca on the

west. In advance, however, of the legitimate
arms of Portugal, there were a host of deserters

and adventurers, who embarked in native Malay,
or Arab vessels, and explored the way to fresh

scenes of rapine. They were as jackals to the

lions in their wake. Such was one Fernandez
Mendez Pinto, who with many more of a like

repute harassed and robbed along the coasts of

China, iiutil they met, and coalesced with the

Japanese pirates frequenting the neighbourhood of

Ningpo, or Lampo, as it Avas then called. Pinto

accompanied his new allies iipon a grand robbing

expedition to some island in the neighbourhood of

that port, probably to the one now known in the

Chxisan group as Kin-shan, or Golden Island, the

necropolis i^ast and present of many a wealthy
Chinaman, of whose desire to take to the heaven of

Budha some of his earthly treas\ires, these

worthies doubtless took undue advantage,
have been calling the followers of Bernal

and the avant-couriers of Alljuquerque
names

; perhaps the reader may, on perusing
what we have just said of Pinto's researches in

Kinshan, be inclined to add to the terms buc-

caneer and pirate, those of sacrilegious robber

and defiler of the resting-places of the dead !

But let us be just to Fernandez Mendez Pinto,

and his coiintrymeu. We are all—aj'',
all—my

American cousins, as liig liuccaneers as ever they
were

;
and as to rol^bing the dead, why one

Frenchman, and he is no worse than many an

Englishman, except in his opportunity being

greater, has, it is said, very recently broken up

many thousand departed Egyptians for the few

paltry ornaments wrapt up in their cerements !

And, as we write, the negroes of Panama are dis-

entombing a race of buried Indians for tlie sake

of a few golden idols, that they wished to take

with them to their happy hunting-grounds.
Let us, then, cease to rail at these men of the

Sixteenth Century, and rememlier the world, if not

better, is at any rate three hundred years older.

As the interdict against strangers

Japan, arising out of Kublai Khan's invasion, had

not been revoked, it is natural to suppose that the

plea of accident, or stress of weather was ad-

:u.'com-

1 •'iJ''

dill M

We
Diaz,
hard

visiting

vanced by the enteri)rising Pint^j, wlien he

panied hi.s new found friends to their om
This event, from the concurrent t

Japanese and Portuguese clironick-,
about the years 1542 or 154:i

; aini,

Pinto for a long time rejoiced in the r.

a liar, for having said that he wintered ,,.

there is every rejisou to l>elieve that ho

Strangely enougli, some testimony in liJ

very recently been ehcited through tlii- .

researches of Mr. Han-is, the jiresent alilo Ameri-
can minister at the court of Ycddo. During bin

residence at Simoda in lS55-5(), Mr. Harri« wm
struck with the strong resemblance of a .1

lirc-arm, which he observed in the hiuid.-. . :..

higher officials, to the ancient "
itetmnel

"
of

Europe. On inquiry, he learnt that th«

v/ere mostly manufactured on the islaml n, i

gasima, and that the natives of that dependency
of the empire had long been famous for the art.

A knowledge of the mode of constructing thcso

petronels had been acquired they said several cen-

turies previously from Europeans on lioard a
vessel that was forced tliere iu a temjKat ; and
furthermore Mr. Harris tliought he could trace in

the Japanese term for this weapon a corruption of

its Portuguese name, all of which infonnation we

may safely cany to the credit of the old Portu-

guese buccaneer. The intelligence carried hack by
Pinto to the haunts of his country-men in Cliini

and the Eastern Seas, caused many to visit tli i'.

southernmost island of the Japanese emi>ire wliich

is now named Kiu-siu, but in those times was

called Bongo, after one of the large ])rinci-

palities into which it was divided. Three <if

the most intluential princes in this island reccivi-<l

the Portuguese with open arms, and the Prince of

Fizen, whose territories laid on the western si<lc of

the island, gave them free permission to tra4le or

settle in all the ports under his especial control.

The chiefs of Arima, Omnia, and Bongo were

equally zealous to secure the advantages of Portu-

guese intercourse ; they touted for >

' '

from these western adventurers, they •

other the wonderful novelties of Euroi>e. or t:

rich products of Hindostan and Arabia, which the

Portuguese were able to import, and they joyfully

paid the most outrageous i)ricc.<
for all tho>-

commodities. The excitement for foreign inl» :

course extended to the Japanese seamen and mor-

cliants, and we find them constantly mention-- 1

by Spanish and Portuguese writers of ti. ^

period as sailing and trailing to their

of Macao, Malacca, and the Philippin.. .

commercial intercourse, esjMici.ally
with the Portu-

guese, became in a very sht>rt
'

The Church of Kome took g--

that the servants of the cross were not far Ui...

the pioneers of European civilisation, and ft. :a

several quarters the devoted di.-icil'les of Itnialni*

Loyola hastened to the rich harvi

in Japan. Francois Xavier, tin

by liis wonderful success in Southeni indi.a, li-n-. ;

to hasten to the far Ea-st, whence rumoii' ^

reached the scat of Portuguese power, of ;

pitality of the inhabitiints of J.ipaii
t

visitors. This desire apjiears to have i

stimulated by the arrival at Goa of a Jananews,
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R-lio encouraged Xavier to undertake the task,

assuring them of unbounded success.

Xa\'ier started in 1549, only five years after the

adventurous Pinto had first ro-discovered tliat

empire—" where gold was as dross, and the people
of gentle manners, though brave :" yetXavderwas
not in time to claim the honour of having been
the first to introduce his creed amongst the

Japanese ; for on his arrival at Macao, he learnt

that at any rate a faith in the cross, as the real

panacea for all mundane evils, was already making
rapid progress amongst the people of Bongo. It

appears that some priests of the Koman faith,

whether Sjianish or Portuguese our w'orthy
chronicler does not say, succeeded, before Xavier's

arrival, in reaching the shores of Japan. They
had been kindly received

; but as the Bonzes of

the Budhist faith were common throughout the

countiy, the arrival of strangers strongly resem-

bling them in appearance and professions did not
at first excite astonishment, or impress the natives

with any great respect for the sanctity of their

mission. The profanity of a Japanese prince,

however, soon gave the servants of Rome an

opportunity of striking awe into the minds of

their future converts. This prince, in waggish
mood, imt up his reverend visitors in a mansion

sadly haunted by evU sj>irits, without telling them
of the trick he desired to jilay them. "W^ien night
came, and they sought repose, thej'' w'ere dis-

turbed by dreadful apparitions and prodigious

spectres, horrid noises, and rattling of chains.

The stools and cushions flew about the apartments,
and their reverences' garments were torn off their

backs : exjiecting every minute to be destroyed

by these Japanese demons, they prayed, and
used all known exorcisms

;
at last they signed them-

selves with the sign of the cross, and scored it on
the walls and door-posts. The demons of Jajian
could not withstand this. They fled, and the good
fathers slept in peace. Next day, the wicked

prince and the people heard with astonishment
of this cure for haunted houses ; they were
almost persuaded to Christianity, and " in token
of it," naively says the ancient writer,

" and to

heep away evil spirits from their abodes, crosses

were marked upon all their walls and door-posts

throughout that city.
" The poor Japanese prince

had been caught in his own trap, much in the same

way that we find the old adage illustrated by a
native artist of Yedo, and the prince could hardly
have given the clever priests a better opportunity
of proving that thej'' were still more astute necro-

mancers than any his state could boast of.

A Japanese Fox setting a Man-Trap. (Fac-simUe.)

Encouraged by this promising intelligence,
Xavier pushed on, and after dire adventures, he
reached Japan, to find princes and people ready to

receive his earnest and zealous preaching. The
three great and almost independent rulers of the
island of Kiu-siu were publicly received into the
Church of Pv,ome, and for about fifteen years, that
is from 1560 to 1575, the progress of Christianity
was most ra^nd. Xavier however only stayed
long enough to see the cross flash through
the island of Kiu-siu or Bongo. Elated at his

success, satisfied with the idea that all Japan
would follow the example of the thousands upon
whom he had laid hands, pleased with the tractable

gentle nature of the Japanese as they came imder
his own observation, ignoring the suUeu bearing of
the large priesthood of the Budhist and Sin-too

faiths, whose temples he and his followers had
overthrown, the great apostle turned his eyes to
the yet unopened land of China

;
and leaving his

blessing with the people, who he teU us "were
truly the delight of his heart," he w^ent forth to

lay down his life as the first of that tridy noble

army of martyrs who have fallen in striving to
sow the seeds of faith in that religiojiless land
of Cathay. During fifteen years the thirty-thou-
sand converts of Xavier swelled into more than
a million in number. We find by the letters

of the Jesuit fathers to their superiors, that by
1577 they had progressed as far as Miaco in

Xipon, the great spiritual capital itself. There,
in the stronghold of the ancient faith of Japan, on
one occasion no less than 7000 persons had been
converted, and a chui-ch had been so skilfully
erected, so richly ornamented, that it had con-
duced much to raise Christianity in Japanese
estimation, and enabled the fathers to preach the
faith openly and safely in the most remote por-
tions of the empire. But it was in Iviu-siu that
the success of Christianity was most marked.
There were three churches and a coUege established
in Fizen alone, of which Nangasaki was the prin-
cipal ; and, indeed, it appears from the testimony
of all wiiters of that day, that the only check in
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that quarter arose from the fre(£uency of wars and
insuri-ections between the great feiulal princes,

owing to the decay of the imperial power diu-ing
the reign of the Emperor Nabunanga. This

Ziogoou, or Tai-koou, had great ditficnlty in

crushing a general disposition of his princes
to throw off the control of their sovereign ; but
whilst his great General, Taiko-sama, was em-

ployed in quelling these insurrections, the I^nperor
is said by the Jesuits—writing from Miaco in

1770—to have treated them Avitli such kindness
and attention that the Christian clergy were
esteemed before the Bonzes in Miaco. The poor
native priests, however, had, it appears to us,

ample cause for complaint. Apart from the mere
fact of the inroads upon their Hocks and the loss

of good repute, the determined hostility of the

Romish priesthood to the ancient faith of the

Japanese people was most marked. Nothing
could have been more intemperate than that hot

zeal, though at the same time we cannot deny
such zeal the merit of courage, when we think of

those solitary Jesuit priests thrown into a foreign

land, c\it off from their countrymen—indeed,
never hoping for support except from their God—
yet sitting calmly down in a great city like Miaco,
then probably more popidous than any town in

Europe, and writing to their superior that they
never lost an opportunity of vilifying the false

gods around them, or of defying the thousands of

Bonzes and Faquirs of Miaco.

There is a curious instance of this reckless zeal

which was so soon to bring sorrow upon all Japan,
in a letter from a Father Orgatin, dated Miaco,

September 20th, 1577, which we think deeply in-

teresting, as it serves to warn us from a repetition of

such intolerance in our coming relations with

these same people :
' ' Not more than three leagues

from Miaco," says the Father, "there is on the

top of a lofty mountain a famous native temple,
dedicated to the dei;ll, which is much frequented

by natives from all parts of the empire. The
Bonzes in charge live by attending to the religi-

ous services there practised. I never fail to con-

stantly express my hope of one day levelling that

temple, and. to raise upon its site a better one to

the honour of Monsieur the Archangel St.

Michael, and to plant upon the sujmmit of that

mount a crucifix, which shall always be seen by
the people of Miaco, and to the exaltation

of the glory of God," Father Orgatin then

says, that alarmed at his threats, and at certain

proceedings of his in other quarters, where, after a

wholesale christening of 400 persons, he whetted

their new faith by inducing them to enter a tem-

ple and decapitate a number of idols, the Bonzes

very naturally complained of him to the authorities.

In spite, however, of an official notice, ])rohil)iting

the enterprising priest from carrpng out his in-

tentions with respect to the temple on the hill, he

tells us, that he consoled himself with the hope
that his Heavenly Father would show him a way
to cast down with his own hands these vain idols,

and thus, as he says, "subject the arch-enemy
of mankind to great pain and mortification."

In another letter we find a grajihic account of a

regular I'azzia carried on in the district of Arima

against the Budhist idols. The poor Bonzes,

hunted aiul persecuted, carried their graven iiUA,. ^

down the face of a fearful precipice and ilid
them away in a vast cave, seldom accwinibk- ; a
traitor carried information of this abode of ^,Ai
retired from business, to the Chri>stian prii-st, who,
heading some native zealota, HiicceedB in reaching;" this cave full of devils," and there, an.'
cries of the horror-stricken Bonzes, the i..

grief of pagans, smites off tho hca<l8 and lunl>H oi
their gods and hurls them into the sea!
How complacently the priest telLs hJB talc, and
dilates uj)on the pain and chagrin \\<- lnw tliat

day occasioned to a certain party, wlio»e imnit-
diate presence in .Japan, is, ho is sure, attcstt'd

by the numerous earthtpiakes and volcanoes.
Whilst the intolerance of the KomiHh clergy

was thus exciting the fear and hostility of a
numerous native ])riesth()()d, a-s well .13 tlic religi-
ous mendicants, the thousand and one hermits of

Fusi-hama
;

whilst the progress of Chri=*' .

•

threatened to deprive of their subsistem
who lived by the pilgrimages to her ancient «hrnK-.i

and temples ; the merchants and seamen of Sp.-vin

and Portugal were not less successful in alienating
the respect of the native authorities .ind >

' ' '

Tlie Portuguese had gi-own rich and insolent ' .

trade with China and Japan. Fixing their he.-i"i-

quarters at Nangasaki, their traders hatl inter-

married with the daughters of the richest native-s,

and obtained such a footing in the country as to

already threaten its liberties.

The commerce with Portugal rapidly assiuncd a

character which was naturally dista-steful to the

rider of the Japanese people—it was a simple ex j)ort

of her metaUic currency against the products "•:

India and Europe ; and, added to this, there i.i

reason to fear that Jaj^anese subjects weri-

kidnapped or enslaved by the Portuguese, and

carried out of the country for sale elsewhere.

ART IN IVORY.

It is not often that the true lover of art can

wander into the well-known sliop of Messrs. Col-

naghi and Scott in Pall Mall, without finding

there something worthy of his admir.-\tion. Tlicro

are happily still left among us a few who follow

painting and sculpture as lofty and er.-

pursuits, whether the influence they exi r

upon themselves or upon others—conscicntiou.-j

sensitive men, who dread the rude ortleal of t!io

walls of the Royal Academy, and who shniik

from that vulgar specidation which would by th<-

meanest of artifices mislead public taste. Such

men rather seek some (luiet place where

their works can l>e studied by those who arc

woi-thy to enter into their spirit, and can a]'-

preciate at their real value the lal>o»r and

thought bestowed upon them. In the locality to

which we have alluded might h.ive been seen

,

not long ago, and m.\v we Vielieve still be (^ >n.

I

the noble dreamy head of the Poet Laureate, by

^\'atts—a work which proves that we have yet »

living portrait-painter worthy to itreserve
for

posterity the features of the eminent m-n of our

day, and whose name, when his gf

passed away, will rank with those : 1
.

and of the first of the English school. Mc.-^"
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Colnaglii have now under tluir care a collection

of sculptures in ivory by a relined and thought-
ful French sculptor, already well known by
his works in marble, the Baron Henri di Tri-

queti.

Ivory has been too long neglected as a substance

for the production of the highest class of objects

of art. This accomplished artist has sought to

restore a material so precious and beautiful to

the rank it bore in the best age of ancient Greece.

The greatest of her sculptors used it, as we know,
for their choicest works. Out of it Phidias fa-

shioned the features of his Athenian Minerva and

of his Olj'mpian Jove, whilst bis renowned pupil,

Alcamenes, chose it for the more voluptuous forms

of the youthful Bacchus. Alas ! none of these

monximents of Greek genius
—the most perfect, if

we are to believe the united testimony of ancient

authors, that Greek art produced—have been pre-

served to us. Not that the material is so perish-
able as some might be inclined to believe. Have
we not in the British Museum the Assyrian

ivories, carved eight centuries at least before the

Christian asra, and those from the tombs of Eg3q)t,

probably of a much earlier date ? Not only is

ivory not so liable to perish, but even when decay
has commenced, and the veiy substance is

crumbling away, it can be restored by a simple

yet ingenious process to its original hardness.

The ivories from Nineveh, which fell to dust al-

most at the touch, have been made solid again ;

and even the tusks of elephants which have been

for ages buried in the soil have been supplied arti-

ficially with that gelatinous matter which once

held their component particles together. Thus,
this apparently fragile and delicate substance has a

property of escaping destruction which is not even

possessed by the hai-dest of metals and the most

compact of marbles. Public and private collections

contain remarkable specimens of ivory carvings
of the Roman times. Then sculptured tablets

in ivory were classed amongst the most valued

gifts ;
and the Eoman consuls, on being raised to

their dignity, were in the habit of presenting
them to their friends. These consular diptychs,
as they are called, for they usually consisted of

two leaves like the cover of a book, were fre-

quently oruamented with the portrait of the

donor, and iisually inscribed with his name. Some
may still be seen in museums

; and, although
they do not jiossess the interest or value as works
of art which would attach to similar remains of

the best Greek period, yet sever.al are not imde-

serving of notice for beauty of design and execu-
tion. The early Christian artist, too, chose
this pure and chaste substance as the fittest to

embody his conceptions of the Virgin and her
Child and other sacred subjects ;

nor was it less

coveted by the sculptor of the "renaissance," for

its exquisite beauty, whilst the chai-m it imparted
to the representation of human fiesh, enabled him
to carry out the inspiration of his rich and volup-
tuous fancy. Even Michael Angelo did not

scrapie to employ it for some of his mighty con-

ceptions.* What prodigious sums ai-e now given
* A very interesting and important series of casts of

carvings in ivory, extending from tlie second to the sixteenth
century, Lias been ;iublishea by the Arundel [Society.

for the classic works of Benvenuto Cellini, the

graceful groups of Fiammingo, and even the

indifferent imitations of far less skilfid Flemish

artists ! These precious objects have always
been considered the ornament of the public
museum and the pride of the private collection.

But, although abundantly employed for mere use-

ful purposes during the last century, ivory seems

to have been unaccountably neglected for the

higher purposes of art. It is remarkable that

during this period no really eminent artist

appears to have felt its beauty, or understood

its capabilities for representing the delicate and

glowing surface of human flesh. No name of

note has been connected for the last hundred

years with an important work in the matei'ial.

M. di Triqueti is the first who has availed him-

self of it to produce an original and well-studied

work of art.

The ancients frequently combined metals with

ivory, and especially bronze. Our artist has

also sought to revive this union, and to join
the two so that each should hold its due place
and set off the other. His idea was first fully

carried out in a recumbent figure of Cleopatra,
included in the present collection. And well

carried out it has been, for he has produced a

statue which, although small in size, is of singidar

beauty, of deep expression, and of exceeding truth-

fulness. The dying queen has fallen back upon
her throne ; her eyes are closing for ever

;
her

right hand grasps her robes convulsively in the

last throes of death
;
her left arm, around which

is twined the fatal asp, hangs by her side, and is

stiffening into lifeless rest. Her beautiful bosom
is bare, and her ample drapery hangs loosely about

her limbs. Again following the example of the

ancients, the scidptor has delicately touched with

gold her tiara, her sandals, and her ornaments,
and has carried a graceful coloured border roimd
the edges of her robe. The Avhole of the statue

is in ivory, the throne, embossed with figures, in

bi'onze, and the base of marble—a combination

harmonious to the eye and well suited to the

subject. The execution is most careful and deli-

cate. It is impossible to imagine anything more
true to nature than the bosom—which seems
almost to heave with the last struggling breath—
or the arm falling at her side. The drapery is

finely conceived, and admirably executed in grace-
ful and natural folds.

But the most remarkable object in the collection

is a vase, on which the sculptor has lavished all

his skiU and aU his thought. Those who feel

the true end of art will not think that the
labour and time he has bestowed upon this

beautifid woi-k have been thrown away, for it

is not as a mere object of curiosity, but as a
monument of art, that we must look at it. We
are too much accustomed to confine the ai>plica-
tion of the term "

fine arts
"
to certain things

—
pictures or statues—set as it were apart, only
to be admired, without significance or use. But
the "fine arts" attained their highest and most
noble development when applied to the 2>ur2)oses
and wants of everyday life—when the distinc-

tion now drawn between what is purely orna-

mental and what is purely useful was unknown.
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Then the gratification of the feeling for the beautiful

was as needful to men as those things which

ministered to their necessities. Then it was that

the most accomplished artists did not despise the

humblest work which co\xld be embellished by
their genius and skill. The scidptors and painters

of the golden age of Italian art, as of the golden

age of Greek art, made designs for chests, or

armour, or goblets, and frequently executed them

with their own hands—chests, not to form part of

a collection of curiosities, but to hold garments ;

armour, not to be preserved in museums, but to

be worn in battle or in the tilt
; goblets, not to be

kept under glass, but to be tilled with wine at the

feast. All that is truly beautiful has its influence

upon man, whether that influence be immediate

and sensible or remote and imperceptible. This

is especially the case when the element of beauty

is introduced into that which belongs to everyday

life, into that which we are in the habit of con-

stantly using or of seeing about us. That influence

should especially consist in the chastening of the

imagination and in the softening of the character.

With most men art is looked iqion as a thing

altogether distinct from what belongs to everyday

life—to be cared for and enjoyed of itself as a

rare and costly luxury. With such men as M. di

Triqneti this is not so. He has felt, and rightly

felt, that there is nothing so simple or of so little

actual value in itself, that the highest principles

of art may not be applied to it. He has not

considered that ten years of thought and three

years of lal^our have been thrown away upon

this vase, if he should have attained excellence

in it, and should have produced an object

which may contribute to the elevation of public

taste, and may extend the application of art.

Like every really great artist, who leaves

nothing undone to render his work perfect, he

has himself watched over every detail, designed

the form, and superintended the casting of the

metal, carved the ivory, and moulded the emboss-

ments of the bronze. His vase may be open to

criticism; opinions on matters of taste must of

necessity be infinite in the absence of any recog-

nised standard. Some may think the upper part

too bald, others may desire even less ornament

and a more simple shape ;
some may object to the

introduction of ornaments too closely imitated

from nature, others to the union of two substances

so opposite in character as ivory and bronze. Lut

the artist himself has didy weighed aU these

things, and has made up his own mind. By the

massiness of the handles he seeks to indicate that

they are intended not simply for show, but for

use in lifting the vase. As any apparent weight

added to the upper part might be inconsistent

with the light and apparently fragile
material

which forms the centre, he has abstained from

introducing into it any more ornament than tie

deemed absolutely necessary ;
coimnced that, m

order to invent new and truly noble forms ot

decoration, we should turn to the inex laustib e

mine of nature, he has sought in natural objects

the ornaments which he has embossed on the

handles and lip.
A work carried out m this

spirit and upon these principles,
and with a consci-

entious care seldom ecpialled,
cannot fail to be an

object of value and interest deserving of mHoui
study.
The tendency of the artist's mind i

* 'V .t

chaste and severe treatment which di

Greek or classic art. One siniplc idea i«;rvailnj

the whole work. Althougli tlierc are four dis-

tinct bas-reliefs, they may bo described a« four

idyls in sculj)ture illustrating one subject, the

hopes and desires of the cliicf types of human
existence—hopes and desires to which a brief aiid

shadowy embodiment is given in our .Ircams--

those of the youth entering upon the gn-at l>attlc

of hfe, burning with its ambitions, thirsting for lU

pleasures: of^ho maiden np..n whom tir^t d.-»wn

the tender joys of love : of the man of li'-'r.

expectant of the fruits of wh.it he hi!.:

sown : and of the man of thought,
y.y^ -^

hope of youth, looking l^eyoml the grave
f^r

the

end, and to immortality for the rcwanl. n
o^h

composition the .beamer occupies the chief v^:^-
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In the first, a young man reclines in deep sleep ;

a maiden bending over liim is abont to press her

lips upon his forehead
;
and lovely female forms

hover above him. This enchanting vision is

interrupted by the calls of war. Mounted on a

fiery horse, and lured on by Fame, who holds a

laurel crown in her hand, he rushes into the fight,

and strives to seize the prize. Unmindful of

blighted hopes that may await him, his ardent

imagination is nourished by the promise of glory,
and he lives, in the words of the jjoet inscribed

beside him, on "this noble food, and envies not

the nectar and ambrosia of the gods." In con-

trast with the dreaming youth is the dreaming
maiden. Her arms thrown back support her

head : her robe has fallen from her snowy bosom.

Above her float figures from dreamland, and in each

she sees herself in some stage of that joyous exist-

ence which her innocent imagination has pictured
to her. Here she adorns her long tresses for the

feast, there she coyly receives the profi"ered gifts

of her lover. Then, a mother, she fondly clasps
her infant to her breast, whilst merry laughing
children dance around her, or cluster at her

knee. A genius standing at her feet places his

finger on his lij) that no sound may disturb these

happy visions, alas ! too soon to fade before the

bitter realities of life.

These bright dreams have passed ; the stern

struggle has begim ; and the ardent, hoping youth
has become the sober man of labour. But he,

too, has his visions to cheer him in his path.
He reclines by the partner of his toil, and dreams
no longer of those tumultuous pleasures which
once beguiled him—of glory earned and ambition
fed—but of the sweeter and more lasting rewards
of his own labour. He has tilled the ground and
sown the seed. Two genii, in a car drawn by
winged boys, bring him triumphantly the produce
of the earth—fruits, corn, and flowers

;
and

others stepping joyously before him bear the
sickles and the golden sheaves new reaped.
The man of thought, in the fourth bas-relief,

sees in his dream the hoped-for reward of those
who toil, not with the hand but with the brain,
for man's instruction and elevation. As he bends
in sleep over his tablets, Fame points heaven-

ward, whilst the forms of the mighty dead rise

before him. He is already crowned with laurel,
and Homer, Virgil, Sappho, and Dante beckon
him to their side. But a genius, holding the crown
of thorns before him, warns him that only through
the valley of grief and of suffering can he reach
the glorious temple of immortality.

Such are the subjects of these sculptured idyls,
as poetically conceived as they are skilfully exe-
cuted. They blend harmoniously together, and
by a thoughtful arrangement of the lines unite

imperceptibly one with the other—a result not of

easy accomplishment, and yet of essential import-
ance to the symmetry of the vase. The themes,
classic in their nature, are treated in a classic

spirit, yet with none of the formality or mannerism
which distinguishes and too frequently degrades
the modern French school of art. The style is

simple, the imitation of nature truthful yet
elevated, reminding us not a little of the great
Italian painters of the fifteenth century. We

might particularly instance the charming gronii of

the youth wooing the maiden in the young girl's

dream, which breathes the spirit of Lippi or of

Boticelli. The draperies are well studied, yet

simple, flowing, and free. In the representation
of the human form, the sculptor, inspu-ed by the

exquisite beauty of the substance with which he
had to deal, has been singularly happy. AVhat
conld be more delicate and lovely than the bosom
of the sleeping girl, which seems to be warm with

Hfe itself ;
more truthful than the brawny and

muscular frame of the man of labour
;

or more

graceful and free than the form of the agUe
youth? The artist has dealt lovingly with a

material the delicious softness and transparency
of whose texture delights the eye and invites

the touch. When we look upon that exquisite
surface in which the poet from the earliest

times has sought his description of female

charms
;
when we watch the vai-jdng play of

lights, and the clear transparent shadows
; we

can scarcely marvel that the greatest sciilptors

of old should have chosen it for the representation
of those gods whose chief attribute, as exalting
them above man, consisted in perfect physical

beauty.
We cannot but admire the skill which M. di

Triqueti has shown in the handling of his mate-
rials. He seems to have the same command over

the ivory and the bronze as over marble—to

understand equally well the capabilities of each.

This knowledge was necessary to enable him to

make his work perfect. There may be some
defects in the vase which are perhaps inherent to

the matei'ial. Were we disposed to criticise where
there are so many beauties and so much jioetry
of conception, we might object to the attempt
at foreshortening in some of the figures

—an

attempt which we believe to be wrong in principle
and unknown in the best age of Greek art. The
efi"ects of shortening in painting are obtained

, by
correct drawing and subtle gradations of colour

and light aud shade, means which are wanting
altogether in sculpture. Of the four compo-
sitions the vision of the young girl pleases lis

most, on the whole, from its simplicity of arrange-
ment and the graceful treatment of the forms,

although the youth's dream is scarcely inferior

to it.

With the Cleopatra and the vase are two other

ivory sculptures : a joyous laughing faun plajdng
the cymbals, poetically conceived, and esjiecially
noticeable for the careful and truthful modelling
of the hiiman form ; and a graceful group of a

Cupid standing at the knee of a young girl, and

whispering to her the first secrets of love, illus-

trating the line of Ovid :

" Nescia quid sit amor, sed et erubuisse decebat."

It is not only the skilful execution, the diffi-

culties overcome, and the novelty of an attempt
to restore an art now almost forgotten, but the

poetic imagination, the refined and graceful
feeling pervading every detail, which mark these
ivories as the work of a tridy gifted artist. We
concur in the convictions which led him to execute

them, and we trust that his hopes may not be

disappointed. A. H. L.
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LAST WEEK.

THE BLOOD EECKOXIXO,

EoTJQUiER TiNA'iLLE usecl to amuso his leisure by
|

the training of canaries. Ilobespierre liked to

have a bouquet of flowers upon his table, which

served as a paper-weight to the lleports of the

Committee of Public Safety. ]\Ir. Thomas Hopley,

F.S.S., who flogged the wretched boy, Cancellor,

to death the other day, at Eastbourne, because

water on the brain dro-svaied his power of learning

the fom- first rules of arithmetic, was a great phi-

lanthropist—a professional
lover of his species—a

man v/ith what they call a mission. Last year,

whilst the skipping-rope was hanging up m his

study, and he was taking pleasant sea-side walks

iip to Beechey Head, with the walking-stick in

his hand with which he afterwards killed poor

Cancellor, he was engaged in hitching together

fine words which were to put aU our social sixes

and sevens to rights.

The world was out of joint. Oh
!_

cursed spite

That ever he was bom to put it right !
;

Hopley, the Humanitarian, gave his little book

the title of

"Wrongs which Cry for Redress."

The word "wrong," in the original, is printed in

capital letters so big, that you would almost fancy

the fellow was about to bring the strong points of

a new-fangled cofl-ee-biggin imder your notice.

He writes for the "Men and Women" of the

United Kingdom ! He says nothing about the

chilcben. He had another way of leading them

to correct opinions upon "solemnly momentous

questions"—such as Practice, and Vulgar frac-

tions. He announces himself to his readers as

"Thomas Hopley, F.S.S., Author of 'Helps towards

the Physical, Intellectual, and Moral Elevation ot all

Classes of Society,' 'Lectures on the Education of

Man,' etc."

The "ete." perhaps points to his doings in the

way of manslaughter—occasion arising. T. H. in

his title-page scorns the old-fashioned plan ot

borrowing a motto from any of the great worthies

of our book-shelves. He boldly quotes himself,

and hoists as his flag a little dirty rag of nonsense

from his own Lecture iii., page 36. The rag is

aU covered with slang ;
the kind of slang which

people talk when they set up in the philanthropy

line, iust as more honest men open a ham and

beef shop. Hopley tells us that
" the true educa-

tionist is the bigot of no political party, o no

class section." When a man keeps a school, he

mieht know that there is no such word in English

as "educationist." It is not so bad to murder

your own language as to kill little boys ;
but still

it is best to write English, even if yon Aog your

scholars to death. The true "educationist ot

the Hopley school must be a very hue tellow.

The Chief Justice who set Hopley to work the

other day amongst our penal serfs couldn t hold a

candle to him. The fight of the
" educationist

is "against cold-heartedness, wherever it exists.

His struggle is against the selfishnes.s of the world.

He casts his eyes around, and whenever he

beholds any infringement of the Creator slaws-

those laws which are ordained to regidate the con-

duct of the human family—whether the infrini^e*

ment be the deed of the wealthy, or the iii

"

the many or the few—" How one \-

the lecturer has got into his stroke ; ho ix lull ot
1

1

what is called " second-wind," and could
;.•

>

mumbling this stuff for hours. Well, "the i

or the few—wJiether it ojf'irl the

by aclimj on tJic liody, or bodil_.

acting on the mind
;

he knows that such m-
fringement must lessen human happiness, and ho

feels it his duty to lift up his voice and say,
' These Ihinijii are rontrtiry to the hurs of do^L'

"

Well done, Thomas Hopley, few of us could
gy

.

off at score in such style as that ; the •world ia

not good enough for men like you. How small i

a poor fellow would have felt now if he h.-ul

gone down to Eastbourne and taken a walk with

the F.S.S. upon the edge of the cliff, and li.stenc<l

to him humming av,-ay at his philanthropy liku ;»

tea-kettle on the hob. How plt-a-sant
it niu-t

be for such a man to sit before his own lire «.!

an evening, and groan over the wicketlnesa of

his fellow-men, until the time comes for ringing

the bell, and saying to Alice Deacon— "
Alice,

my dear, tell Master Cancellor that I should

wish to have the ])leasure of sjieaking with him

in the library !

"
It may be that the " educa-

tionist who is the bigot of no clxss sectmn
"

would then proceed to lessen the sum of hum:i:i

happiness in a way which would make common

people open their eyes pretty wide.

The little book is filled with the grievances of

oppressed milliners and dress-makei-s, ha- :

manufacturers, and others. It is verj- tru'

poor folks have too often a hard time of it ; but

Thomas Hopley and his kind will scarcely mend

matters for them. However, it is a pity the

lawyers who were hancUing his case dovm at

Lewes the other day, did not know what his own

ideas were al)out murderers and murder. At page

15 of "Wrongs which cr>' for Tedress" thero

are these words :_" Fathers and motlur> of Lng-

land, you have no right to place your chil.lrcn, or

to consent to their being placed at any occup-itiooii

whatever which you know must prove destructive

to them. Let your countrj-'s laws .<ay wh d they

may—P'TmJi what they may, the laws of (.-1 in-

struct that if you do so place them, or
cor..s.;nt

to their being so placed, you rank
y-'^l^^' ^^/^^

murderers." What happens when a sc-li.K.lmwtor

flocks a boy to death, and takes two or three houn.

about the work? One scrap more f^m the

"Wrongs, &c.," and we will just bnng Hopley a

acts and his words together. He h.ad U

busy scolding the bleaching and scouring

up one pace and do«-n another for ovcrworK.,,.

the i.oor children. It is strange, now we know

the man for what he is, to see the way in wh.ch

he gloats over the sore.^ and sorrows ot tli

folks- but b.ad as things m.iy bo, 1.

should have been sorrj' to have been a chikl u,

Mr T Hopley-s "Bleaching. Scounng an.l

Finishing Works for Cottons, Wollcns. kc

he had gone into that line of buH.no..... H

ever, wlum he has toM us all about the
.orvf-^t.

and the other pains and aches of the
l^^or

crca-

tures-this humane schoolmaster bu«ts out in

fiery indignation with these words :—

if

How-
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Think of all this, ye apathetic legislators. And
think of this livid and wan child, ye cruel men of

mammon. Her little hands can ply her task no more.

"The spoil is in your houses." Oh! but how dare

you heap up sin on sin ? How dare you with such

spoil establish schools ? What ! you give Bibles to the

workin,^ classes ! you erect churches ! Oh, ye poor
blind guides ! Alas for you, ye poor blind money-

changers ! And can ye not then see yourselves of

those for whom the Saviour made the scourge of cords

to drive you from the presence of his holiness ? Repent

ye : repent ye. Heap no more burning coals upon

your heads. Your churches may stand, your schools

may flourish ;
for even Herod when he slew the inno-

cents, helped on Christ's kingdom ;
but "I say unto

you that except your righteousness exceed the righteous-

ness of Scribes and Pharisees, ye shall in no case enter

into the kingdom." Oh think of it : oh think of it.

Heap no more burning coals upon your heads.
" Who-

soever shall offend one of these little ones which believe

in me, it were better for him that a mill-stone were

hanged about his neck and that he were drowned in

the depth of the sea." Think of it—think of it, ye

worshippers of mammon. " What can it profit you if

you gain the whole world, and lose your own souls ?"

And now just a word or two about the case

itself.

It seems pretty clear by the evidence of the

nurse, Ellen Fowler, and the housemaid, Alice

Deacon, that the beating mnst have continued

about three hours. Yo\ing Cancellor died hard.

Think of this poor stupid fellow, with the water

pressing so heavily upon his brain, that for the life

of him he couldn't make out what happened
when seven and nine were multiplied together,—
and how he was punished becaiise he couldn't

find out. The lawyers say that they coxdd not
have pressed the capital charge against Hopley
with any reasonable hope of a verdict ; but if by
the law of England intentions are inferred from
acts—and if it is proved that a man continued

beating a boj^ for three hours, and death followed,
it looks a good deal like murder. If the school-

master had simply given the boy a good thrash-

ing, and there an end, and the boy had died, there

would have been less to say. As a reasonable

being, he was not bound to know that he was

putting the boj?- in peril of his life. It is another

thing when the torture is kept up for three ho\irs.

"What would the doctors say, if they were asked
the question, "Take any boy at random, of young
Canceller's age, and thrash him for three hours, as

young Cancellor was thrashed, and what would
be the probable—almost the inevitable result ?

"

What a tight hand the brute must have kept
over his household. Here were three women—
Mrs. Hopley ;

the nursemaid, Ellen Fowler
;
and

the housemaid, Alice Deacon—who all heard the
child's screams whilst the Philanthropist was

knocking him about with the walking-stick and

skipping-rope, and yet none of them dared to come
to his help. The nurse slept in the next room to

Cancellor
;
and here is her account of what went

on after the boy had been dragged up to his bed-
room ; this was after midnight.

" I had a clock
in the room, and I got out and looked at it. The
boy kept screaming and crying while he was being
beaten ; but all of a sudden there was a complete
stillness in the room, and about ten minutes after-

wards I heard a slushing"of water, and then some

person went upstairs." This was the murderer,
who had done his work ; yoimg Cancellor was
killed before he had found out the value of seven

times nine. No blame is to be fastened on the

wife because she heljied to wash away the marks
of her husband's bloody work ; but one wonders

how a woman could sit up
"
doing her hair," or

reading a good book, whilst the house was ringing
in the still hour of night with the screams of the

poor boy in his death-agony. The wretch has got
four years of penal servitude before him—a sharji

punishment, but scarcely sharp enough for the

offence.

It is not worth while to dwell on any cases tried

at the recent Assizes which ai-e not in some way
to be distinguished from common murders. But

surely the case of that unfortunate gentleman who
was put in the dock the other day at Lewes for

having given a dose of prussic acid to his mother
deserves more than passing notice. It appeared

very clearly bj' the evidence produced that he was

entirely guiltless, and that he was living on the

most affectionate terms with his mother. He had
been trained to the profession of medicine, and
had prescribed small doses of prussic acid for her,

as she was afHicted with spasms in the stomach.

On the nth of Jvdy he gave her a dose of the

acid, which relieved her suiferings. She went out

for a walk
; and, on her return, as she was still in

pain, he gave her a second dose. In five minutes
she was dead, kiUed by prussic acid. There are

two degrees of strength at which prussic acid is

sold
;
and if your doctor orders you one kind, and

the chemist's boy serves you out the other, the

Lord have mercy on you ! In two or three

minutes you will have done with this troublesome

world. " Great amusement was created in court
"

—that is the usual phrase
—on account of the

answers of the apothecary who sold the j^russic

acid. He did not measure it, but gave what he

considered to be one-fourth part of the bottle.

He seemed to have the haziest ideas as to the

difference between a drop and a minim
;

he
coiddn't tell what was the strength of the acid

which he had sold, although at a venture he would
be inclined to say about four per cent. ;

a pleasant
condition this of the prussic-acid market ! A
patient would not do iU if he told his doctor that

he altogether declined to put his life to the hazard
of such a game of pitch- and-toss.

Althoiigh the case does not fall strictly within
the compass of last week's work, it may not be
amiss to say a few words abovit the Child in the
Well. On the 12th of the present month, Ann
Barker, a servant, was tried before Justice Byles,
at Oxford, for having thrown her child into a well.

At a place called Berrin's Wood, in the parish
of Ipsden, near Henley, there is an old well—
it is now dry—cut in the chalk. It is supposed
to be the handiwork of the Eomans, and is by
measurement 134 feet in depth—and of the uni-

form diameter of three feet three inches. It is

such an outlying curiosity that few people ever

go near the spot from year's end to year's end.

Into this hole Ann Barker dropped her child,
and fled from the spot. You would have sup-

posed there was an end of that child as far as
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this world went. Two days afterwards a black-
smith's apprentice, a stranger in the neighbour-
hood, happened to be at Berrin's Wood. He
met a man named Grace, who was going home
from his work, and the two fell a-talking. Grace
said there was a qixeer old well not far off in

the wood, and as the yoiing blacksmith had not

any particular business on hand, he answered
that he should like to see the place, if the other
woiild show him the way. Most probably, for

months, no one—save Ann Barker— had been
near the spot. When they got to the well the
blacksmith threw a large stone of about two

pounds or three pounds weight down the well,
and they heard it strike the bottom. Grace
next tried his luck, and threw down a smaller

stone ; but this time, instead of the expected
"thud," they heard, or fancied they heard, a child's

cry from the bottom of the well. The twomen acted

with great j ixdgment. In place of flinging any more
stones they kneeled down, and listened, and
soon satisfied themselves that it was not a mistake

;

there really was a living child lying down at the

bottom of that old Roman hole. They went for

roj>es, and first tried to let a lantern down, but it

knoclced against the side of the wall, and went out.

At length they succeeded in rigging up the proper
machinery, and a boy of foiirteen years of age was
let dowai by ropes to the bottom of the well, and
when drawn up again he produced a child, which,
as it was afterwards discovered, had been lying
there for about forty hours. The child was thirteen

months old. Tliough cold, and stiff, and sore, it

soon revived. Grace took it home, and his wife

gave it a iew teaspoonfuls of wine and water, and

then, more judiciously, bread and milk. The
child was afterwards taken to the workhouse, and
is now thiiving and doing well. Keither star-

vation nor exposure, nor the big stone, nor the

port wine, had killed it ; and, as it was pro-
duced in court, it is described as " a fat, healthy,
and handsome child." Here is a scrap from tlio

report :
" The prisoner, during her trial, fell down

from her seat in the dock, and was unable to cast

a look at her infant, who sat smiling in his

nurse's arms, unconscious of his mother's shame."

Her accomit was that she had stumbled against
the stump of a tree, and the child had flown

out of her arms, and so into the well. She was
found "

Guilty," as of right.
The mysterious case of child murder at Eoad is

veiled in deeper mystery than ever. On Friday
last there was a protracted investigation before the

magistrates at Road into the chai-ge against Miss

Constance Kent, the half-sister of the murdered

boy. It will be remembered that the main ground
of suspicion against this young lady rested upon
the disappearance of a night-dress, which was sup-

I'osed to be the one she Imd worn on the night of

the murder. This point now rests as follows :

Sarah Cox, the housemaid in the service of Mr.

Kent, deposed, that on the Monday morning after

the murder she found a night-dress on the landing,

in the place where Miss Constance Kent's night-

dress was usually thrown. This she took, and

counted the linen. As she counted the articles the

Misses Kent entered the numbers in the washing-
book. The night-dress which was lying on the

landing was thrown into the basket with the r
There were three night-dresses iu tlie l)Mket,
of which belonged to Mis.s I-nizabetli Kent.

'

:

was between ten and eleven. The laiindreiw . ..„

for the clothes between twelve ami one. The
basket was left in the lunil>cr-rooin, and the room
was unlocked. Miss Constance came to the Ar^r
of the lumber-room after the clotlies were u.

basket
; and, whilst standing on the lana.:.^

place, asked the nurse to step down stairs and net
her a glass of water. Tlie girl w.ia m*.

'

minute, and when she returned foiuid .'.,

stance standing in the same place. There cer-

tainly docs not seem to have been time iu tlii.s

brief interval for any one to pull a particular
article out of the heap of dirty linen ; but, at tin-

same time, it must be remembered that the basket
was left in the unlocked lumber-room for more
than an hour, during which time Sarali C«x wan
absent at the inquest, while the family were left in

the house. The housemaid was verj- |K(sitive that
she put three night-dresses in the basket, one of

which belonged to Miss Constance. Miss Con-
stance's night-dresses were easily distii.

' ' '

from the other ]\Iiss Kent's, as they 1.

frills, while the others had lace and work. Un
the other hand, Esther Hobbs, the laundress,
swore that she and her daughter examineil the

basket within Ave minutes of their arrival at their

o\ni house, and that there was a dilierence

between the account and the articles of one

night- dress
—

missing. She sent to the house on

discovering its absence, but whether she sent

immediately, or the same evening, or the day
after, is not clearlj- stated. There is an ambiguity
in the report which there may not have been in

the evidence. But she was jiositive that lier

three daughters were present when she examined

the clothes that she broiight from Mr. Kent's, and

all three might have been called if tl!-"-- ''tI

been hope of shaking their mother's t<

The amount of the housemaid's evidence
"

I am certain I put the nightdress of .^^

stance into the basket, but I can't swear it went

out of the house, because I was not in the house

at the time."

There the matter rests for the jircscnt. 'I

were no grounds for detaining the prisoner,

she was discharged on her father's entering into

recognizances of 200/. for her aj)i>earancc if called

upon.
THE LA.ST CRT S.\I>KR.S.

Queen Victoria and I^niis Napoleon are now

about to play over again the jiarts actcil in fonner

daj-s by Richard the Li<>n-Hearted, and \j>ni'
"

Saint. England and France must neoils .i.

the Moslem in Palestine once more, just as they

did five or six centuries ago. We cannot ' •'••

ourselves. All "
i>olitical and diidoniatie

derations," as they are called, niust yield to liio

overwhelming necessity of saving the liven of

those who are att.acked. bccau.se they profcia the

Christian Faith in one form <>r another. If V""

these men in turbans in the act of mnrdri

man with a round hat, and you have a r.

your jiocket, you <lo not stop to .ask your
the effect of your interference will l>c on the r

of the political chess-players at WashingU>n ct



16S OXCE A WEEK. [AcGUsi' 4, 1860.

St. Petersbiirgh,
—but yoii blaze away. The illus-

tration is a fail- one as far as the district of Mount
Lebanon and its neighbourhood are concerned at

the present moment. There may have been mis-

takes, and suspicions upon one side or the other ;

but the fact remains that, ever since the Crimean

War, there has been a deliberate intention upon
the side of the followers of Mahommed to

attack the followers of Christ wherever they

have, or think they have, the upper hand. The

mutiny in India, and the atrocities at Djedda,
were but scenes in this bloody play, and we have

not yet arrived at the fifth act. The government
of the Sultan is one thing, the Mahommedan

population of the Levant, and of the East gene-

rally, another. The Sultan and his advisers have

not the strength, if they have the desire, to

restrain the fierce fanatics of their creed from

deeds of violence. It is stated that the Porte will

decline the intervention of the European powers ;

but intervention must proceed, whether the Porte

acquiesces or no. We have no choice in the

matter—we must needs act, even if the end of our

action be the destruction of the Phantom which

occupies the throne of the companions of the

Prophet and their siiceessor.?. The present
troubles in the Lebanon nominally began in the

first days of May with assassinations and reprisals
betv.-een the Christians and Druses as reported to

Sir H. Bulwer by Consul-Gener.il ISIoore on the

18th of that month
;
but in reality these were but

incidents in the last struggle of Mahommedanism
against Christianity, and the strijggle must be

fought out. This generation wUl live to see the

expulsion of the Tui-ks from Constantinople, what-
ever may be the form of government which may
arise on the ruins of their power. Meanwhile,
who can read vv'ithout indignation the report of

the Tragedy of Hasbeyali, and of the treachery
of Osman Bej^, the Turkish Kaimakam ? After

they had been worsted in their conflict with the

Druses, Osman Bey told the Christians to give

up their arms, and he " would make it a high
point of duty to protect them." They did so in

reliance upon his promise, and he ordered them
to retire within the Serai. On the eighth day, the
Druse sheiks came and had a conference with
Osman Bey. When it was over, he ordered the
Turkish troops to collect the tents and stores in a

place by themselves. When this was done, the
soldiers gathered the Christians together and
drove them oiit into an open space before the

Serai, where the Druses were waiting for them.
Then there was a slaughter, by the side of which
the Cawn^jore ilassacre fades into insignificance.
First there was a voUey from the fire-arms, and
the work was finished up with cold steel. The
number of the slain is reckoned at about eight
hundred. Throughout the whole district these

bloody scenes have been repeated, and now the
wretched Christians of Damascus have suffered the
same fate. Can any miserable jealousies between
France and England stand in the way of retribu-
tion for such acts as these ? Let us not deceive
ourselves. Diplomatic people talk of "putting
pressure

"—that is the phrase—upon the Sidtan,
and compelling him to do the work which must
now be done. He cannot do it if he would.

Khoorshied Pasha's comment upon the whole affair

represents the true failing of the Turks. " Mdda
ma mdda.'" "What is done is done." It is so :

the })ast cannot be recalled, but the future is the

heir-loom of energetid men.

GAKIBALDI.

Why should not the Italians be permitted to

take their own way in their own country ? The
Russian Emperor annoimces that he distinctly

objects to the principle that the people of a

coimtry may choose their own rider. Be it so.

The objection smacks of the North Pole, and will

scarcely be held as of much weight in regions
where the intellect of the human race stands at a

little above 32° of Fahrenheit. We Englishmen
find no fault -with, the principle. Our forefathers

upon more than one occasion acted on it, although
it is true that in 1688 the appearance of Dutch
William on the scene enabled them to reconcile

traditions with realities to a certain extent. If

the French Emperor disputes it, he must in con-

science make way for the Duke of Bordeaux. As
a question of policy, and looking to the future

destinies of the tribes and nations which live

about the Eastern shores of the jMediterranean,
the resurrection of Italian power woidd seem to

be a great thing for the world. At present the

knot cannot be untied. Constantinople is a bone of

contention, and England, France, and Russia are

growling roxind it like three angry dogs. Possibly,
the re-ap]ieai"ance on the scene of a Power which was

supreme in the Mediterranean in former days might
help us to a solution of the enigma. The interest

of England in the matter is but to secure a free

thoroughfare to India. We cannot afford to let

Russia or France stop the way. The one is dream-

ing of Asiatic conquests, the other never pauses
in its design of converting the Mediterranean into

a French lake. The Italian peninsula, could it be

purged of its priests and Austrian Satraps, woidd
be an efficient make-weight amongst these oppos-

ing forces. Garibaldi is the man who is just now

doing the work of the human race, whoever may
be doing the work of the diplomatists and politi-

cians. He is at a critical period of his fortimes.

Most probably the citadel of Messina is to be

taken from Naples. All reports from Naples seem
to imply that the Royal power is but as a dead
leaf in autumn, blown hither and thither in the

swirls and eddies which come before the storm
breaks. Coimt Cavour thinks that it is best to

make sure of Sicily, and leave the young Bour-
bon tiger-cub to another spell of power on the

mainland. The people of Naples have had such
bitter experience of how others of his race visit

upon their people the crime of belief in Royal pro-

mises, that it is scarcely probable they wdl try
the experiment a fourth time. It is not a qvies-
tion in which England ought to interfere, or to

tolerate the interference of others. We had long
since broken off diplomatic intercourse with

Naples on the ground that the conduct of the late

King of Najjles to his subjects was a scandal to

humanity. The cruelties of the son equal, if they
do not exceed the cruelties of the father. If we
would not help a people against their King, why
shoulil we help a King against his people ?



^-'^ ''•''''' EVAl
^^AERmOTON; oh. HE WOULD BE A GENTLE.UN.

EVAN HARRINGTON
; oh, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

169

CHAPTER XXXIII. THE HERO TAKES HI8 R.VNK IX
THE ORCHESTRA.

The Countess was not in her dressing-room
when Evan presented himself. She was in

attendance on Mrs. Bonner, Conning said
;
and

the primness of Conning was a thing to have
been noticed by anyone save a dreamy youtli
in love. Conning remained in the room, keeping
distinctly aloof. Her duties absorbed her, but
a presiding thought mechanically jerked back
her head from time to time : being the mute
form of, "Well, I never!" in Conning's rank
of life and intellectual capacity. EA'au remained

quite still in a chair, and Conning was cer-

tainly a number of paces beyond susiiicion,
when the Countess appeared, and hurling at

the maid one of those feminine looks whicli con-

tain huge quartos of meaning, vented the cold

query :

"
Pray, why ilid you not come to mo, as yon

I were commanded ?
"

I

" I was not aware, my lady," Conning drew
ii]>

to repl}', and pcrfonned with her i-yes a lofty

rejection of tiie volumo cas^t at her, and a tl»rf.it I'l

several for ofTcnsive operations, if need were.

j

The Countess .spoke nean-r to wliat she wx-i

I implying :
" You know I object to this : it iii not

the first time."
" A\'ould your ladyship please to say wliat your

! ladyship means ?"

! In return for this insolent challenfo to tliP'.v

off the mask, the Countess felt jn.^tilicd in jmihi-;

ing her by being explicit. "Your in^

are not of yesterday," she said, kiniii\ : <^

use of a word of double signification 8tiil.

" Thank you. my lady." Connin '".
word in its blackest meaning.

"
I .

I you. It your ladyship is to be bclievwi, my

VOL. til. No. 69.
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character is not worth much. But I ccm make
distinctions, my hady."

Something vcrj' like an altercation was continued

in a sharp, brief undertone ; and then Evan,

waking up to the affairs of the hour, heard

Conning say :

' '
I shall not ask your ladj'ship to give me a

character."

The Countess answering, with pathos : "It

would, indeed, be to give you one."

He was astonished that the Countess should

burst into tears when Conning had departed, and

yet more so that his effort to console her should

bring a bolt of wrath upon himself.
" Now, Evan, now see what you have done for

lis—do, and rejoice at it. The very menials

insult us. You heard what that creature said ?

She can make distinctions. Oh ! I coiild beat her.

They know it : all the servants know it : T can

see it in their faces. I feel it when I pass them.

The insolent wretches treat us as impostors ; and

this Conning—to defy me ! Oh ! it comes of my
devotion to you. 1 am properly chastised. I

passed Rose's maid on the stairs, and her rever-

ence was barely perceptible."
Evan murmured that he was sorry, adding,

foolishly : "Do you really care, Louisa, for what
servants think and say ?

"

The Countess sighed deeply;
" Oh I you are

too thick-skinned ! Your mother from top to

toe ! It is too dreadful ! What have I done to

deserve it ? Oh, Evan, Evan !

"

Her head droj^ped in her lap. There was some-

thing ludicrous to Evan in this excess of grief on

account of such a business ; but he was tender-

hearted, and wrought upon to declare that,

whether or not he was to blame for his mother's

intrusion that afternoon, he was ready to do what
he could to make up to the Countess for her

sufferings : whereat the Countess sighed again :

asked him what he jiossibly could do, and doubted
his willingness to accede to the most trifling

request.
" No ;

I do in verity believe that were I to

desire you to do aught for your own good alone,

you would demur. Van."
He assured her that she was mistaken.
" We shall see," she said.

"And if, once or twice, I have run counter to

you, Louisa—"

"Abominable language!" cried the Countess,

stopping her ears like a child. "Do not excruciate

me so. You laugh ! JSIy goodness ! what will

you come to !

"

Evan checked his smile, and, taking her hand,
said : "I must tell you—think what you will of

me—I must tell you, that, on the whole, I see

nothing to regret in what has happened to day.
You may notice a change in the manners of the
servants and some of the country squiresses, but
I find none in the bearing of the real ladies, the
true gentlemen, towards me. "

"Because the change is too fine for you to

perceive it," interposed the Countess.
"
Rose, then, and her mother, and her father ?"

Evan cried impetuously.
" As for Lady Jocelyn !

"
the Countess shrugged :

" and Sir Franks !

" her head shook : "and Rose,

Rose is simply self-willed ;
a ' she will

'

or ' she

won't
'

sort of little person. No criterion ! Hence-

forth the world is against us. AVe have to struggle
with it : it does not rank us of it !

"

' ' Your feeling on the point is so exaggerated,

my dear Louisa," said Evan,
" one can't bring

reason to your ears. The tattle we shall hear we
shall outlive. T care extremely for the good

opinion of men, but I prefer my own ; and I do

not lose it becaiise my father was in trade."

"And your own name, Evan Harrington, is on

a shop," the Countess struck in, and watched him

severely from imder her brow, glad to mark that

he could still blush.
"
Oh, Heaven I

"
she wailed to increase the

effect, "on a shop ! a brother of mine I

"

"Yes, Louisa, it is so. It may not last ....
I did it—is it not better that a son should blush,

than ca.st dishonour on his father's memory ?
"

" Ridiculous boy-notion !

"

' ' Rose has pardoned it, Louisa—cannot you ?

I find that the naturally vulgar and narrow-

headed people, and cowards who never forego
mean advantages, are those only who would con-

demn me and my conduct in that."

"And you have joy in your fraction of the

world left to j-ou !

" exclaimed his female-elder.

Changing her manner to a winning softness,

she said : "Let me also belong to the very small

party ! You have been really romantic, and most

generous and noble ; only the shop smells ! But,

never mind, promise me j'ou will not enter it."

"
I hope not," said Evan.

"You do hope that you will not officiate?

Oh, Evan ! the eternal contemplation of gentle-
men's legs ! think of that ! Think of yourself

sculptured in that attitude ! A fine yoimg
man !

"

Innumerable little pricks and stings shot over

Evan's skm.
" There—there, Louisa !

" he said, impatiently ;

"
spare your ridicule. We go to London to-

morrow, and when there I expect to hear that I

have an appointment, and that this engagement
is over." He rose and walked up and down the

room.

"I shaU not be prepared to go to-morrow,"
remarked the Countess, drawing her figure up
stiffly.

"Oh ! well, if you can stay, Andrew wiU take

charge of you, I dare saj'."

"No, my dear, Andrew will not—a nonentity
cannot—you must."

"Impossible, Louisa," said Evan, as one who

imagines he is uttering a thing of little conse-

quence. "I promised Rose."
' ' You promised Rose that you would abdicate

and retire ? Sweet, loving girl !

"

Evan made no answer.
"You will stay with me, Evan."
" I really can't," he said in his previous careless

tone.

"Come and sit down," cried the Countess,

imperiously.
' ' The first trifle is refused. It

does not astonish me. I will honour you now
by tallving seriously to you. I have treated you
hitherto as a child. Or, no—"

she stopped her

mouth ;

"
it is enough if I tell you, dear, that



poor Mrs. Bonner is dying, and that she desires

my attendance on her to refresh her si)irit with

readings on the Prophecies, and Scriptural con-

verse. No other sold in the house can so soothe

her."
" Then stay," said Evan.

"Unprotected in the midst of enemies!

Truly !

"

"I think, Louisa, if you can call Lady
Jocelyn an enemy, you must read the Scriptures

by a false light."
" The woman is an utter heathen !

"
interjected

the Countess. "An infidel can he no friend.

She is therefore the reverse. Her opinions em-
bitter her mother's last days. But now you will

consent to remain with me, dear Van !

"

An implacable negative responded to the urgent

appeal of her eyes.

"By the way," he said, for a diversion, "did

you know of a girl stoi)ping at an inn in Fal-

lowfield •>.

"

" Know a barmaid ?" the Countess left her eyes
and mouth wide at the question.

" Did you send Kaikes for her to-day ?
"

" Did Air. Raikes—ah, Evan ! that creature

reminds me, you have no sense of contrast. For

a Brazilian ape he resembles, if he is not truly
one—what contrast is he to an English gentle-
man ! His proximity and acquaintance

—rich as

he may be—disfigure you. Study contrast !

"

Evan had to remind her tliat she had not

answered him: whereat she exclaimed: "One
would really think you had never been abroad.

Have you not evaded me, rather ?
"

The Countess commenced fanning her languid

brows, and then pursued: "Now, my dear

brother, I may conclude that you will acquiesce
in my moderate wishes. You remain. My ve-

nerable friend cannot last three days. She is on

the brink of a better world ! I will confide to

you that it is of the utmost importance we shoidd

be here, on the spot, until the sad termination !

That is what I summoned yon for. You are

now at liberty. Ta-ta as soon as you please."
She had baffled his little cross-examination

with regard to Mr. Bailees, but on the other

point he was firm. She would listen to nothing :

she affected that her mandate had gone forth,

and must be obeyed ; tapped with her foot, fanned

deliberately, and was a consummate queen, till he

turned the handle of the door, when her complexion

deadened, she started up, trembling and ti-ipping

towards him, caught him by the arm, and said :

"Stop ! After all that I have sacrificed for you ! As
well try to raise the dead as a Dawley from the dust

he grovels in ! Why did I consent to visit this

place? It was for you. I came, I heard that

you had disgraced yourself in drunkenness at

Fallowfield, and I toiled to eclipse that, and I

did. Young Jocelyn thought you were what

you are : I could spit the word at you ! and I

dazzled him to give you time to win this minx,

who will spin you like a top if you get her.

That Mr. Forth knew it as well, and tliat vile

young Laxley. They are gone ! Why are they

gone ? Because they thwarted me—they crossed

your interests—1 said they should go. George

ijploft is going to-day. Tlie house is left to us
;

and I believe firmly that Mrs. Boiukt'h will con-
tains a memento of the effect of (.iir frequent
religious conversations. So you would k-ave now T

I suspect nobody, but we are all hiiinan, and
wills would not have been tampered with for the
first time. Besides," and the CountesH's iniaj^tua-
tion wanned till she addressed her br '

.. a

confederate,
" we shall then see to wli . y

Court is bequeathed. Either way it may he youni.
Yours, and you sufi'er their plots to drive you
forth. Do you not perceive that mama wan

brought here to-day on purpose to 8ha .ml

cast us out ? We are surrounded Ijy r »,

but if our faith is pure who can hurt us r If I

had not that consolation—would that you had it,

too !
—would it be endurable to me to see those

menials whispering and showing their forced

respect? As it is, lam fortified to forgive them. I

breathe another atmosphere. Oh, Evan ! you did

not attend to Mr. Parsley's beautiful last senuon.
The Church should have been your vocation."

From vehemence the Countess had subsided to

a mournful gentleness. She had been too excited

to notice any changes in her brother's face during
her speech, and when he turned from the door,

and still eyeing her fixedly, led her to a chair, she

fancied from his silence that she had subdued and

convinced him. A delicious sense of her power,
succeeded by a weary reHection that she ha<l con-

stantly to emploj' it, occupied her mind, and

when presently she looked up from the shade of

her hand, it was to agitate her head pitifidly at

her brother.
" All this you have done for me, Iy)ui8a," he

said.

"Yes, Evan,—all 1

"
she fell into his tone.

"And you are the cause of Laxley's going?
Did you know anything of that anonymous
letter ?

"

He was squeezing her hand—with grateful affec-

tion, as .she was deluded to imagine.

"Perhaps, dear,—a little," her conceit promptetl

her to admit.

"Did you write it?"

He gazed intently into her eyes, and as the

question shot like a javelin, she tried ineffectually

to disengage her fingers ;
her delusion wane<l : she

took fright, but it was too Lite ;
he had struck the

truth out of her before she could spe.ik. Her

spirit writhed like a snake in his hold. Innume-

ral)lc things she was ready to say, and strove to ;

the words would not form on her lips.

" I will be answered, Ixiuisa."

The stern imperious manner he ha<l assumed

gave her no hope of eluding him. With an inwanl

gasp, and a sensation of nakedness .iltogether new

to her, dismal, and alarming, she f.lt tliat she

could not lie. Like a creature fors.ikon of her

staunchest friend, she could have flung herself to

the fioor. The next instant her natural courage

restored her. She jumped up and 8too«l at bay.

"Yes. 1 did."

And now he was weak, and she was strong,

and tised her strength.
"

I wrote it to save you. Yes. Call on your

Creator, an<l be my jtulge, if you dare. Srvcr.

never will you meet a soul more utterly dcvotwl to

you, Evan. This Mr. Forth, this L.-wley, I tajd.
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should go, because tliey -were resolved to ruin

j^ou, and make yon base. They are gone. The

responsibility I take on myself. Nightly—
during the remainder of my days—I will pray for

pardon.
"

He raised his head to ask sombrely : "Is your
handwriting like Laxley's ?

"

"It seems so," she answered, with a pitiful
sneer for one who coidd arrest her exaltation to

inquire about minutia?. "Eight or wrong, it is

done, and if you choose to be my judge, think

whether your o\\^l conscience is clear. Why did

yon come here ? Why did you stay ? You have

your free will,
—do you deny that ? Oh, I will

take the entire blame, but you must not be a

hjq^ocrite. Van. You know you were aware. We
had no confidence. I was obliged to treat you like

a child
;
but for yon to pretend to suppose that

roses grow in your path—oh, that is paltry ! You
are a hypocrite or an imbecile, if that is yoiir
course."

Was he not something of the former? The
luxurious mist in which he had been living, dis-

persed before his sister's bitter words, and, as she

designed he shoiild, he felt himself her accom-

plice. But, again, reason struggled to enlighten
Mm

; for surely he would never have done a

thing so disproportionate to the end to be gained !

It was the unconnected action of his brain that
thus ad^^sed him. No thoroughly-fashioned, clear-

spirited man conceives wickedness im[)ossible to

him : but wickedness so largely mixed with folly,
the best of us may reject as not among our temp-
tations. Evan, since his love had dawned, had

begun to talk with his own nature, and though
he knew not yet how much it woidd stretch or

contract, he knew that he was weak and could not

perform moral wonders \\ithout severe struggles.
The cynic may add, if he likes—or without potent
liquors.

Could he be his sister's judge ? It is daugeroiis
for young men to be too good. They are so sweep-
ing in their condemnations

; so sublime in their con-

ceptions of excellence, and the most finished
Puritan cannot ont-do their demands upon frail

humanity. Evan's momentary self-examination
saved him from this, and he told the Countess,
with a soi't of cold compassion, that he himself
dared not blame her.

His tone was distinctly wanting in admiration
of her, but she was somewhat over-wrought, and
leaned her shoulder against him, and became im-

mediately his affectionate, only too-zealous, sister
;

dearly to be loved, to be forgiven, to be prized :

and on condition of inserting a special petition for

pardon in her orisons, to live with a calm con-

science, and to be allowed to have her own way
with him during the rest of her days.

It was a happy union—a ])icture that the
Countess was lured to admire in the glass.

Sad that so smaU a murmur shoidd destroy it

for ever !

" What ?

arm.

"Go?'" she emphasised with the hardness of
determined unbelief, as if plucking the words, one
by one, out of her reluctant ears. " Go to Lady
Jocelyn, and tell her I ivrole. the letter ?

"

cried the Countess bursting from his

" You can do no less, I fear," said Evan,

eyeing the floor and breathing a deej) breath.
' ' Then I did hear you correctly ? Oh, you must

be mad—idiotic ! There, pray go away, Evan.
Come in the morning. You are too much for my
nerves."

Evan rose, putting out his hand as if to take

hers and plead with her. She rejected the first
'

motion, and repeated her desire for him to leave

. her ; saying, cheerfully :

I

" Good night, dear, I dare say we shan't meet
'

till the morning."
i

" You can't let this injustice continue a single

night, Louisa? "
said he.

,

She was deep in the business of arranging a

I portion of her attire.

j

" Go—go ; please," she responded.

Lingering, he said :
" If 1 go, it will be straight

to Lady Jocelyn."
She stamped angrily.
"
Onhj go !

" and then she found him gone, and
she stooped lower to the glass to mark if the

recent agitation were observable under her eyes.

There, looking at herself, her heart dropped
heavily in her bosom. She ran to the door and
hiirried swiftly after Evan, pidling him back

speechlessly.
" Where are you going, Evan ?

"

"To Lady -Jocelyn."
The imhai^py vactim of her devotion stood

panting.
' ' If you go, I—I take poison !

"

It was for him now to be struck ; but he was

suffering too strong an anguish to be susceptilde
to mock tragedy. The Countess paused to study
him. She began to fear her brother. " I will !

"

she reiterated wildly, without mo\nng him at all.

And the quiet inflexibility of his face forbade the

ultimate hope which lies in giving men a dose of

hysterics when they are obstinate. She tried by
taunts and angry vituperations to make him look

fierce, if but an instant, to precipitate her into an
exhibition she was so well prepared for.

' ' Evan ! what ! after all mj'^ love, my confidence

in you—I need not have told you—to expose us !

Brother ? would you ? Oh !

"

' '
I will not let this last another hour,

"
said Evan,

firmly, at the same time seeking to caress her.

She spurned his fruitless affection, feeling, never-

theless, how cruel was her fate
;

for with any
other save a brother she had arts at her disposal
to melt the manliest resolutions. The glass
showed her that her face was pathetically pale ;

the tones of her voice were rich and harrowing.
What did they avail with a brother ?

"Promise me," she cried eagerly, "promise me
to stop here—on this spot

—till I return."

The promise was extracted. The Coimtess went
to fetch Caroline.

Evan did not count the minutes. . One thought
was mounting in his brain—the scorn of Rose.

He felt that he had lost her. Lost her when he
had just won her! He felt it, wathout realising
it. The first blows of an immense rrief are dull,

and strike the heart through wool, as it were. The
belief of the young in their sorrow has to be

flogged into them, on the good old educational

principle. Could he do less than this he was
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about to do ? Rose had -wedded her noble nature

to him, and it was as much her spirit as his own
that urged him thus to forfeit her, to be worthy
of her by assuming unv.'orthincss. There lie sat,

neither conning over his determination nor the

cause for it, revolving Rose's words about Laxley,
and nothing else. The words were so sweet and
so bitter ; every now and then the heavy smiting
on his heart set it qui\ oring and leaping, as the

whip starts a jaded horse.

Meantime the Countess was participating in a

witty conversation in the drawing-room with .Sir

John and the Duke, Miss Current, and others
;

and it was not till after she had displayed many
graces, and, as one or two ladies presumed to con-

sider, marked effrontery, that she rose and drew
Caroline away with her. Returning to her dres-

sing-room, she found that Evan had faithfully

kept his engagement ;
he was on the exact spot

where she had left him.

Caroline came to him swiftly, and put her hand
to his forehead that she might the better peraise

his featiires, saying in her mellow caressing voice :

' ' What is this, dear Van, that you will do ? Why
do you look so wretched ?

"

"Has not Louisa told yoii ?
"

" She has told me something, dear, but T don't

know what it is. That you are going to expose
us ? What further exposure do we need ? I'm

sure, Van, my pride
—what I had—is gone. I

have none left !

"

Evan kis?ed her brows warmly. An explana-

tion, full of the Countess's passionate outcries of

justification, necessity, and innocence in higher
than fleshly eyes, was given, and then the three

were silent.

"But, Van," Caroline commenced, depreca-

tingly,
' '

mjr darling ! of what iise—now ! Whether

right or wrong, why shoidd you, why should you,
when the thing is done, dear ?—think !

"

" And you, too, would let another suffer under

an unjust accusation ?
"

said Evan.
"
But, dearest, it is surely your duty to think

of your family first. Have we not been aftlicted

enough ? Why should you lay us under this fresh

burden ?
"

' ' Because it's better to bear all now than a life

of remorse," answered Evan.
' ' But this Mr. Laxley—I cannot pity him

;
he

has behaved so insolently to you throughout ! Let

him suffer."

"Lady Jocelyn," said Evan,
" has been unin-

tentionally unjust to him, and after her kindness

—
apart from the right or \\Tong

—I will not—I

can't allow her to continue so."

"After her kindness!" echoed the Countess,

who had been fuming at Caroline's weak expostu-

lations. " Kindness ! have I not done ten times

for these Jocelyus what they have done for us ?

mon Dieu ! why, I have bestowed on them the

membership for Fallowfield : I have saved her

from being a convicted liar this very day. Worse !

for what would have been talked of the morals of

the house, supposing the scandal. Oh ! indeed 1

Avas tempted to bring that horrid mad Captain

into the house face to face with his flighty doll of

a wife, as I, perhaps, shordd have done, acting by
the dictates of my conscience. I lied for Lady

Jocelyn, and handed the man to a lawyer, uli.,

withdrew him. And this they owe to me! Kiuil-
ness ? they have given us bed and Iward, ao the

people say. I have repaid them for that."
"
Pray be silent, Louisa," said Evan, frr-ttine- »ip

hastily, for the sick sensation Ruse 1.-.

enced came over him. His Hister's
j

, .. .-

untruth, her coarseness, clung to him and swni'-d

part of his blood. He now liad a peruon.d d •.in-

to cut himself loose from the wretclidl «ntaiii;i«;-

ment revealed to him, whatever it cost.

"Are you really, truly going?" Caroline ex-

claimed, for he was near the door.
" At a quarter to twelve at niglit I" SI

'

',.•

Countess, still imagining that he, lik :,

must be partly acting.
"
But, Van, is it—dearest, think !

—is it manly
for a brother to go and tell of his sister? And
how would it look ?

"

Evan smiled. " Is it that tliat makes you
imhapi)y ? Louisa's name will not be mentioned—be sure of that."

Caroline was stooping for«'ard to him. Her

figure straightened : "flood Heaven, Evan! you
are not going to take it on yourself ? Rose !

—she

will hate you."
" God help me !" he cried internally.
"
Oh, Evan, darling! e aisider, reflect !" She

fell on her knees, catching his hand. "
It i«

worse for us that you should suffer, dearest !

Think of the dreadfid meanness and baseness of

what you M'ill have to acknowledge."
" Yes !" sighed the youth, and liis eyes, in hu

extreme pain, turned to the Countess repi-oach-

fully.
"
Think, dear," Caroline hurried on,

" he gains

nothing for whom you do this—you lose all. It

is not your deed. You will have to speak an

untruth. Your ideas are \vrong
—wrong, I know

they are. You will have to lie. But if yoii are

silent, the Uttle little blame that may .-ittach t.-

us will pass away, and we shall be happy in scein.:

our brother happy."
" You are talking to Evan as if he had religion,

'

said the Countess, with steady scdateness. .\nd

at that moment, from the sublimity of his pagan

virtue, the young man groaned for some puro

certain light to guide him : the question whether

he was about to do rigiit made him we.ik. He

took Caroline's head between his two hands, and

kissed her mouth. The act brought R.>se to his

senses insufferably, and she—his goddess of truth

and his sole guiding light—spiirred him afn.di.

"The dishonour of my family, Car.iHiie. i

mine, and on me the iml.lic burden of it reJ«tji.

Say nothing more—don't think of mc. T v.ill not

be" moved from what I have resolved. I go t<>

Lady Jocelyn to-night. To-morrow we ]<^^v>\

and there's the end. Louis.-*, if you h.ivr .any

new schemes for my welfare, I beg you to renounce

them." „
"Gratitude I never expected from a Dawley .

the Countess rctortetl.

" Oh, Louisa ! he is going !

"
cried Carohnc ;

" kneel to him with mc : 8t<.p him : Rose loves him,

and he is going t<« make her haU" him."

"You cant talk re:u»<>n to one who's mad.

said the Countess, more like the Dawley she
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sprang from than it would have pleased her to

know.
" My darling ! My own Evan ! it will kill me,"

Caroline exclaimed, and passionately imploring

him, she looked so hopelessly beantiful, that Evan

was agitated, and caressed her, while he said

softly :

" Where oiir honour is not involved I

woiild submit to your smallest wish."
" It involves my life—^my destiny !" mui-miired

Caroline.

Could he have known the double meaning in

her words, and what a saving this sacrifice of

his was to accomplish, he would not have

turned to do it feeling abandoned of heaven and

earth.

The Countess stood rigidly as he went forth.

Caroline was on her knees, sobbing.
" The dishonour of my family is mine, and on

me the burden of it rests."

That was the chant that rose in Caroline's

bosom.
(To be continued.)

THE MONTHS.

The general notion that the seaside is superla-

tively charming in September and October has

probably arisen from the circumstance that the

order of persons who utter their feelings in print
seldom go to the sea except in those months.

Literary London, as well as political and fashion-

able London, takes its holiday in the autumn ;

and when it tells of its rambles, it describes the

scenery of autumn. My household have enjoyed
seaside pleasures diuing all the months between

April and November
; and we agree in preferring

to sjjend the long days and the warmest weather
amidst the inexhaustible pursuits and the fresh

breezes of a fine coast. The Midsummer days are

not too long for what we have to do
;
and the

dog-days are not too oppressive to persons who
love bathing and perjietual dabbling in the waves,
and discovering the coolest recesses of caverns in

the cliffs. On a flat shore, wdiere there are

breadths of deep sand to cross to reach the sea,

and no heights from which to survey a great

expanse of waters, and to hail the breezes, and
from which no shadows are cast below, the

stormiest season must be the grandest. I have

enjoyed a November walk on such a shore, amidst

the steady roll of the gathering waves, and the

dash of the sj^ray, and the thunderous beat of the

waters upon the land. I well know the pleasures
of amber-gathering after an autumnal storm ;

but

these are the excejitional treats of seaside life.

The regular and constant delights of the coast are

in their prime three months earlier. As I have

before said, we go in July, and return home for

the autumn pri\aleges of country life. We have
the comfort of peace and quiet during oiir holiday,
and meet, as we dejiart, the thi'ongs who are
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hurrying to take possession of our haunts. We are

grateful to them for not having arrived before. i

This year we are on the pilchard coast, accord-
[

ing to promise. It is pleasant to see the opening
of the herring fishery, and to go out for the night
to get the first tish

; but it is a dilfcrent thiug
from being on the Cornish coast in pilchard season.

The sea is like a ditfereut object, as seen from
St. Agnes Bay in the west and Yarmouth Denes
in the east. Here we have a horizon line so high
that, when the sun is behind lis in the early

morning, the depth of the blue is as refreshing to

the eye as the gi-een vales seen from a mountain

top, while the prodigious distance at which we
can descry a white sail is a delicious marvel. We
spend the early mornings on one or another of

those high downs, being careful then and through-
out the day never to be long out of sight of the

Beacon, lest we shoidd miss the approach of the

pilchards. Beside the Beacon there is a patrol, as

also on headlands north and south, and many eyes
are turned up towards them from dawn to twilight.
And when the flag is waved at last, what a scene

it is upon the shore ! We are usually on the spot
in the shortest possible time from the first wave
of the flag, and the signals of the watchmen show
us where to look. There it is, that peculiar light
on or in the water caused by the shoal of glistening
fish ! It is very far off yet

—very far out, we
should say ;

but we are told that the shallow

waters will tempt the fish in, to meet their doom.

The silent bustle below is very strange to unac-

customed eyes, the thronging to the beach, the

stowing the gear, and then the launching of the

boats without an unnecessary sound. This is why
there is a flag instead of a gun signal, that the

shoal may not take alarm. The very infants

learn not to scream at the bustle, or the boys to

shout. Very gently the men paddle and dip their

oars ; and very smoothly they seem to glide to

their position ahead of the shoal. One in each

boat stiU gazes up at the Beacon for direction.

The excitement of the hour is prodigious, and all

the more contagious for Avorkiug in dumb show.

If the fate of the nation hung on that hour the

solemnity could hardly be greater. And who can

wonder? If the shoal shoidd slip by unseen,

while the people were asleep, or at church, or if it

should be startled from its course, the Catholic

towns along the Mediterranean would be disap-

pointed of thirty thousand barrels of their Lent

diet, and the coast popidation of Cornwall would

miss their yearly gains, and be in desjiair how to

pass the winter. At best, times are not so good
as they were. The Catholic nations do not keep
Lent as formerly ;

and from one cause or another

the fishery falls off, and there must be no further

loss from preventible accident. But what a sight

it is, even when the old men are saying it is

nothing to what it once was ! When the boats

come heavily in, loaded to the gunwale with the

shining heaps of fish, where can there be a stronger

illustration of plenty ! If we could liiid some

higher headland, whence we might survey the

whole coast, we should descry a thousand boats,

each with its three or four men and boys, and

thousands of women and girls ou shore, busy

cleaning, salting, and pickling,
— very happy

amidst the heat and the oily amell. aiid n\)ecn-
lating on a happy return of the e8caiK.-a p.art of
the shoals in November. In the .1 a,.

keep clear of the curing department. /..h
from the l)reezy headland, and we go «lown to mo
the first boatloads, and witness the joy. After
that, the less seen of tlie iiiicharda the better, till

they appear as popular food in various partH of

the world. It will soon api)ear whether the new
government at Naples will allow the Xe.ipoUtan8
to buy our jiilchards as they once did. It in \hjh-
sible that it miglit answer Ijetter to iw to keep a

good deal of our lish at home this jiarticular year,
when meat is out of the (juestion for a large pro-
portion of the working-classes ; but that is a (juea-
tion which will not be settled before the autumn.

It seems strange to .see the August sun «hine

u])on, not the harvest- field, but the h.ay-lield ; but
such a spectacle is not uncommon in Cornwall,

any more than in Cimiberland. In \Hith, the con-

densing apparatus of mountains makes tli'

late, wide apart as they lie. While il-

the appearances of the montlis, I often foci how
extensive are the deviations from rule, as wo
understand it. In this very matter of the hay-
harvest,—I have seen it going on from the begin-

ning of April to the end of October. -Any tra-

veller who is fortunate enough to sec Switzerland

in April enjoys a feature of the Aliis which lat<-r

tourists miss. To them there is no motion among
those mighty masses except the waterfalls ;

whereas he sees expanses of rippling grass, dis-

closing the passage of the winds. In the hot

rock-bound valleys, the meadows are mown in

April ;
and the scythe mounts higher and higher,

till the last coarse upland hay is carried, just

before our English mo\ring begins. In our north-

ern counties, the grass is seldom all carried in

August ;
and sportsmen who spend their autumn

in Scotland see more or less hay still courting tin-

sun and wind in the last days of Octolier, which

are there so brilliant. In one year I have known

this to be the process of successive haymakinj^'s

between Venice and Inverness.

The spirit of improvement is, however, bringin!;

my countrymen into obedience to the »o.i.H..n><,

even in the remote jilaces of our islands. Kven ii>

Cornwall the farmers and tiie miners t.olk of .i.^r:-

cultural shows, and can take to heart what a!"^'

\ them most. Skirting and cros-^ing their Ivan-

dreary downs there are rich valleys and .

where one meets the rural sights and soun.i '

Old England; and in the most sunny and mm 1

tered of these we find that it is really Augmrt.

The women and children are gi%-ing the
'- '

thinning to the turnips. There is groat rrj...

!
at the disappearance of tlie bl.ack c.-iteri'il-'r.

which had made skeletons of half a tield of r- -t

plants, when a v;ist fkick of starlings .alightctl

ujiou it, and left all clean when i'

: We see the cottagers trimming tlie s

in their gardens, and putting in kaK' or cal>i>acc

wherever there is a spare foot of gn)nnd for it.

We see the boys going after w.-iap-^'-ncsta
in the

evening,
—

partly to s.ive the fruit fmm «'
'

ravages, and partly for the sake of the mom-,

fishermen will give for the grubs; but ch •

;.

perhaps for the fun. It is not gootl fun if Ui.
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is imperfectly done ; for tlie stings given imder the

circumstances are veiy fierce : but if the gun-

powder is made to dart and fizz properly into the

nest, and if the sulphurous vapour is properly
shut in, so as to disable the old wasjis, the adven-

ture is a pretty one. The gleam of the candle on

the faces round the hole or the covert where
the nest is, the solemnity of carrying the squib, and

the reserve of powder ;
the waving of the boughs

which everybody carries for defence, make up
quite a spectacle, gi-andly concluded by the bring-

ing home of the prize when there is one. For

my jiart, I shall always henceforth carry a

bottle of sal volatile to ajiply to the sting on

such occasions ;
for there is usually some awkward

or timid boy who gets stung, and comes home
in a fever of fright and pain which is not likely

to improve his skill and courage next time.

I advise the same j^recaution to all whom I see

collecting their honey. The bees make good

profit of the wilds and uplands, it is clear. They
go high and far for the sweets of the heather ;

and pretty is the sight of the rows of hives in the

warm dells below. The practice of taking the

honey by opiating the bees with a smouldering

fungus seems to be spreading wherever the en-

lightened practice of not smoking at all remains

to be learned. The old brimstone is seldom heard

of now, I believe ; and the common spectacle is

of a man carrying the great knob of fungus on
the end of a stick, by which it is to be made to

reek into the hive. In many a shed are the

women seen straining the golden honey into jars
for sale in the town markets, aiid among the

druggists and surgeons who dispense medicines.

Then, again, the growers of potatoes, who in this

county are Legion, have heard of a machine for

taking up potatoes, and are wonderiug how much
will be left for human hands to do in their chil-

dren's time. We see the rural housewives jogging
to market with some treasure wrapped in moist

cloths, evidently some production of value
;
—a

sucking-pig or two, as my readers -wtU guess by
the season. After each heavy shower, children

cross the downs with baskets of mushrooms. Men
come up from the bays with mullet, for which

they know Londoners are on the watch every-
where near the coast. Occasionally a leveret is

found among the paniers. Near sea-bathing
places, a gardener here and there fixes himself in

a sunny spot, and sends out of his sheltered

ravine the most delicious apricots, greengages, and
Orleans plums, and Windsor pears, and the first

filberts of the year. It is worth while to seek
the fruit in its home

; for then we come in for the
various lovely hlies of the season, and the passion-
flower mantling the house walls, and the rows of

various hollyhocks, and the luscious clematis, and
balsams, and the splendid tiger-lily, and all

blooms which delight in the dog-day heats. Sun-
flowers flare in cottage gardens ; and there are

spots where they have been tried as a croji, for

the sake of their seeds and oil, as well as other

parts of the plant. Down in these recesses the
birds sing again as if it were spring ;

and the
few trees there are are variegated with young
shoots ; but we shall see more of this as we travel

homewards. As we ascend to the downs we see

the mountain ash hanging out its red berries above

the streams which cut their way down to the sea,

and the winter cherry showing itself in the fringe
of woodland. It is undeniable that the elms and
the limes exhibit already some change of tint.

U}) on the wild commons, however, all is still

in the glow of summer. The colouring of the

heather and gorse is almost too gaiidy, delicate as

is each variety of heath blossom when examined.

The thistledown flies abroad, the sport of the

winds, as the butterflies, and even the wild birds

might almost seem to be. The butterflies flicker and

flit,
—small and large, white, grave, and gay. One

may see the lajjwiugs assemble and fly round ;

and the staiiings move in clouds, and the gulls

come sailing in from the sea ; and at evening the

young owls taking short flights down a reach of

some valley, looking for small creatiu-es not yet

gone to roost. Nature is all alive, certainly.

Flying ants settle on one's dress, and one must be
carefid to avoid ants' nests in sitting down to rest.

Beetles give one slaps on the face. Grasshoppers
are noisy beside long stretches of the green path.
In hollows where water has collected fi-om above
and below, water-plants are in their best beauty.
The bidrush is heavy, and sways in the wind

;
and

the delicate whites and lilacs and pinks and yel-
lows and blues of aquatic blossoms are bewitching
in the evening sunlight. As we sit looking at

them, the grey jjlover runs behind us ;
and the

frogs before us sound the first notes of a night
concert. If we fear the damps and reek and
smell of the pools and bogs, we have also to think
twice before we tlu'ow ourselves on the shining
hot grass at noon ;

for the yotmg vipers are batched
at this time, and the earwigs swarm as vexatiously
as in a church-f)orch venerable Vi'ith ivy.

These are the stations from which to look for

skysights. The heavy thunder-clouds, after blot-

ting out the ships at sea, and turning the expanse
beneath to a dark leaden colour, rejjay us with
such rainbows as can be seen in no other month.

I

We see more than the arch
;

so as to lose the idea

I

of a bow, as one does at some waterfall where

j

there is a broad hint of a complete circle. If the

i black clouds are portentous, the white are truly

splendid, making islands of light in the deej) blue

sea. Now, too, is the time for early risers to see

the phenomenon of looming, so perplexing to the

inexperienced eye, Avhich sees streaky lights appa-

rently lifting lip portions of the coast, in severance
from the earth. Now, in the sultry noons, we
see the wavering of the air between us and the

objects we look at, which puzzles cliildren in the

laundry, when the laimdress teUs them that it is

the heat going out of the box-iron. Common-place
writers of ghost stories tell us that ghosts are of a
substance like this, which they fancy a sort of

compromise between body and spirit. AVe who
know something of the secrets of this natural

magic, look for certain ghosts under this a^jpear-

ance, but not as clothed in it. We look out for

the ghosts of ships which are out of sight ;
and

of headlands, and woods, and churches, and

piers, which are certainly not within the na-

tural range of vision. Moreover, we expect
them sometimes to show themselves upside down.
In short, the hot noons of Avigust are the time for
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such mirage as can be seen in oui- climate. It is

not like the mirage of the African desert
; ])ut it

is sufiiciently strange to impress young observers
with wonder and awe. The boldest and highest
headlands in the southernmost ])arts of England
are the fittest stations from which to look out for
this natural magic.

So they are for the night scenery of the season.
The skies are growing darker now, at this dis-

tance fi-om Midsummer, and more fit to set off

the brilliancy of the summer meteors. How
glorious they are ! Not so flashing as those of

the winter, but rolling and wheeling so grandly
down the sky ! Those policemen and night
nurses, and mothers with wakeful babies, and
sea-officers on watch, who first saw the falling
stars of the 12th of this month, a quarter of a

century ago, were much to be envied
; and

especially the sea-captains who were called to

witness the marvel. They, with the whole arch
of heaven above them, and the coastguai'd, and

any meditative man who might be out on the
headlands that night, were privileged men. That

meteor-shower, raining from one centre down
over 'the whole dome, must have been as much
like a miracidous portent as any spectacle wit-

nessed by men now living. Stories are told in

New York and elsewhere of persons returning
late from visits and exciu-sions who might have
seen the whole, but saw nothing,

—never once

thought of looking overhead ! For years after, a

general Vv^atch was kept by people worthy of the

sight ; and so the spectacle was honoured till it

died out. That stream of world-material has

flowed away from our path in the heavens, and
left us but little new wisdom, though an im-

mortal remembrance of what we saw. There is

no clear August night, however, in which we
may not see more or less of those ineffable fire-

works
;
and sometimes, as soon as the sun is

gone, or even before he is gone, there may be

some indications of what we should have seen if

it had now been midnight ;
some greenish star

in the blue heaven, some golden streak in the

green or lilac horizon, some shower of sparks in

the upper air, which would have shone grandly
after dark. We sometimes sit beside the Beacon
till bed-time, facing all ways, to count the num-
ber of falling stars per hour. We take it in

turn to face the sea, as that, after all, is as

solemn and beautiful as the heavens themselves

on a lustrous summer's night.
When that time has come, however, we are

about to depart. If I am to be in the High-
lands in time for the opening of the black-cock

shooting, we must be turning homewards, as I

have to dejiosit mj' party, and look after my
concerns for a day or two before starting for

Scotland. The groiise shooting must begin with-

out me, on the 1 ith ;
but it is pleasant to make

one on the other opening day—the '2Uth. So wc
take our way leisurely homewards through regions

Imsy with the great harvest of the year.

Last year we heard complaints from county to

county, from parish to parish, of the mischief done

by the scarcity of labour. There were few or no

Irish reapers to be seen on the roads : and the

resident hands were so few in proportion to the

demand that great waste wa« made wliik- (utaen
were waiting their turn. If the weather was not
fickle, there was the evil of the s!:

i i- - -• ..

grain. There were jjetitions for g..:

for paupers ; but, wliore everythin {

and where pay wa.s liighest, there ,, ......b
loss. The remedy is obvious enough. Uea|iiag
machines must come into general itse. If only
rich agi-iculturists can buy machines for their owu
use, the farmers of a neiglil>ourhood may Hub«cril,c
to set up a depOt of agricultural machinery, »o

managing their crops as not to want the saiiie

implement all on the same day. ^T
'

,sk me
if 1 can bear to think of the sicki out of
use. It is a mournful thought, certainly ; but
there is no help for it. The sickle shinwi
all through human history, as the distaff did
tOl lately. The sun coming out of a t<itil

eclipse was the "golden sickle" of thousands of

years ago ; and the j'oung moon was Diana's silver

sickle. We see the sickle on the tombs of Egyj)t,

together with the millstones, and the loom, anil

the fishei-men's nets. The distal!' is nearly lost ;

and the mill is too much altered to be known ;

and the plough and sickle will probably go out

together. When children hereafter read in the

Bible of sticking the sickle in the .sheaf, or in

classical historj'^ of its use as a symbol, they will

ask what it was like, though we, in our childhood,
saw parcels of it, with a specimen outside, in every

ironmonger's shop in country places. Its i)retty

form will be forgotten, e.xceiit in pictures ; and its

gleam vnil be no more seen in the evening light,

nor its flash in the noonday sun. It is Ix'tter so.

Much human toil and much human food will l»e

saved ; and in time our children may have graceful
and pleasant associations with the iustnunents

which are taking the place of the husbandman's

old tools
;
but we need not be ashamed of mourn-

ing the sickle and the plough, if wc should 8iir\'jve

their use. Neither is gone yet. To one field where

we observe a reaping-machine at work, wc sec

several whei-e groups of men, women, and hoi's

are toiling in the old way at cutting and liinding.

With all their fun and frolic, all tlu-ir pic-want

restings in the shade, and all tiic go<T<l things with

which they quench their thirst, their piecemeal

cutting and hacking, an<l gathering into bundles,

does look barbaric beside the (piick, cltMn work

made by the machine. The new ni'tli-d mni;*

certainly gain ground every year.

Will it be so with the w.iy of m.aking un rry .iv

the end of the work ? Here and there we come

upon traces of the old ceremonies of h."vn-cs»t-homc

as I once saw them in the Eastern counties. The

men sometimes join hands in a circle, and raise

the stunning erj-, known as " Hallo V —

hallooing for a largesse
—clamorously 1 : !•

farmer or squire for a gift in money. Tiic tijwy

fellows, reeling with drink, .and flaunting strtamcm

of gay ribbons, used to be the terror of vill.ice anti

country-town after harvest. Now thv '*

taken in hand by l.K)r.l .Mbemarle ^
kindly employers, who subscribe more than the

old largesse to make a festival day for the wives

and children, .is well as the harv.--st m.n them-

selves. We certaiidy .levoutly wi "

when we find our road obstructed, .s; 'o''
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beset by a yelling throng of red-faced drunkards,
or our horses pulled up with a jerk, because a

tipsy fellow is lying across the road.

We arrange our journey in a very leisurely way,
so as to enjoy the pleasures of the wayside. When
we take our morning stroll through the uureaped
fields we hear the quail and the corncrake from

the meadows. When we go among the reapers
we see the partridges run oiit from the furrow ;

and in the evening, when we turn in where the

last shocks have been carried out, we find the

geese already busy among the stubbles, gleaning
the grains as the women and children are gleaning
the ears. In the clover fields, whence the barley
or oats have been carried, there is a gleaning
which the farmer pays for. If he were an easy

man, satisfied to let mice and birds consume his

produce, he need not take this trouble ; but he

has rid himself of mice and birds, and the clover

miist not be choked next spring with self-sown

com : so there are the women picking up the

golden ears from the green and fragrant carpet.

We find jiigs also ferreting out what they can

find : and a good feast they make where the crop
has been fully ripe.

These evenings among the corn-fields are like

no others. There is the harvest-moon—so singular
in its apparent bidk, and its hue, and its imme-
diate appearance after simset for several evenings

together. To stand among the fields of some
fertile plain, and see the great orb surge up from
the abyss of the horizon, not like a disk gliding
on the sky, biit disclosing immeasurable depths of

space beyond it, is an experience of August alone.

Not only is the mellow hue of the great globe a

singular appearance, but its light is mellow too,

as it bathes the dome-hke ti-ees, and casts the

shadows of the hedgerows upon the fields.

Then, as we make our way into some green lane,

there are the gipsies jiretending to turn in for the

night. When there are so many creatures abroad
in the stubbles, all may not be duly housed at

night, and it may be harvest time for gipsies as

for other people. Perhaps the women and children

sleep imder their stifling tilt ; but the men get
into sacks, it appears, and find a soft place on the

grass
—free to go and come where profit may

invite. There the beetles may slap their faces,

and the bats flit round them, and the young frogs

jiunp upon them from the neighbouring ditch,
where they were tadpoles only the other day.
There are other gangs than those of gipsies when
we traverse the hojj counties. In Worcestershire

and Herefordshire we find travelling families and

groups of neighbours all along the road, or busy
among the hop-poles. Of all our crops, surely
this is the most beaxitiful—with its bunches tossing
in the breeze, and its sti-eamers waving, and light
and shadow always at play among the leaves.

The life of the hop-garden, -with its errant pojiii-

lation, is an imique spectacle ; and now is the
time to see it. It will be a greater change than
has occurred yet if some mechanical means of

getting the crop should be introduced which
should banish the hop-pickers. Possibly siich a

change might be good for the j'Joj.sique of the hops
and the morale of the pickers (who are not an
immaculate order of peoj)le) ;

but it will extingiush

one of the most picturesque aspects of English
rural life.

When we get home we find that the decline of

the year has indeed begun. The swifts are gone.
We miss them, and inquire for them, and find

that they vanished three days before. There is

ah-eady hedge-fruit for the birds ; the golden rod

and meadow saffron abound : the asters and mari-

golds are out in the garden, and there are ripe

codlings in the orchard. The controversy about

the relative merits of barns and stacks has arisen

with seasonable vehemence. Everything tells of

the approach of autumn. I must leave wife and

daughters to watch its coming and report its

appearances ;
for I have to catch the skirts of

summer on the Scotch hiLls. There, in stirring up
the black game, sportsmen find the sunshine, and
the gaudy show of heath flowers, and the reflec-

tion from glassy lakes at least as full of summer
heat as any Jidy scene in England. I must see

whether it will be so this year.

UP IN A BALLOOK
I DO not know how it is, or why it is, but I

have always had an intense hankering to go up in

a balloon. Naturally and constitutionally I have

an aversion to gi'eat heights
—to such an extent,

indeed, that it is a perfect misery to me to have

to look out of a third-floor window. '

My sensations on getting up to any consider-

able height someM'hat resemble those of the stout

old lady in "Punch," who will not approach the

railings of the cliff at Brighton for fear of slipping

through. No iron railing ajjpears to me high

enough or strong enough effectually to jirovide for

my safety ;
and though 1 do not quite sympathise

with, I can quite understand, those insane ideas

which render it necessary to put an iron cage at

the top of all our monuments.
I cannot reconcile these sensations with my

long-standing wish to become an aeronaiit, but so

it is. Somehow or other these elevated ideas of

mine remained ungratified till a few days ago—
whether from want of pluck, want of funds, or

want of time, I do not feel bound to specify.
I cannot rest, my dear Charlie, till I have made

you an fait of my doings on the eventful evening
that I made my first ascent.

It is needless to enlarge upon the cii'cumstances

that led to my expedition ;
how I was down at

Cremorne rather late one evening, and in a

moment of excitement and claret rashly pledged

myself to pay five guineas for the glorioiis oppor-

tunity of breaking my neck. I will not describe

my waking thoughts next morning when my
engagement of the pre^ious evening slowly came
across my mind. I resolved, however, to stick to

my bargain, influenced partly by the certainty of

being laughed at if I shirked it, and partly by
the possibility of forfeiting my deposit of five

giiineas.

Selecting two of the most faithful from among
my own familiar friends, I imparted my intentions

to them, and we at once started in a four-wheel

cab for Cremorne Gardens. It -was fortunately (as

I said with a sickly grin) a lovely evening, and

there was neither wind nor i-aiu to prevent our
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ascent. We at once went to the hotel in the

gardens, ordered o\ir dinner, and whilst that was
preparing proceeded to inspect our frien<l the
balloon.

She (I suppose
" she

"
is the right thing to call

a balloon, "he" does not sound right) was half

lying, half sitting on the ground, like a very fat

and very drunken old lady with her hair in a

Brobdingnagian net, lolling her head about, and
making inetfectual efiorts to get up. She was
imdergoing the |)rocess of stuffing with gas from
a six-inch pipe, and was swelling very visibly.
We had a short conversation with the intrepid
aeronaut, who was a lithe, intelligent little

man of about thirty-five years of age. He told

us that he had already made forty-one ascents,
and had never been in the smallest dilliciilty. I

cannot say that this re-assured me much, as my
feeling was that, as he had made forty-one suc-

cessful ascents already, and that all aeronauts
were killed sooner or later, it must be getting'
near his time to have his little misfortune.

The remarks of my friends, however kindly
they may have been meant, did not tend to raise

my spirits, as they principally consisted of offers

of service in case anything very tragical shoidd

occur.

I was becoming somewhat re-assured by the

manner and conversation of the aeronaut as he
bustled round his balloon—he seemed so thoroughly
to know what he was about—when my cogitations
were agi'eeably disturbed by the announcement of

dinner.

To dinner we went, and a very merry little

dinner we had, considerinij. Our window looked

out upon the dancing platform, and in the or-

chestra a capital band was playing ; the dinner

and wine were good, the sun shone brightly, the

green fresh branches of a tree partially shaded
our window

;
the comic Irishman pattered from

the orchestra his two comic costume songs, the

tenor requested some young lady to "come into the

garden
"
(Cremorne, I jiresume), and the soprano

and contralto, of whom I will say no more than
that their talents equalled their personal ajipear-

ance, did their best to please us.

Whose spirits would not rise under such cir-

cumstances? Had I been a malefactor awaiting

execution, I am convinced I should have made
several cheeiy and facetious observations.

I had just lit my cigar, and was beginning to

be as jolly imder difficulties as Mark Tapley
himself could have been, when bang went several

small cannon, announcing the immediate departure
of the balloon.

" Look sharp, old boy, you'll be late !

"
cry my

friends.

"There's no fun till I come, as the man said,

&c., &c.," answer I gloomily ;
and having with a

great command of my feelings oi-dered supper for

three at eleven that evening, and told the waiter

that "I would pay the bill when I returned,"

got into my great coat, and witli a gay and cheer-

ful air sallied out into the garden.
There she was, but what a change ! No longer

the drunken old woman, but an upright, graceful,

intelligent-looking creature, straining at her bands

and longing to be off.

A considerable crowd was coll.
"

ropes, througli whom I pushed, i.

feeling of dignity, as the man wlio wm gomg up
in the l)alloon.

I shook hands with my frienda (who Eomtwhat
disturbed my nerve by most ft-clinyly .-i

cessarily taking an atrectiouate l;ut i.i;

me), and walked in as unconcerned a manner a« I

could command to the car. Car! Call this t'

a car? why it's a clothes' basket ! wa« my ii;

observation
; but a.s the eyes of the Crei

world were upon me I stepped in. My di^..:.
was somewhat impaired l)y uiy hat being kncKkod
off by the hoop above the car, upon which my
friend the intrepid one was seated, sejjaratiiig the

gas-pipe from the Ijottoni of the balliKin, and
tying up the opening with his pocket-liandker-
chief.

I have a confused idea of several liurried prepa-
rations being made, sliifting of ballxst, &c. I

remember wagging my hand in a general way
towards the crowd, l)y way of taking le.ave of my
friends, whom I need not say I was utterly unable
to distinguish. The words "

let go" were given :

I clung to the sides of the clotlies' basket, and off

we went.

I coidd detect no movement on tlie part of the
balloon

; the earth appeared to sink away rapidly
from imder our feet whilst we remained stationarj'.
In a moment the gardens appeared but a small

patch beneath and behind us, and by the time I

had recovered my nerve sutjicientlj' to look al>out

me, we were some thousand feet al)0vc the worhL
The scene was so glorious and so striking that

involuntarily I jumped up in my basket, (juito

forgetting my nerves and my previous hatre<l of

altitudes. My companion appeared to i)refcr his

I)recarious position on the hoop, for there he

remained till we prepared to descend.

I cannot pretend to describe the scene that was

shortly laid out before us. London, the mighty
Loudon, lay stretched out at my feet Uk'

contents of a child's box of toy-houses. 1>^
and left of us for miles and miles, or rather inches

and inches, wouiid a streamlet called 1

mortals the Thames
; nearlj- under our >

the Crystal Palace
;
distances indeed .seemed .nnni-

hdated. King's Cross and K«ston Scjuan.- .itations

appeared to be but a stone's throw from Itelgravo

Square. I was roused from my n <>f

this magnilicent scene l)y my fi •
. who

requested me to
" throw ont some of those bills."

I accordingly dissemin.ited a vast amount of

useful and entertaining knowledge in the shape of

bundles of programmes of the amusi •

morne. " Kather heavy reading," 1

as I threw them out, for they seemed to sink Ix^

us like sheets of lead. I found out l.Uer.
'

tliat this WiW caused by the rai>idity i>f <•

This was hard to realise, as it w.i-s imp
detect the slightest movement. There m-

breath of air, though the wind was Idowing freely ;

we moved so exactly with the turn nt. t!
*

lighted ta[ier would liavo burnt as .stv.ilily

the most carefully closed nxmi.

Our course now lay over the Scri)cntiDe and IIv.l<-

I'ark towards the !Marl)le Arch. As wc rc..

the middle of the park the hum which r
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below increased into a dull sidlen roar, like tlie

distant voice of some mighty waterfall. Oaths
and prayers, the wail of sufi'ering and the merry
laugh of careless men, seemed joined together in

one vast cry to heaven. It was a solemn and an

awful sound. What a lesson that short half-hour

would teach most men. Let him look on that

great city
—the largest and proudest in the uni-

verse—how small, how insignificant it looks !

What must he feel himself, one of the smallest and
most insignificant atoms animating that tiny city.

Ah me ! the great ones of the earth are but

miserable little jiigmies after all !

In about a quarter of an hour after leaving the

gardens we were nearly above Euston Square
Station, the lines leading from which appeared
like narrow white threads stretching across the

country. We soon after jiassed over the New
Cattle Market, in which I could distinguish a

flock of Lilliputian sheep—fx-om their apparent
size the whole lot of them would have made but

an indifferent meal.

We now began to think of descending, and my
friend, desertiug his hooji, came down to me in

the car, and, untying the bottom of the balloon,

began at intervals to jiermit the gas to escape.
The rope which communicates with the valve

passes through the interior of the balloon into the

car, and a slight pull opens an aperture of about

eighteen inches in diameter in the crown of the

balloon, which closes with a snap when the cord

is loosened. Through this aperture the gas escapes
at the rate of some three or four hundred cubic

feet per second.

The effect was instantaneous : the papers which
before had svmk so rapidly, now soared above our
heads like pigeons released from a traj). The

objects beneath us grew rapidly more distinct,

and my companion began anxiously to scan the

earth for a convenient sjjot to land upon.
We already saw crowds of excited people rush-

ing from every direction towards the point we
appeared Ukely to make in our descent.

"Ah!" said the intrepid one, with a keen
sense of former injuries; "yon may run, but

you'll have to run a very long way if you wish to

see me land to-night. You see, sir," he con-

tinued, turning to me,
' ' these people have no

sense
;
the moment I touch the ground I am sur-

rounded by a crowd of roughs, who break the

fences and tread down the crops so much that I

have often seven or eight pounds to pay for the

damage they do."

We accordingly let out ballast consisting of

bags of fine sand, weighing some 14 lbs. each ;
in

an instant we rose some thousand feet, but the

gas that sustained us was getting contaminated
with oxygen, and slowly and gradually we settled

down again. We now let down a rope about
600 feet long with a small cross-bar of wood at

the end, and also our grapnel fastened to a some-
what shorter rope.

Majestically we swooped towards the earth :

first, our rope touched the groimd, and a hundred

yards further on our grapnel caught and held
;

the jerk was but slight, a few moments more and
we touch the ground so gently that a glass of

water would hardly have been sjiilt in my hand.

The balloon, like a bright and beautifid denizen

of the air, disdaining the base material earth,

tried to soar again into the heavens. Too late,

my pretty bird, you are caught ! Two or three

sturdy labourers have hold of the line that hangs
from the car—a few ineffectual struggles and she

is a hopeless captive, the valve is opened, and all

power of resistance is soon over. I step from the

car, and in a few short minutes the beautiful life-

like creature lies an inanimate shapeless mass on

the earth.

I cannot conscientiously deny that I experienced
some slight feeling of satisfaction at again setting

foot on terra Jirma. Throughout the joiu-ney,

however, I suffered from no giddiness, and after

the first moment felt but little nervousness. The
scene beneath me was too glorious, too unex-

pected, and too absorbing to leave room for any
other feelings in my mind save those of surprise
and delight. I experienced no oppression from

the rarification of the atmosphere, although we
had been, according to my companion, above a

mile from the earth. .

Thei'e is no use in describing the packing-up of

the balloon—the noise, confusion, and squabbling
for beer. My gallant little friend, however, was
a host in himself, and in exactly an hour from the

time we started the whole thing was packed up
and on the shoulders of our numerous and willing
assistants.

We found ourselves about six miles f^om
London and close to a station on the Great

Northern Railway.

My friends were anxiously awaiting my return

at Cremorne, and round a merry supper-table, I

gave them the history of my first experiences as

An Aeronaut.

MARKHAM'S EEVENGE.
"
Ccusequences are uupitying."— George Eliot.

CHAPTER I.

" Clara's sister in India !

" muttered Markham.
" That's Colonel Vincent's wife 1

" exclaimed

his companion.
" Isn't she handsome ? Every-

body's mad about her. But what's the matter,
Markham ? you positively shiver in this fiery
furnace. Ague, my boy ?

"

"No, it's constitutional."
" Wovdd you like to be introduced ?"
" After this dance. You find a partner ;

I'll sit

down."
The scene was quite novel to Markham. An

English ball with oriental accessories ; active

dancing beneath the flap of the punkas, to the
music of a regimental-band of natives, native

servants flitting about, two or three native gentle-
men in rich costumes, with an aifectation of

European manners on the surface, and oriental

depreciation of women in their sensual souls,

gazing in \vonderment at the activity of the
dancers. But the scene which was called up in

Markham's mind by the sight of Mrs. Vincent was
far away in England six years back. A sum.mer
moon shiningthrough dark pojdars, Vv^hich shadowed
a garden-walk ; heavy jessamine and sicklj' in the

sidtry evening, then the lightest footsteps, but

(jiute audible to his anxious ears—promises, and
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vows, and passionate utterance, sorrow in the

present, but hoi)e in the future, and then the
interview sternly broken in upon with angry
words.

" Now, Markham, come and be introduced."
" Thank you, some other time."
" But I've asked hei-, and she says she will be

very happy to make your acquaintance."
]\Iarkham was forced to acquiesce.
There was a circle of admirers around the queen

of the ball.
" Who's that native ?

"
exclaimed Markham to

his companion.
" I'd fell a man to the ground who

stared at a woman like that."

"Bless you that's the liajah of
,
he's the

best fellow in the world—gives such jolly hunting
parties ; quite a marvel in the way of civilisa-

tion ; reads all sorts of poetry ; knows Tom
Moore by heart."

" But his cursed stare ?
"

" Pooh ! it's the way these chaps have. No-

body's speaking to her now. Come along."
"Mr. Markham—Mrs. Vincent."
He stood before her perfectly self-possessed, but

siie was evidently taken by surprise ; his name
must have escaped her when the introduction was

requested.
" This is unexpected,—an old friend !

"
she ex-

claimed. Then in a whisper,
' ' an old friend, Mr.

Markham, notwithstanding the past
—Colonel, an

old friend from England !

" and she introduced
Markham to her husband.

" Mr. Markham !

"
said the Colonel. "

I have
much honour—the engmeer of the Line ?

"

" The same, sir."

The Colonel dabbled in specidation ; the Colonel

was delighted to make Markham's acquaintance ;

his poor house was at Mai-kham's service while he
remained at the station. The Colonel drew Mark-
ham out of the circle to have some special conver-

sation on railway topics ;
the circle closed again to

listen to Mrs. Vincent's brilliant sallies and

repartee, but she had become silent and pen-
sive.

When she had heard of Markham last, Mark-
ham had gone to Canada. Why in the countless

chances of life should ho and she meet at this time

in India ? Why shoiud the error of her life have

been thus brought viv-idly before her ? Was this a

monition to repentance ? Yet why repentance at

this particular season ?—repentance timing itself

with the newest valse from England and the whirl

of the dancers. How the heaviness and depression
of the mind darkens passing events ! The vague
rumours of that dreadful aifair at Meerut—was
that merely an isolated occurrence arising out of

special cu-cumstances ? The Colonel said so,
—the

Colonel and all the officers were fully conlident in

the devotion and loj'alty of the regiment, she had

believed them implicitly ;
but now her mind was

filled with terrible doubt. What if these natives

shoidd prove utterly false ? Why she and all

around her were treading on smouldering fire.

She must speak to the Colonel ;
where was he ?

She raised her eyes, the circle which had been

round her gradually dispersed, all, save one, that

Rajah of . She was perfectly accustomed to

that repulsive mystery of expression which marks

the oriental type ; but when his eye« chanced to
meet hers, there M'as something so 1. 1

sive in the gaze that sliu trL-inbled ,

pale, in another moment deep criiiuon inautlwl
her countenance; she left her sent and ).

'

to the Colonel who was still staiuling
•

to Markham. Placmg her arm in liu, i,;..

whispered :

"
Jjct us go home now."

"
It's early yet, my love."

The Colonel w;i3 deep in the share-markot, and
anxious for further conversation with ." ;

"But I don't feel quite well, j
. , ;ul.

Good night, Mr. Markham, we shall meet again
soon."

"Certainly," said the Colonel, "Mr. Markham
has promised to dine with us to-morrow."
Markham bowed

" To-morrow !

"

As it will be at the end of the world, so it v is

at many of those stations in India. The sun r<.«c

on the ordered strength of Imman system, and
behold ! aU that men trusted ui and climg to,

shrunk in a moment from their grasp.

They did meet again ver}' soon, Mrs. Vincent
and Markham,— a speedy transition from the

amenities of society to grim strife for life aii'l

death—dragged from her own home ; but he h.i 1

rescued her, driven her—clinging desperately to

him—through a hundred dangers.
Whither now ? Bewildered by unknown roads,

beneath a burning sun and tierj gusts of i ,

'

wind, the hard-held rein growing loost-r ai, .

in the hand. Still she kept urging him t<> hurry
on—on, from a fear worse than death that ji

^-•••-

her sold.

But the brave horse, wounded and worn out,

fell at last.

This llight from the land of Death, so terri'
"

real, yet growing more and more int<i tV.

blance of a frightful dream—the clogged

esca})e, and the sense of an irresistible doom creep-

ing slowly onwards.

There was a native hut near the road. It ap-

peared tenantless. He half c;n
' '

dragged her to it. The place was

some rough planking at one end which iomied m

rude couch. It atiorded shelter frnm t!ie sun,

not from the heat, still it gave them breathing-

time.

Oh that fearfid heat! though aho had lived

thiee years in India, she never before felt

its full force iintempered by the appliances of

man.
Neither spoke for awhile. i'

reigned around them—silence mo;

din and clamour from which they liatl fled- Inac-

tion, more terrible than the »h<

had saved them from death, i

allowed the mind to realise silence—as it ncrv

Heaven hushed for a last confession and prayer.

The chances were terribly against <»capc.

Markham saw that clearly, an<l }

prise, he had never in his life k

more perfectly composed and c.ip.ible
oi o\ i •

thought. He w-os constitntion.illy brave, and h:a

mental powers were never ftdly <leveloj>etl until be
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stood face to face %vith (lifficnlty. Far different her

condition. Her husband had just fallen in his

brave attempt to ajipeal to the men, but in the

terror of the present there Mas no room for that

sorrow in her mind. Life or death ? Life, was to

fall alive into the rebels' hands
; Death, was to

die nnforgiven by those she had wronged most.
" Markham, liave yon any ammunition left?

"

" We must give up all hopes of resistance

against numbers," he replied quietly.
" But the ammunition ''.

'

"
Only one barrel loaded ! Tf more than three

attack us T have determined to throw the pisttil

awaj". Perhaps I .sliould act differently were 1

alone

you."

Init it would only exasperate them against

One barrel loaded !

" she murmured— then

was silent. A terrible resolution was forming in

her mind.

She looked steadfastly at him. " Is there any
hope of escape, Markham ?

"

"Very little hope, if we are pursued."
" Row calm yon are, Markham—I'm—"

" Do yon think my life has been so very happy,
Pauline, that I should be quite unnerved by
the approach of death ?

"

"Does that old affection for my sister linger

yet ? 1 fancied you were so ambitious "

(See page ISl.)

"It formed the very base of my ambition. I

have worked since, because there is a sense of

power in me v/hich urges me on, but I have worked
careless of revv-ard and honour."

" Can you forgive her, Markham ?
"

" I have forgiven her since I entered this hut."
" Oh ! Markham, at this last hour, can you

forgive me also?" She flung herself at his feet.
" I induced her to marry that man."

" You had every right, as her sister, fairly to
advise. The blame was hers in yielding."
"Markham, the blame was mine—I deceived

her—kill me, but I must speak now. I was hor-

ribly tempted. Our family was very poor for the
station we held. That rich man loved her, and
if she married him it opened a path of affluence
to us all. And you were poor and unknown then.

My father was fearfully involved—but God forbid !

I should try to hide my guilt. I was cursed with
the thirst for affluence and worldly position."

' ' But those letters T wrote her— they were

jdaced in a secret spot known to us alone."
' ' Markham — I tracked her there — Oh,

mercy !
—"

An exidting yell outside showed that the pur-
suers had discovered the biiggy and dead horse.

She fell back terror-stricken, but he drew her

forward, holding her in the grasp of a vice.
"
Quick with your confession!

"

' '

I took the letters away one by one—we urged
her to consent to the addresses of Mr. Manson—"

"Well?"
" But she refused steadfastly. At last she did

lind a letter there— ''
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" My letter ?
"

' ' No—a letter from you which said the engage-
ment must cease."

He let her fall from his grasp. The calm of his

soul was gone. "My God! to die now, and for

Clara never to know the trutli."

Terror at the apjjroaching danger overcame
all her other feelings. Fascinated, she crawled up
to the window of the hovel, and gazed out. She

saw, even at the distance, the expression on that
countenance which had caused her such horror

the night before. In a minute or two more their

refuge would be discovered.
" I dare not ask your forgiveness, Markham, but

grant me one praj'er. Life to me is more friglit-

fid than death. When they come "—she pointed
significantly to the revolver. " I never fired a

pistol in my life
; my own hand might fail me at

the last."

He was silent.

"As you hope for salvation hereafter."
"
What, take vengeance with my own hand ?

"

"No, Markhani, the act woidd Ije the token of

your forgiveness. Swear !

"
she cried, in an agony

of supplication,
" and then I can pray in peace."

"1 swear !

"
said Markham.

It was a terrible effort, but he conquered in the

end, and he spoke the full truth and i)urpose of

his heart, when he uttered in a low tirm tone,

"Paidiue, I forgive you."
She raised her head for a moment, and ^iressed

his hand to her lips. "Then God will forgive

me, I am absolved from my guilt. I can die

in peace." She bent her head again in prayei-.
Markham had become quite calm again. He

carefidly examined the loaded barrel : with a firm

hand he raised the hammer and gently lowered

it, so as to press the cap more securely on the

nipple.'
And they waited the end in peace.

CHAPTER II.

"You have forgiven me, Markham !

"

The coast of England was in sight. From the

time they left that hovel, rescued by a body of

irregular cavalry, through their slow and dange-
rous journey down to Calcutta—through all the

dull monotony of the long sea voyage
—he had

never referred to her confession. It was this

silence which oi^pressed her ;
it would have been

so much more enduraljle to have talked upon the

subject. She often tried to lead the conversation

up to the point, but he invariably turned it off,

and imtil the present moment she had not found

courage to approach it directly.
Yet she knew full well what he felt.

In long watchings beside his bed, through tliat

dangerous fever which he had at Calcutta—she

had often heard him, in the intensity of the deli-

rium, cry her sister's name, till the word smote

her like a sharp sword. One evening, as she stood

before him, he had started up in his bed, and

gazing Avildly in her face, and clasping her hands

with his burning grasp, he liad uttered in incohe-

rent words his joy that Clara had come back to

him at last.

This was the violent upheaving of nature pour-

ing forth the deep feelings of the heart like

molten lava
; but %rith returning strt-ngth CAiue

proud endurance, beneath which th.

were hidden away.
She would sit for liours and v in hw

fitful sleep. She knew he nm.st ;u ,. ...,u. Jjer,

yet she likcil to feel that he rested iu her jKjwer a« a
helpless child. The vital energy wa-s wa*U-a fn.ni
his face

; the strong arm hhc liad clung u> iu th.ti

tcrril)le fiight was very weak and j.uri.<.Mkfth ;

the hands were nerveless which ha*l freed h.r
from the ruffian's gra.sp ;

—and yet be looked »o
noble in his weaknes.s.

What was this feeling at her heart ?

Was it conscience iiromjiting her to make the
fullest reparation for the jiast ?

She felt that was not tlie true reply ; and then
she would start in terror from hh bedside. The
thought was so fearful. What if hove hhould be
his own avenger ?

The princijde her needy parents ha<l taught hir
in her youth—that love was a fiction, niarriagi- a
result of M-orldlj- calculation—%\;is growing int4j

an utter falsehood. It had all sccuicd very true
when she made the excellent match which Lvl
been so cleverly devised for her, and .she had liv. .1

quite contentedly in the enjoyment of her wealth
and worldly position.

Yet surely there remained to her the sorrowful

recollection of that l)rave husband, who died a

noble death, which niiglit deliver lier from tliU

fatal fascination. She strove to love him dea<l as

she had never dreamt of loving him when living.
Then she forgot hjs soldier's habit of stenuies-s ;

forgot that no i-eal sympathy had ever existed

between them, and dwelt oidy on his kind indul-

gence, which had been bestoweil upon her as up<jn
a child, magnifying it to the utmost. Yet, aft«r

all, they twain were only parties to a contract,

beauty for wealth. She had acted lier part I'.iith-

fully as a vdie, but her heart had never Iven

asked, and never been given. Tlierc was no

deliverance for her iu all this. The feeling which

wrestled with her was love,— first love,—witli all

its intensity, first love, to be met with shud.!> ring

and endured with sorrow. It was her 8i3t«;r"s

name which stole from his uncon.scioHS lips as slio

smoothed his pillow with trembling hands, and

drew aside the ruttled hair from liis Imr • w.

But she had saved his life.' there v rt

in that. The doctors all said that her careful

nursing had availed more than their skill ; in

truth, they marvelled at the way she ha*!, as it

were, instinctively felt the slightest changi-s in l>is

condition. At last they said, the sea voyage, at

all liazard, was tlie only hoi¥3 of saving him. It

lightened her heart for the moment, to Uvi*h

every comfort that money conhl jirocuri' in the

fitting up of his cabin. He was carried on Inianl

on a couch, too weak to know of the arrange-

ments that had been made.

There was a change for the better fr^

day of his being at sea ; yet his j'rogi

recovery was very slow. In the depth ot her

heart she was glatl at this ; for the morv »cr\ico

she could render, the more the loa<l on her ioul

was eased ; it likewise prolonged lier privih-go to

be near him, for she felt, when lie waa fnlly

recovered, that the past must be an cvcrUating ^,
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bar between tliem. She felt conviucecT of this, j-et

she hoped against her conviction
;
—saddest logic !

He had not entirely recovered his streng-th : his

cheeks were still thin and pale. She knew it was

only the golden rose of the setting snu which

flushed his face, as he sat near the bulwark,

gazing on the last sunset of their voj^age. She

might justly claim her right of care a little longer;

he had no friends near Liverpool. He must re-

main at her sister's house until his health was

qtiite restored. She was too blind to see that she

had no right to take him to her sister's home. It

was the only means she possessed of retaining
him near her.

" The ca2)tain tells me we shall be at Liverpool

early to-morrow," said she, addressing him tiniidly.

swAim-jc

Then the set words, thought of so long before,

escaped her at the moment ; she coidd only add

abruptly,
" You have forgiven me, ilarkham ?

"

At her last words he turned from the sunset,
and looked earnestly in her face.

" I have forgiven you," he said, compassion-
ately.

' ' I fear your greatest effort will be to

forgive yourself."
" I shall never be able to do that."
' ' I am bound in deep gratitude to you, Paidine,

for your devoted care—"

" Not bound to me ; you have saved my life !

"

"
Aye ; that was but a chance—q^iick, thought-

less work. I shoiild have acted in the same way
had any one else been in yoivr place."" But yoiir noble forgiveness—"

He did not ajipear to heed her words. ' ' You
must let me say, Pauhne, that I am Ijoxmd to you
in gratitude, and I would do all I could to help
you in this sorrow ; but I know we can only for-

give ourselves when God, in his mercy, allows us
the opportimity of repairing the past."

" Markham, I am very rich; set me to any
task of doing good."

" I shall only demand one act from you. You
will tell your sister."

She was iitterly cast down. She had feared he
woidd demand this of her. She could bear for

him to know her giiilt, but for another to know
it—why, the knowledge in his mind that another

utterly despised her woidd ine\'itably lower her

still further in his estimation.
" I ask an act of justice, Pauline."

She was silent.
" An act of justice ! Let her know that I v.'as

true. It will be my only consolation."

In broken words she prayed him to spare her.

"I am resolved, Pauline,—if you are silent, I

shall speak myself."
She knew the strength of his word.
Then a sense of utter desolation came upon her,—
she, who had been so careless of all affection,

caring only for worldly prosjierity
—well, that was

attained, but she was miserable—there were only
two beings on earth she loved—his love, coidd
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never be hers—and her sister's love avouIJ. be lost

to her for ever.

"Oh, Markham ! grant me a respite,
—let me

be happy a little time with her before she hates

me—a few days—a week."
" Be it so ! A week !

"
replied Markham ;

and
he turned his face from her towards the long lieams

of golden cloud, which rested on the horizon,

through which the sun was sinking into the sea.

"
Only a week, Mr. Markham ! Must you

leave us so soon ?
"

' ' You arc very good, Mrs. Manson, but the

truth is, I ought to have gone directly up to town
on my landing."
"Not to begin business yet ! I'm certain your

health is far from being restored."

"The directors are very pressing to see me;
indeed, I received an urgent letter this morning.
I think if I am well enough to enjoy myself here,
I have no right to delay a very obvious duty."
"You will come to us again?"
" Thank you, I can scarcely promise myself

that pleasure, my engagements are so very uncer-

tain. I believe, in a short time, when things are

rather more settled, I shall have to return to my
post in India."

" India !
—

yoiu" health is not fit for that
;

—
your

friends ought never to allow you."
"

It's my livelihood, yon must recollect."

There was a pause in the conversation. For a

few moments, Mrs. Manson bent her head over

the work-frame, and appeared to be busily engaged
in her work.

" Mr. Markham, I know you will not misunder-

stand me, but when you talk of leaving us and

not coming again
—I feel there is something I

ought to say
— I know I should never forgive

myself if T were silent. There is one person
who will be very sorry when you go away.
Now mind, it's not from any conversation between

lis, I give you my honour—but I can see better

than words can tell—my sister loves you !

"

Markham shuddered.

"Circumstances," said he, "have certainly

throAvn us together
—but I have never observed—"

" Ah ! you must trust to us women ;
in these

matters we are the liest judges. Why, the simple
fact of her mentioning your name so seldom in

conversation ; but, besides this, I cau see how
much her character has altered since she went

away. As a girl, though she had many excellent

qualities, she was rather too fond of grandeur aud

show, for I will be frank with you. But that, I am
sui'e, is all changed—she seems to cling to me for

love, she's half spoiled my boys in this short time.

I fear her marriage was not very happy— Colonel

Vincent was a kind, good man, but far older—and

there must exist a sympathetic feeling, if I may
caU it so, to render marriage perfectly happy."
Markham's eyes were fixed on the ground, and

he heard her voice falter at the last sentence.

"Recollect that she owes her life to you ! I

know, years ago, when she used to laugh aud

joke about people being in love, I've said, 'Ah,

Paidine, with that fixed purpose of yours, when

you really love, it will be a matter of intensest joy

or sorrow— ' "

riiUiUy

"
Mr,s. Mauson," K!iid Murkhinn, iu.

her, "this aniuiuucemeut is tulaliy un..
Without <iuestiouiug whether you luivc

iuteri)reted your sister's feelings, it

me to tell you at once, that this .,

posing it to exist, cau never bo returned."
"The fault will Ijc mine," s.ii.l Mrs. Man)>oD,

sorrowfully.

"Why so?"
" For speaking so prematurely ; but what could

I do when 1 found you were going tt) leave?" She
rose from her chair, greatly agitated." Edward Markham, I have a right to HjMjak to

you: you owe me something. I tr. •.

to my sister ;
— if you loved her, I eon

past. ]\Iaybe, it waa prudent in you to gjvo up
that engagement which seemed bo hoi>eleii» ; but
on the night of that fourteenth of June we Ijoil

sworn to one another to be true, and wait pa-

tiently,
—and yet in three short months 1

—
well, no

matter now. I returned you your lettcM, oil but
one."

" You returned me uU my letters," said Mark-

ham, his iron resolution tried to the very verge.
"
No, not that last letter; I could not return it

then."

By the utmost effort governing her trembling

hands, she unlocked her desk, and ilrew out a

little packet.
" I read that letter twice, only twice, and then

I sealed it up Avith this black wax. 1 have never

read it since—no need ; every word is sL-imped in

my heart. They must have tlragged me t > t'le

altar, but for that."

She forced the jjacket into his hand.
' '

There, Edward, I can forgive it all, forget all

those words, if you make her happy. I live very

ha])pily now, very happily."

Only a few words, and she would know the

truth—know that he had been faithful to his

pledge ;
but he stilled the words which were

rising to his lips, and clenched his teetli hard.

8he stopped him for a moment as he was ''

to leave the room—she had in some

recovered her self-possession.
" Mr. ^larkham, I shall never speak on thU

subject again ;
but I bid j'ou think well befor

you throw away a loving heart."

He was tempted more than falla t^ the mmmon
lot of mortals. He must have yi

temptation fallen on him unawares ;

••

left Calcutta, he had resolved to see her on •

more, and thi-ough the long voy
'

• i

restless night, he had weighed t '

meeting, and armed lumself at ail points i' •"

i-esistance.*****
" Markham, have you told her?"

"No, Paidine."

She could not speak for the moment, sho oouUl

only clasp his hand.
" She is never to be told !

"'

" This is noble beyond thought !
'

I promise you I will strive t<j the u.

for the past
—anything is easy if 1 juwiess htr low.

But your goodness
— I can never rei>ay th.it,

"Wait awhile, Paidine. Weigh my wonb—
she is never to be told."



186 ONCE A WEEK. [August 11, 1860.

"
Yes, yes, I Jo wuigli tlieiu : they seal that

forgiveness which was freely given me at the hour

of death."
"
Pauline, I must have it on your honour, that

\

you wiU never tell her."

"On my honour!" She repeated the words

hastily, but she was somewhat jjerplexed at his

meaning, and looking on his face, she saw that

same expression, as it were, the very soul flushing

the countenance, wliich she remembered so vividly

when she knelt at his feet in the hovel. "Never
tell her, Markham ?"

"Never!"
" Not if I were at the point of death ?"
" Not even at that time^you are bound ever-

more to silence."

She had passed through the agonising fear of

death ;
she recollected her troubled prayers ;

she

recollected there was no gleam of hope in her

breast till he had forgiven her—then only she

had foimd peace for her soul.
"
Oh, Markham, do not bind me to this—nay,

let me speak out now ;
let me sufl'er any x^aiu now,

so that she foi-gives me at the end."

She would have left the room : he drew her

back.
' ' T cannot free you : it is not to me you are

bound. I dare say you went with a feeling of

triumph to that grand wedding when yo\ir sister

became Mrs. Manson. In all i^robability those awfid

words of the marriage-service made no impression

upon yovi at the time, and most likely you have

never thought xiiKm them since :
' Let Jtiin now

speak, or else hereafter for ever hold his i^eace.^

You might have spoken then, but now those

words bind you for ever."

She listened to him with her head depressed,
her hands covering her face.

"When I found that your sister had been

really true to me, my feeling towards her, which
was that of utter contempt, turned back to old

love, and I resolved to see her once more. Believe

in my good faith—only to see her, and pai-t for

ever. I calculated my strength of will. I thought
I was very strong

—let no man trust to his strength
in such a case ! Since I came to this house, T

have walked through the tire of temptation.
Listen well to me, Paidine, and hear how strongly

you are bound to silence. I saw that she Avas not

happy—as to his love for her—"

" Mr. Manson is very proud of her," internipted
Mrs. Vincent.

"Yes," he replied, bitterly, "and he is veDj

jtroiid of his fine horses. If he does not abso-

lutely ill treat her, she lives utterly without sym-
pathy or affection. I dare not tell you what I

have felt ; but I tell yon my resolution was so

iitterly weakened, that at one moment it was only
the sight of how she clung to those chikb-en of

hers—how all her hap25iness was centered there—"

" I understand your meaning, sir-!" exclaimed
Mrs. Vincent, proudly.

' • My sister would under
all circumstances have recollected her duty.""

It might indeed be as you saj'. Do you know
this letter?"

Breaking the black seals, he placed the false

letter in her hand. She gazed at it with a sort of

fascination, and in low tones said, "I thought it

of

It

to

was burnt at the time—she told me so—it was not

with the other letters she gave me to send back."

"You woidd have taken care of that," he

replied, with a withering glance.
" When did you receive it ?"
' ' An hour ago

—
yoiu- sister gave it to me,

reproaching me for having broken my plighted
faith."

' ' Am I to bring a curse on this house ?
"

she

cried in terror, falling at his feet. "God save us

from this shame ! Oh, Markham, I trusted to

your honour when I brought you here."
' ' You forget, Pauline, that I have already told

you she does not know the cruel and shameful his-

tory of that letter. We wiU take it, as you say, at

all costs she would have been faithful to her duty ;

but think of the terrible struggle
—think of the

long suffering
—if she ever does know the truth.

Why should she suffer? She has done no wrong.
We are bound to silence in mercy to her. Mark
these words, Paidine—the evil and sorrow rest on

yoiu- head, if yoii ever break that pledge
silence."

She made him no answer.
" You forgave me once," she murmured.
' ' God forbid I should retract those words !

is possible to forgive, but it is impossible
absolve you from the consequences of yom- guilt."

Markham went back to India.

He had displayed great originality and skill in

the construction of a certain railway-bridge across

a rapid river, under circumstances of great diffi-

culty. In addition to its engineering merits, the

bridge happened to form the last link in a trunk-

line of railway communication which promised to

be of the highest value in developing the resources

of the country. All classes were deeply interested.

There would be a grand ovation to the engineer
on the opening of the bridge. The day aj^pointed
for the ceremony had arrived.

" Not ready to start, Markham ! You'll be

late," cried the assistant engineer.
" I've written to say I can't be there."

"Bless me! it's one of the grandest days in

your life."

"The fact is, I've just received a letter from

England—"
" Not a loss in your family, I hope ?"
" No ;

but still containing very melancholy in-

telligence."
"
Well, Markham, I think you ought to come,

nevertheless
; your services demand public recog-

nition.
"

" You know me, old boy—I don't care two-

pence for that sort of thing
—and, as for the

bridge, I've got twice as good a plan in my head
at this moment. Let them stick the laurel into

your turban. Off with you, or you'll get a wig-

ging for being late."

Markham was alone all that day. The letter

he had received lay open before him. It was from

a clergyman. The portion he read over oftenest

ran thus :

"
I was requested to see Mrs. Vincent at a lime

when no hope was entertained for her recovery. I can

assure j'ou 1 had to perform a very painful duty. She

confessed tbat she had done a grievous wron? to some
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person still living, but that, under the pconliar circum-
stances of the case, she was bound never to disclose the

wrong, lest greater evil sliould arise. I strove with
the best power that was granted nie to aft'ord her con-
solation. Ever since I became acquainted with Mrs.
Vincent I had had occasion to admire tlie noble devoted-
ness with wliicli she had laboured among the poor of
the Lord's flock—abounding greatly iu works of piety
and charity. I fear, at the last, that her soul rested

too much on 'works,' as a means of atoning for past
transgressions. It was almost in vain tliat I enforced

upon her the immeasurable value of a 'saving faith' over
the best human acts.

' Wliat I have done lately,' she
would say,

'
I count as nothing ;

if I could only have

repaired the past, I should die happy.' That idea of
^

doinfj,^ and the misery of dying unforgiven by the

person she had wronged, were the thoughts that
rendered her so miserable. Towards the last, when we
were alone, she bade me in secrecy write to you, using
these words :

' The misery that I suffer now has not
been caused by him—it is the inevitable result of my
own act. Tell him that I have been true to my pledge— that he has been terribly avenged.'

"

G. U. S.

ENGLAND'S LOST GROUND.

There are two classes of readers, who, I fear,

will be much disappointed if they attempt to go
through this paper—the politician who expects to

find an elaborate disquisition on the faults and

shortcomings of the British Government, by which
the coimtry has lost ground and is going to the

dogs ;
and the member of Mr. Brigbt's peace

society, who hopes to be gratified with prophecies
of decline, in consequence of the ride move-
ment.
The lost ground of which I am going to write,

has nothing to do with these ; for it is not a moral
but a physical loss of country, which, to many
peojile, will be more alarming

—an actual disap-

pearance of old England's shores, which lie buried

beneath the sea. From the pradiistoric days of

dim, mysterio\is legend, down to yesterday, acre

after acre of fair land has gi-adually been swept
aM'ay by the resistless action of the waves, which,
in course of time, has materially altered the

shape of the coast ; and there is something intensely

interesting in bringing before one's mind their

probable features,—the old traditions and legends
connected with their disapi:)earance, and the re-

conciling tliem with geological facts. I was much
struck, while staying last summer at Aberyst-
with, with the contours of Cardigan Bay, which is

iu shape a magnificent curve, of which the horns

are respectively, Strumble Head, in Pembroke-

shire, and Bardsey Island, in Carnarvonshire. If

the reader looks at the map he may calculate for

himself the amount of square miles contained iu

that expanse of water, even a rough guess of

which I should be very sorry to hazard. What-
ever it may be, tradition asserts that a fair land

lies buried here, overwhelmed by a fearful and

sudden catastrophe.
Once ujion a time—so runs the tale—in

the year of the world, 3591, there was a Prince

of Demetia, a province of South Wales, whose

name was Seithenyn, the son of Soithyn Seidi.

This i)roviuce lay low, and was liable to inunda-

tions of the sea, to prevent which, great embank-

ments were formed with flood-gates, the care of
which wa.s committed to SeithL:,

water-commissioner. As the
situated at the mouth of tlie great river, it wu
neces.sary to close them at liigh-watcn, a duty
which the prince forgot on one occasion. ilurinL- a
night of heavy conviviality. The awf'

according to the Welsh Triad.s, was,
•

Cantref (iwaeb.d, or the Lowland Hundred, wiu»

swept over by the waves, which destroyed all tli.-

lionaes, lands, and i>opulation, includinf,' sixt. u

fortified towns, superior to any in Wales.

bouring king, of the euphoniou.s name of < . ...
Garanhir, who was also a poet, wrote a long
account of it, invoking Scithenyh in no n. !

strains. The original wa.s believe.l to li ,

written in Welsh, but has been thus traii.'*lat«^'d in
the "Arch;eohigia Cambreiisis :

"—
".Seithenyn,

come out and look towanls the abode of heroes
;

the plain of Gwyddno is overwhelmed by the i»ea.

Cursed l)e the embankment which let in, aft<T

wine, the ojten fountain of the roaring deep.
Cursed be the keeper of the fiood-gates, who, after

his festive mirth, let in the fountain of the deso-

lating ocean," &c. &c.

From many appearances on the coast of Cardi-

ganshire, it seems probable cnougli that a largo
tract of country lies underneath the sea ; hut
whether that tract was ever populated, or was
overwhelmed before the time of man, is a difficult

question to answer. Near Aberystwith there arc,

running out from the main land at intervals from
each other, certain curious embankments a)>out

the width of a road, extending a long w.iy out.

They are so straight and of such extreme regu-

larity, that it is hard to consider them, as some

do, natural beds of rock, more especially as on
each side of them, there is very rough, foul ground.
At low water they can be traced a long w.iy out

to sea, and even when covered by the waves, a

])ecuHar streak marks their subaqueous coiir-c.

although 1 cannot vouch for the great leni;tli

to which they are said to extend.

Sarn Badrig, to the south of Harlech, is believwl

to be twenty-one miles long, and is often dry for

nine nules at low- water of sjjring tiiles. Sam

Cynfeliu, near Aberj-stwith, is seven miles in

length, and at the end of it ruins, likethosm of old

walls, are said to exist, called Caer <iwydilno, or

( Iwyddno's fortifications. Besides these, there are

several minor "sarns," tlie word itself l)eing gene-

rally apjilied to a Roman road.

Whether these embankments were artitici.-U, or

whether they arc natural results, such .ts the peb-

ble baidvs which are fonneil sometimes by the

operations of tides and current-s, it is at le.ast

curious to observe liow our ancestors have s|iocu-

latcd on the appearances that ]»resented themselves

to their notice, and liave endcavoure<l to account

for them liy a legend, inste.-ul of a tlieory, as they

of the present day would do.

There arc, however, other appearances on the

same coast, which alford such convincing proof to

the geologi.st of the existence of i'

he needs not the additional contii

tion. These are submarine forcjits which have

been detected at unusu.ally low tides in various

places. At the embouchure of the river Dovcy,
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which cli\^des the counties of Cardigan and Me-
rioneth, a considerable number of oak-trees were
found under the bed of the sea, together with the
Pinus Sylvestris or Scotch fir, a phenomenon, how-
ever, by no means confined to Cardigan Bay.
At Newgale, a little south of St. David's Head,
trunks of trees have frequently been seen when the
sand has been blo\vn away by certain winds, and so
notorious was the fact, that even old Giraldus Cam-
brensis, the historian of Wales in the time of

Henry TL, remarked upon it.
"
Also," he writes,

the trunks of trees standing in the midst of the
sea

;
so that it did not appear like the seashore,

but rather resembled a grove." Similar examples
may be quoted at Tenby and in Swansea Bay,
where not only a whole forest, of which mention
is made in ancient records, as being called Crow's
Wood, but also a castle, have disappeared beneath
the waves.

Now, as to the probable cause of these pheno-
mena.

^
Geologists are well aware of the fact, that

there is a certain relation between the land and
the sea

; or, in other words, that the relative posi-
tion of the land towards the sea sometimes changes.
There are and have frequently been, in geological
eras, extraordinary oscillations of coast lines, some
of them indeed going on now, though so gradually,
that they are invisible, Init not the less capable of

being noted
; and as an instance we may point to

the coast of Sweden, which by actual measurement
has been discovered to be rising at an appreciable
amount for every centitry. Au contraire, if ele-
vations of land may happen, so may depressions,
and these may be of every variety of direction, from
the gradual and gentle sinking to the sudden and
violent catastrophe. If the buried coimtry, as for

•instance, the Lowland Hundred, was so little
raised above the level of the sea as to demand em-
bankments, according to the legend, it would not,
in that case, require such a very great amount of

depression to produce an inimdation of the sea
;

indeed, even at the present day, were it not for
the extreme care and jealousy with which the
Hollanders maintain their dykes, we might at any
time expect to hear the same story realised. To a
certain extent this has partly happened, for it is
on record that the Zuyder Zee was in the Roman
era nothing but a marsh, drained by a river, but
that the sea broke through the isthmus which
joined Erieslaud to North Holland, and rushed in,

permanently submerging the coimtry. England's
lost ground, however, is by no means confined to
the shores of Wales, but is even to a still greater
extent on the south coast. It is, I think, a reason-
able speculation, that the Scilly Islands formed a
part and i)arcel of Cornish ground, and many are
the legends of the fair land of Lyonnesse, which we
are told contained one hundred and forty churches,and was celebrated for the gallant deeds performed
there by the knights of King Arthur's round table.
The catastrophe which swaUowed up this district,was in all probabdity caused by an earthquake, as
even an unusually severe storm has frequently
inflicted on our coast a loss scarcely credible

; and
the portion of that county between St. Ives and
Mount Bay, has been more than once threatened
to be made an island under the attacks of the
fierce elements.

Some of my readers might be inclined to say,
that all these examples of buried land, if ever they
did happen, took place in times of such antiquity,
that they are little better than fables, and that
such things do not occur now-a-days. I will,
therefore, passing by Old Brighton on the south
coast, which in the reign of Ehzabeth stood where
the chain pier now stands, glance at the chfFs of
Norfolk and Yorkshire, where the most unbeliev-

ing of mortals can actually see for themselves the
precarious tenure of the laud. Speaking on this

point, Professor Phillips observes:—"Even the
hardest rocks that begird the ocean are more or
less wasted away by its never ceasing attacks

; and
chffs composed alternately of softer and harder
strata, are quickly eaten away, and stiU more rai)id
destruction falls annually on the crumbling diluvial

clays and loose gravelly cliffs which margin so great
an extent of the coast of England."
The pleasant httle watering-i)lace of Cromer and

the adjacent coast, particularly in the neighbour-
hood of Mundesley and Hajjpisburgh, furnish
abimdant confirmation. The sailors at the former
place will tell you that old Cromer church is thi-ee
miles out at sea, and not only the church but that
a whole town, formerly known as Shipden, which
stood near it, has undergone the same fate. It is

very certain, that were it not for the enormous
sea wall and breakwater erected by the inhabitants,
Cromer would soon be numbered among the things
that have been. In Yorkshii-e the devastation has
been even more rapid and more recent. Church
after church, village after village, acre after acre
of broadland has disapjjeared, and are daily disap-
pearing. Owthorne church, near Withernsea,
was carried off within the last forty years, and a
melancholy sight was it to see the skeletons and
coffins protruding from the cliff, as the sea gradu-
ally washed away the churchyard. Kilnsea church
has shared the same doom

; but held up as long as

1831, when the cliffs sank down, carrying the
church and a part of the village with it.

It has been calculated, that the annual loss of
land along the shores of Holdernesse is not less
than two and a half yards in breadth each year ;

on the Norfolk coast, about one yard; and on
Thanet Island, three feet. In districts where soil
IS bad and land of no value, it does not so verymuch matter

; but when house and church pro-
perty, besides acres of good land, are annually
swept away, it becomes a serious question, not
only to the owners of property, but to the nation
at large, how to guard against the incursions of
the sea, and thus prevent old England losino- any
more ground. Q. P. BevIx.

TAP-DRESSING.
A siXGULAR custom prevails in the old-fashioned

town of Wirksworth, in Derbyshire, which is
called tap-dressing, or sometimes tvell-Axessing.
It would appear that, in former times, the inha-
bitants of this town and its neighbourhood suffered
much from the insufficiency of their supjily of
water. When a constant supply was at last
insured by laying down iron pipes, the cere-

mony of tap-dressing was instituted to commemo-
rate the imijrovement. This Whitsimtide of the
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eighteen hiuidred and sixty,
tiftli anniversary of the

year of our Lord

was the hiindi-ed and

event.

After a beautiful drive of about two miles from

Matlock, the stranger comes upon a quaint little

town surrounded by an amphitheatre of hills

mtli dark plumes of waving iirs upon their crests,

and sides clothed with softer foliage which mingles
at last with the apple-blossoms of the gardens.

Half way up the steep street, which gives entrance

to the town, he will find the first tap. That is the

first dressed tap
—a tap in which the teetotaller

and the art-student, who does not invariably

eschew more stimulating beverage, are cfpiaUy

interested.

The tap is a taljkau ol .M

r(jck. The figure of Moses .i

series of the scene are composed ot cUy, but
covered entirely with Howers. The c:--' -

•]

of Moses was produced (a singular c<

by the petals of tlie Mount Tabor l'<

vesture was of violets ; but liia hair :i i

were the greatest success. Composed of dark moKx,
their efi'ect might have excited jealousy in thir

breast of Madame Tussaud. To borrow the

language of the i»laybills of our minor theatrt-'',

the illusion was completed by
" real wat<.'r."

When the rod of Moses rested on the rock, .i

sufficient stream trickled from early morn to dew y
eve.

The designs of the other taps were not so ambi-

tious. They both bore a certain resemblance to

Grecian temples, with small fountains beneath

their shade. These structures were composed of

boards covered with clay, which was again over-

laid with flowers. The petals only are used in this

mosaic work, and the effect is very remarkable.

Buttercups, blue-bells, pansies, the blossoms of

the gorse, the sharp pointed leaves of the fir,

mosses of various colours, geraniums, lilies of

the valley, blossoms of the globe amaranthiis,

and the narcissus, were all impressed into the

SGrVlCG

Witli these a variety of patterns were formed,

the pillars turned with parti-coloured scrolls,

crowns and sceptres, lions and unicorns, even

texts of scripture were thrown out in I'm-

strongest relief by the contrast of tho back-

^'^TlTc whole bore evidence of very good workman-

ship In aU the patterns the Uues were carefully

drawn, and the e.lges clearly defined. It m 'V

be doubted, whether any one who has not W :>

a spectator could form a corr.

effects produced by the fragil--
i"

'

used.

The first prize was a<lju«lgca lo tn .- ,

tion of Moses, the ditiiculty of the luid.

probably having some weight in inHuencuig; tUc

decision. , , ,- >
• *u„ nc- i

Of course it was a general hohday in the
m.,^

bourhood. The village mustered in great strengtlu
II
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The gorgeous blue ribbons and stars upon their

breasts looked, at a sliort distance, as magnificent
as the order of the garter on the noble owner of

Chats worth.
As they promenaded the streets, two-and-two,

Avith a very fair band playing before them, an eye
accustomed to the step of our gallant volunteers,
could not but regret that they did not march in

time. However, they all seemed to enjoy them-

selves, even the two leaders who carried the large
banner—evidently a work fraught with difficulty
and danger—and as the spectacle was not pro-

fessedly military, its most important end may
be considered to have been attained. The young
ladies from the neighbouring factories also came
out in force, and tine, tall, rosy-cheeked, dark-

eyed damsels a great many of them were. A
southern spectator might have been surprised that

a young lady whose dialect he would have had
considerable difficulty in comprehending, should,

nevertheless, wear a bonnet trimmed with Ro.'fa

Magenta, a new and extremely fashionable

colour. The last statement is made on feminine

authority.
The cause of water-drinking has lately received

a considerable impulse from the erection of drink -

ing-fountains in many of the principal towns.

Might it not aid the good cause for which these

have been built, if their foundation was comme-
morated by some ceremony as graceful and as

harmless as the tap-dressing at Wirksworth.
H.

I'YE LOST MY HEAET.
Where is my heart ? Alas ! not here.

It ".vander'd from my careful keeping.
And "stole away

"
one summer's eve

When I was too securely sleeping.

I called it back. Ah, truant heart,
It would not heed the timely warning,
But vow'd, with many a blush and smile,
It would return before the morning.

The morning came
;
but not my heart

;

I've never seen the wanderer since,
And can't forgive the faithless elf

For keeping me in such suspense.

I've lost my heart. Wliat must be done ?

'Tis plain I cannot live without it
;

Perchance, some day it may retiun,
If I don't say too much about it.

For hearts, I know, are so perverse.
That if they think you prize them highly,
They give themselves concsited airs,
And very often treat you vilely.

And so I'll try to bear my loss.

My wounded feelings I must smother,
I may, perhaps, repair my loss.
And some day find myself another.
Will no one volunteer a loan
Until I can get back my own ?

The heart I've lost is warm and light.
And has a trick of loving blindly,
If you should find the wayward sprite,
I hope you'll treat it very kindly.

Should you neglect it, 'twill rebel,

And surely die if you are cruel
;

I5ut if you understand it well,

You'll find this heart a priceless jewel.

So if it chance to come your way,
Don't keep it there at any cost,

Unless you'll use it tenderly,
But send me back the heart Tve lost !

Jessica Rankin.

NEPENTHES; or, PITCHER-PLANTS.

The almost endless diversity of form and coloui'

which mark the productions of Nature, so definite

in the broad lines which separate the great divisions

from each other, so extensively varied within

those limits, so often characterised by forms of

symmetry and blendings of colour inimitably

beautiful, call forth universal admiration, while

they invite and reward intelligent research.

This extreme variety in vegetable life constitutes

one great charm of foreign travel, while it con-

tributes largely to the ever-fresh and welcome

enjoyment of the home garden and the conserva-

tory. This pleasure is every year shared by in-

creasing numbers, and few signs of social progress
are more gratifying than the addition of one or

both these latter sources of recreation and in-

struction to nearly all except the lowest class of

rural or suburban dwellings.
The relations subsisting between the structure of

plants and peculiar conditions of temperature and
climate have given to different parts of the world
a specific and iieculiar vegetation. Formerly, the

plants peculiar to each region were known to few

beyond the inhabitants of the countries in which

they grew ; but the pursuits of commerce and
science have, in recent years, made the inhabitants

of Europe acquainted with the productions of all

other countries ; and the increased attention to hor-

ticidture in our own country, especially the labours

of the Horticidtural Society, have encouraged and
rewarded the introduction and culture of what-
ever rare, curious, or beautiful forms of vegetable
life have been found in any part of the globe.

Among plants of the latter class few are more
remarkable and striking than the XcpKnthes, or

Pitcher-plants. One variety of this remarkable

plant. Nepenthes distillatoria, was introduced to

England towards the close of the last century
from China, and hence for a long time was desig-
nated the Chinese Pitcher-plant. In recent years
this, and other species belonging to the same

genus, have been found in countries at a remote
distance from China. Mr. Ellis saw the kind first

brought into England growing, apparently in a
wild state, in Madagascar; other species have been
discovered in Bengal and Ceylon, and a consider-

able number in the large and but partially ex-

plored island of Borneo.

All the plants of this genus are natives of the

tropics : but two other genera of plants, the Sar-

racenia and Cephalotus, greatly resembling the

Nepenthes in organic structure, and exhibiting
also in a modified form the Pitcher, or Ascidium,
are natives of more temperate parts. The former,
which is sometimes called the Side-saddle Plant,

having been found in the United States, and the
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latter (wliich is an exceedingly cnrions and beau-

tiful plant, one of the varieties being ornamented
with stripes of red or purple) is a native of New
Holland, and is sometimes called the AiistraUan

Pitcher-plant.
The habit of growth and mode of culture are

the same for the several species of Nei)enthes. All

are ever-gi-een creepers, and in their native

countries climb upon the trunks of trees to the

height of thirty feet. The glass-houses in which

they are glo^\^a in England seldom allow them to

rise more than six or seven feet above the pot in

which they are planted, and only a few attain

even that elevation. The long slender stems are

generally trained round a n^imber of rods, or a

wire frame. They grow best in a very moist

atmosphere, seldom lower than 60°, having the

pots embedded in moss, heated by artificial means

to a somewhat higher temperature than the atmo-

sphere. The roots are fibrous, and the stalk,

which is smaller than an ordinary quill, is during
the first year green, but afterwards turns brown,

and is sometimes more than half an inch in

diameter. The raceme of flowers is large, but

the single flowers are small, dull coloured, and

unattractive. The seeds are abundant, and the

plant is propagated by seed or cuttings. The

climbing habits, and the long, linear or oblong,

and dark green shining leaves render the several

kinds of Nepenthes highly ornamental ;
but the

curiously constructed and gracefully formed

pitcher which hangs by a long slender stalk to the

end of each leaf places them among the most

singular and attractive objects contained in our

houses of glass.

This elegant and unique appendage to the

leaves of the Nepenthes, combining lines of gracefid

curve and forms of exquisite symmetry that might
almost have fitted them to be models for the vases

or other fictile wares of antiquity, appears to be

produced by a series of successive developments in

the foliage of this remarkable genus. The leaf,

as it first unfolds, presents to the ordinary ob-

server scarcely any sign of the pitcher, except a

curious tendril or cirrhus extending beyond the

extreme point of the leaf. As this tendril

lengthens, the small enlargement at the end in-

creases, and the tendril in the meantime gradually

bends upwards at the point like a hook ;
the part

thus bent continues to enlarge, the substance of

the stalk appearing to swell, until it attains the

size and form of the pitcher. The lid then sepa-

rates from the rim, excepting at the upper and

outer side, where it remains more or less raised,

and united as by a hinge to the pitcher. This

pitcher, being attached at its base to the slender,

tendril-hke stalk, hangs suspended six inches or a

foot from the point of the leaf with which it is

connected. Forty or more pitchers sometimes

hang around a single plant. In some species this

order of successive development is not followed.

In the early gro-ivth of some seedhng plants ex-

amined by Dr. Hooker, and described in a memoir

on the origin and development of the pitchers of

Nepenthes, recently published in the "Transactions

of the Linnc-ean Society," he found that the cariiest

leaves of the seedling plant became perfect

pitchers, joined by the stalk or petiole to the

stem, as in Sarracenia, Mithout any intcrvcaiu"
leaf or tendril.

Singular as is the structure, and elalKiratv ^
appears the orgaiiisation, of these slight delicately-
formed pitchers, and striking as is their resem-
blance in structure and in furiu to koiiu- of the

most u.seful productions of human Kkill, another

circumstance, in some respects yet more remark-

able, remains to be noticed. As the pitcher

swells, and while the aperture remains 1

closed l)y its lid, a quantity of pure, t.i

colourless water collects in all the species in the

cavity of the pitcher, which, when the lid rises, is

generally found to be at least one-third full of this

infiltrated fluid.

To whatever change tliis water may l)c sub-

jected in plants growing in a natural state, it docs

not appear that, under the culture t<j which they
are subject here, the quantity ever increases after

the operculum or lid is raised ; on the contrary,

although the plant requires to be kept in a moist

atmosphere, the water in the pitcher diminishes

and gradually dries up. Such a remark.able ar-

rangement is doubtless intended to answer an

important purpose. Some have suppcscd that the

inner surface of the pitchers is lined with minute

rootlets, which draw nutriment from this natural

reservoir ;
but botanists have failed to discover

them. The plant does not seem to be at .all

dependent on this water for vigorous and healthy

growth, as it is often robust and luxuri.-int when

there are few if any pitchers.

The greatest jiractical utility of the pitchers

hitherto discovered has been the slight check they

furnish to the increase of insect Ufe. The inner

edge of the annulus of the pitcher is fringed with

stiff hairs growing in an oblique, descending

direction, along which insects easily pass to the

water, but through which few of them seem able

to make their way back ; and in most of the

intchers a short time after the li.ls have l>cen

raised a number of insects are found drowue<l iu

the water. Hence a healthy pitcher-plant
is con-

sidered useful in a house containing orchids or

other tender plants, as cockroaches and such de-

structive insects are not unfreciucntly foir

in the pitchers, to which they have been a:

by the water, or by a sugary secretion saul to bo

foimd in the inside of some species ; whUe the

young succident roots and llower-buds of the

orchids aroimd have been left uninjured.

The accompanying wowlcut exhibits three "'

the species in most general cultivation. The

central plant is the .V'/" "'/"•' /?"J
•'"'

in honour of the late Sir Stamford 1 .
"' "

of Bencooleu, producing the largest and n. -t

beautiful pitchers yet grown in EuroiH^ luc

linear-acuminate leaves arc sometimes a foot an.l a

half long. The cirrhus, or sUlk of tlr

of equal length. The somewhat ;

nitcher is six inches deep, ami two or three nun-
'

in diameter towards the b.ase. The lid is an u. «

and a half in length and an inch wule. The c ..•

of the aperture is ornamented and i.rotect<-.l l> .^

broa«l rim or annulus of a reddish brown -r pur]...'

colour. The whole of the outside of the pitch, r

and lid is spotted or blotched with a rich '
- -

'

red or purple. A healthy .Vr;""'^""
'•
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witli its luxuriant dark green shining leaves,

graceful habit of growth, and large richly-colovired

pitchei's, is an attractive and remarkable object in

any collection of plants.
The plant on the left in the plate is jVepenthe^

distiUatoria, the first species introduced to Europe.
The length of its pitcher is equal to those of

Bafflesiana, but it is much less capacious. The
neck and upper part are exceedingly graceful and
almost classical in form. The aperture and lid

are circidar, and about an inch in diameter. The

colour is a rich yellow, shading into red in the

upper parts. The attractiveness of this si)ecies is

i
increased by the tendency of the cirrhus to curve

I and form one or two rings, as is often seen in the

tendrils of the vine.

The plant on the right is Nepenthes Icevi.s, a less

robust but graceful plant with smaller pitchers,

I presenting in form a medium between the two

I

already described. There are several other species
in cultivation, some more rare, but none intrin-

i sically better than those here specified. Dried

specimens, however, of several species have been
received by Messrs. Low of Clapton, and Veitch
of (Jhelsea, from the mountains of Borneo, far

surpassing in size and novelty of form anything
2)reviously imagined in connection with this in-

teresting class of plants. Dr. Hooker, who has

recently pidilished a very interesting description
of them in the "Transactions of the Linnean

Society," mentions one as " a noble species, with

very remarkable pitchers, very imlike any other

species;" and descri])es another as "certainly
one of the most striking vegetable productions
hitherto discovered." We are not surprised at this

designation of a plant prodiicing pitchers six inches

in diameter, and twelve inches long, the aperture
of which is covered with an everted annidus or ring
an inch or an inch and a half broad. We can only

hope that seeds have come, or -will follow the tb'ied

specimens, so that these magnificent species may
be added to those we already possess.

Mr. Veitch of the Exotic Nursery, Chelsea,

amongst the most successfid cultivators of these

curious plants, and to the 314,000 visitors who
annually resort to the Royal Gardens at Kew, the

pitcher-plants are always attractive objects.
E. W.
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RAG FAIR.

Eag Fair is a power in the State just now.
Never mind the people who go about clothed in

purple and fine linen. Eags are your only wear.

The beggars throughout the British Islands had
best look to themselves, for the eyes of the jiaper-

makers are upon them. They believe that unless

they can prociu'c rags in plenty they must throw
',

their mill machinery oiit of gear, and try their

luck in some other kind of trade. Now, we
should not smile at the sorrows of rich men when

they employ their riches in a gainful way to the

country and to themselves. If a manufacturer in .

any branch of industry can make money lireed liy

setting a thousand pairs of arms to work, so much 1

the better for himself, and for all. The big jiaper-

makers have killed the small paper-makers, because,
as the trade advanced, it was found that the

machine helped man, more than man helped the

machine. And yet there are more hands employed
in the making of paper now—even relatively to

supply
—than in the days of the small-mill men.

It is just the old story of the spinning-jenny and
the threshing-machine told over again with other

names. Skill and capital were l:)rought to bear

upon the trade. The small men were thrust off

the path, and the ca}iitalist and the engineer came
in

;
and had it all their own way. There is no

use in whining over this. The human race can't

afford to make a bad debt here
; and to pay a

double ])rice for an article there for the profit of a

few. We have put off our mourning for the

small paper mill- owners, and we shall not spend
another farthing upon crape, even though the

owners of large mills are in a scrape, which, after

all, perhaps, is more one in appearance than in

reality.
We all remember how it was said, in 1845-46,

that the British farmer was ruined because he was

exposed to the rivalry of the corn-grower in the

United States and the vast plains of southern

Eussia. It was jiroved to lis, as plain as fignii-es

could pi'ove it, by Lord George Bentinck and

others, that the English soil miist fall out of

cultivation when the British farmer was involved

in this unequal contest. Is not the British farmer

a more thriving man than ever, now that fifteen

years have flown by, and he has tried conclusions

fairly with his foreign rivals ? The corn-growers
of Tamboff have not answered Lord Derby's

expectations. The same dismal prophecy was
uttered by the workers in glass, and their friends,

when the late Sir Eobert Peel set the glass-trade
free. Who would not be glad, at the present mo-

ment, to have an interest in a glass-factory of good

repute ? Now the turn of the paper-makers has

come. They say that if they are ex])osed to the

competition of the foreign paper-maker, under

equal fiscal conditions,—that is to say, when there

is equilibrium between the excise and custom

duties—they must infallibly be ruined. Tliis

terri1)Ie result, as they say, depends upon the

fact that the foreign paper-maker has access to a

larger rag-market than themselves, and although
he is perfectly willing to supply us with the manu-

factured article, he altogether declines to let us

have his rags, save they he weighted with an export
duty which will place them lH.v..nd the reach of
the British i)aper-maker8 altogether. In oth.-r
words, there is cheaper jiaper to bo had on th.
continent of Europe than here. If bo why ar<-

we, the pubhc, not to have the benetit of thin

cheapness? As long as it wa.s a quejition of

revenue, there was not a word to be said. Mr.
Gladstone was scarcely justified in throwing away
1,500,000/. of revenue at a time wlien tlior.- is

such a heavy gunpowder l>ill falling due. How-
ever much the consumers of paiur might dcsiro t<>

have the article at the cheapest jiossible rate, they
felt that the time was not well chosen for tami»i-r-

ing with the pul>liu finances, even t)

change proposed might in the end work 1.

This, however, was not the view of our patnoti--

paper-makers. So the Chancellor of tlio Ex-

chequer had given them a penny protective duty
to keep out the foreign article, they would have
been (juitc content to see the excise dtity leviable

upon home-made paper knocked on the hea<I. We
should not in that case have heard much of th"-

sweet minstrelsy of that Dying Swan, Mr. Thoni.-i.s

Wrigley, nor of the unsucce.'isful experimentii of

the Taverham Mills. The simple fact is thia,

the manufacture of paper is one of the few

monopolies left in the country. It is in the

hands of a few capitalists who have destroyed
or bought up their smaller rivals. At considi-r-

able expense, but with enormous advantage to

themselves, they have erected machinery which
is admirably adapted for tearing racrs into jiioces

and reducing tliem into pulp, but which could not

be brought to deal with any other materials. Of

course they don't like a change—why should

they ? The udders of the milch cow were in their

own hands ; why should they let in the foreign

milkmaid to share their easy profits? Can .any

one say what argument can in fairness be urged in

favour of the British paj^er-maker whicli ha-i not

been urged a hundred times over in favour of

the British farmer, the British sliip-owncr, the

British glass-blower, or the British monopolust of

any denomination ! We are just dc.alirtg over

again with the ghosts of the old fallacies which, m
we all supposed, were laid for ever in 1S45-4G,

and were consigned to the Limbo of nonsense for

ever.

This is sad stuff they are t.alking alwut the raw

material. Is a rag raw m.iteri.il ? Sow it in the

earth, and see if other r.igs will spring up. Or is

it raw material in the sense th.at iron and wool are

raw materials ? It is nothing of the kind, but the

mere refuse of manufactured articles pa.st sonioe.

There is such an abund.ince of this refuse even in

I

our own country, that it is largely exported to

the United States. The price of rags, no doubt, is

thus raised in Englaiul. So much the b.-ttor for

the rag merchant ; so much the worse for the painr-

niaker ;
above all, in the long nin, so much the

worse for the consumer. Are we therefore, oxit of

regard to those gentlemen, who .are no doubt

making a good thing of it. to be comi>< lle<l to pur-

chase our paper of the maker who only h.v< .i.ve«

to the dearest r.ig-market ? We cannot compel

foreign nations to take the duty off rags. But if

this Treaty ^^-ith France luad never bi>cn heard of.
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it would have been equally right to set the trade

in paper free. As far as tlie revenue is concerned,
it is a matter of perfect indifference to the Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer whether he receive the

money under the head of Customs or of Excise.

There may possibly have been a certain amount
of blundering in the negotiation. Had Mr. Cobden
held out a little longer, and played off the French

Eag-merchant against the French Paper-maker,
he might have made better terms for the British

paper-maker. Even so, are the jniblic to be sacri-

ficed because Mr. Cobden might have let him
down a little more easily ? If it can be proved
that the revenue of the country is not damaged to

the extent of one farthing by the proposed change,

why shoidd we not be allowed to buy our paper
where it may be had cheapest ?

Again, we say the British paper-makers tell us

they must infallibly be ruined if they are brought
into competition with the foreigner, because the

foreigner has access to the better rag-market—
and because paper cannot be made out of any
other material than rags

—that is, so that the

trade shall be remiuierative. Now, is this so ?

They say that "any raw material i")ossessing
the quality of fibre requisite for the manufacture
of good paper woidd be available also for the

manufacture of those articles out of which good
paper is now made, and the latter as a matter of

course would be the more in-ofitable application of

the two." Now, it is clear enough that a sub-

stance may possess so much toughness of fibre

that it may be converted into excellent paper, and

yet it might not be strong enough for other pur-

poses, as for the making of ropes and cordage.
At the present moment there is a weekly journal
of enormoiis circulation published in this town
which is 2«-«;/«7 0)i strcno. Captain Sherard

Osborn, in his interesting little work called "A
Cruise in Ja2)anese Waters," tells us that in Japan
paper enters far more largely into the uses of

ordinary life than among ourselves. The Jajianese
build hoiises out of jiaper ; they make carriages
out of paper ; they use their shavings of paper for

tying up parcels as we use twine, and the paper
stands the strain. There can be no doubt that

you coidd hang a man with a strip of Japanese
paper. WoxUd the British paper-maker consent

upon the result of this ordeal?
choose a champion, and let

Mr. Gladstone suspend that champion—pinioned
of course—by a strip of .Japanese paper to
a lamp-post in Palace Yard, and leave him

standing on a stool two feet above the ground,
with the iiower of kicking away the stool if he
chooses. If the rope breaks then the manu-
facturer is right, and we must yield to the point
of the argument. If it holds he is wrong, and there
is an end of his mistake and his misery. It seems
clear that other materials than flax enter into the

composition of Japanese paper ; indeed, it is
'

doubtfid if it be made of flax at all. Upon exami-
[

nation here the conclusion seems to be possible
that hair or wool, or some other such animal sub-

stance, is employed ; but this statement is gaven
rather as curious than material to the immediate
argument. We are told that there is plenty of
fibre in the short furze for paper-making purposes.

to rest his case

Let the trade

—still more in the common broom,—in the bine

or stem of the hop—in the thin leaves which pro-
tect the ear of the Indian corn. Then there is the

wool of the silk-cotton trees of tropical America—
the refuse fibre of sugar-cane mills—and the bad
short cotton of India. These articles are enume-
i-ated by a writer in the "Gardener's Chronicle "

of March last, together with "
wood-shavings, the

fragments of the basket-makers, the worth-
of coppice woods, weeds, the

of beet-sugar works, old mats,
worn-out gunney-bags, all sorts

to say nothing of straw."

substances enumerated we

less thinnings
valueless pidj)

damaged hay,
of coarse grapes ;

In addition to the

have before us all the chances of tropical vege-
tation. Rags have hitherto been the sub-

stance chiefly
— nay, almost exclusively em-

ployed by the British paper-maker ; but it is

notorious that a large fortune was made by a gen-
tleman at the time connected with the trade of

Manchester, who had the good sense to go round

I

to the various mills, and offer the proju-ietors a

I
certain sum for the cotton refuse, which was
thrown off by their machinery, and which they
had been in the habit of regarding as a mere
nuisance. All that is wanted is a good pulp con-

taining a short, and not necessarily a tough fibre.

It is really quite immaterial whether this is made
out of rags, or whether it is a broth of mahogany
trees.

The British paper-makers, just because they
have not been exposed to the free air of competi-
tion, have been taking this matter easilj'', and have
been content to jog on in the' old senseless way to

the detriment of the public. Sleepy Hollow has

proved an El Dorado to them, and they are not

very pleased with any one who gives them a

rough shake, and bids them look to themselves.

Their machinerj^ is only adapted to the reduction

of rags into pulp ; if they shoidd be now called

upon to deal with other substances, they must

invest,—nay, risk capital upon the inu-chase of

fresh machinery. They have been enjoying all

the ease and mental tranquillity of carrying on
a close business. They should now confront the

rivalrj'^ of the whole country and the whole world,
and come off victors in the contest, or quietly
retire out of sight. Let no man look his fellows

in the face, and assert that the ingenuity and

energy of England are not equal to carrying on a

brisk business in paper, even if the continent of

Europe works up all its old rags. The inevitable

result will be, either that this rag-fear will turn
out a mere panic, or that before many months
have passed away we shall have discovered various

materials, which will make us independent of the

rag-merchant altogether. It is a farce to speak of

rags as worthless
; they are just worth the labour

which has been spent upon collecting them, which
is considerable, and we shall probably do better

than rags. At any rate, there is no reason why
England should continue to buy paper in the

dearest market for the benefit of the British

paper-makers ;
to make no mention of the fact

that the supply is so defective xmder existing

arrangements that it is not without difficulty the

quantity necessary for trade purposes can be

l^rocured.
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THE IJirERIAL LETTER.

CoBBETT, in his English Grammar, takes King's
speeches as models of bad English. After laying
down rides for writing or speaking English, he
shows his pupils by the force of examjiles how
they may be kept, how thej' may be violated.

Royal speeches furnish him with a plentifid crop
of blunders. ',' This is what his jNIajesty said,"
"ThisisM'hat his Majesty meant to say," is the

burden of this rough grammarian's song. Louis

Napoleon's letter to M. de Persigny is not stufifed

with erroi'S of this kind. It is written in remark-

ably good French, almost as good as the French of

M. Thiers or George Sand. It is not interlarded

with phrases such as " The inexorable loijic of

fads,"
" France under the influence of a generous

idea," and so forth. The Emperor's meaning is

clear enough ;
and what a meaning as far as the

French people are concerned ! He writes as though
France were his o-wn in fee-simjile. Louis XIV.
would have found a few graceful })hrases to humour
the self-love of his subjects. Louis Napoleon has

not one. It is all "what I intend," "what I

do not intend,"
" my armies,"

" my fleets." The

egotism of Louis Napoleon is the egotism of a

Virginian planter rather than the self-assertion

of a nation's chief. In this famdiar letter he

has thro^wn off the mask altogether, and whether
he lets us into the secret of his true designs or

not, he shows us the cabinet in which they are

worked out. The jealousy of foreign statesmen, or

of foreign nations, gives him uneasiness to a certain

extent—the jealousy of his own people, not a

thought. We know, at least, now what our

security is—it lies in the intentions of the French

Emperor—in the breast of a single man whose
chief characteristic is his heroic capacity for

silence. It is probable that he speaks sincerely
for the moment. The worst is, that admitting all

his facts to be true, we can draw no inference

favourable to our own security from such truths

as those. Napoleon the Unready could light

Magenta and Solferino on a six weeks' notice, and

carry his Lombard campaign through to a reason-

ably successful issue. The day might come when

we, too, might find him equally iinprepared, and

equally driven by the foi-ce of circumstances to

attack us in our turn. In this matter we are

somewhat unjust to Louis Napoleon—very unjust
to ourselves. Our security lies in our own
state of preparation, not in the French Em-

peror's want of it. He is perfectly right

Avhen he says that his army, and his fleet,

are not more numerous than they were during
the days of the monarchy ; although it is one '

thing when a rifle is in the hands of a rifleman, !

another when it is in the clumsy grasp of a

grocer. The ruler of France, exposed, as he always

is, to the chances of a collision with the great
'

military monarchies of the Continent, must keep
^

a considerable army a-foot. We cannot blame

him for this. As long as France was governed bj--

a parliament and in a constitutional way, this gave
us no cause for alarm ;

but now things are changed.

One man, alone, can restrain that army within its

camps and cantonments, or let it loose upon the

world
;
therefore we must bo prepared. The very

worst thing which could happen to us, would be
i

that Louis Napoleon Hhould take as at our word
and agree to a disarmament Ujton both Ki<lt«. Two
years hence, it would take u» a twelvcuiontli U--
fore we could put on our war-paiut :igaiu ; in a
fortnight the French Emperor would be in light-
ing-trim. This is the most momcutoiu of all

deceptions. Whatever measurcH we ad-
'

r

own security, let them be taken with r. t .

our own weakness and power : not because w^-

attribute strength or weakness to our rival. Wh<-ri
the continental nations adopt sucli a syHtcm <>f

internal government as -will leave them without a
fear of danger from witiiin, they will be able tu
disarm—not before. As long as one remains in

arms, all wiU remain in arms. As long a-s tlu-

Continent is armed, England must look t<j her own
security. Meanwhile, nothing can Ik; more con-

temptible—nothing more unworthy of the English
character than the periodical panics which run
like wildfire throughout the nation. Why should

England fear France, or indeed Europe 7 We
have but to will our own security, and the thing
is done. At the present epoch of the world's

history we must be content to pay a small jkt

centage on our income in the way of insurance

against foreign aggression
—a small per cuntagi.'

indeed—and the thought of attacking England
would never enter into the mind of any foreign
statesman. Not only for our own sakes, but for

the sake of the world, we should do this. What
woidd be the condition of Europe if England
were drawn within the maelstrom of military

oppression ? At the same time that we dt--

termine to i)ut ourselves in a state of defenc'

we should also resolve that not a penny shall

be wasted by the various Boards which ])re-

side over our military and naval arrangements.
It seems monstrous that we shoidd be call.-d

upon this year to pay a gunpowder bill which,

including the cost of the Chinese Exi)edition,

and the quota to be expended upon fortifica-

tions will amount to something like .'J.'i.OOO.OOO/.

This is for gunpowder which may be let off. Wc
must add something like 2S,(K)(),000/. more f.-r

gunpowder which has been let off; in otbt-r

words, for the interest of the National Debt

incurred to meet the expenses of ji.ist
wars. Here

we have 63,000,000/., or thereabouts—a lieavy

tax indeed upon the productive labour of the

country. There is thus much of truth in the

letter of the French Emi)eror, that his last thought

would be an attack upon EnglantL He will nev.-r

run that awful hazard until he is re<luce<l to his

last throw for emi)irc. The letter to M. de

Persigny is, however, undignified enough—and

not likely to earn him much favour in the eyes

of Enghshmen. It is the return move to Lord

Palmerston's speech when the vote for fortifier

tions was first asked from the House. Siirvly

England may resolve to \<nt the sea-fronts of hor

arsenals in a state of defence, without arousin.;

just susceptibilities ! What about t 'hcrljourg !

THE CROWMNO MERi'V.

The battle of Mela/.zo has been Garibaldi's

"crowning mercy." With a sm.ill force of irre-

gular-regulars, and with a swarm of Voltmtccrs, he

has inflicted a complete defeat ui>on the best
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troops the King of Naples could bring against him,

thoiigh they had all the advantages of prejiara-

tion, of position, of artillery. It is idle to say that

the Bourbon ists had no stomach for the work in

hand. Though, individually, each soldier who

fought under Bosco may have cared very little for

Francis II. or his throne, each one cared very
miich that there should be no " solution of con-

tinuity'
"
in the region of his own throat. What

they may have been before, and what after, the

battle matters Init little. Whilst it was raging the

Bourbonist soldiers had to look to their own lives.

All that they could do to beat the Garibaldians

they did, and all was in vain. Fifty gnns—
100,000 rounds of ammunition— the evacuation

of the fortress of Melazzo—the possession of the

town of Messina, were the immediate and not very
contemptible fruits of the Aactory won by the

great Guerilla Chief. He must be an awkward
opponent at a military chess-board, for he sees,

at a glance, all the residts which may be
derived from the derangement of a single pawn.
The blunder once committed, it is irretrievable,
for the next moment the deluge is iipon you. The
battle of Melazzo was not the result of a pre-
conceived plan, although no doubt Garibaldi had
his plan for the reduction of Messina. He was

quiet at Palermo when he heard by telegraph of

the inconclusive fighting between Medici and
Bosco. In a moment his resolution was taken.
The enemy had given him the chance, and a few
hours sufficed to conceive, mature, and carry out
his attack. He ordered a re-inforcement of 1200
men to embai-k with him on board the City of

Aberdeen, and with morning's dawn had accom-

plished the little voyage along the coast, and was
jiresent on the spot where the decisive blow was
to be struck. His mere presence seems to exer-

cise a magnetic influence upon his men. He
infuses a portion of his own spirit into every
soldier who fights under his orders. 'WTio would
turn back in the presence of such a leader as

that ? In the annals of warfare you will scarcely
read of a more bloody and hopeless advance than
that of the small party of Genoese Kiflemen who
were ordered by Garibaldi to clear the cane-thickets
of the enemy. They could not see the enemy,
and were seen themselves. They were shot down
without the power of returning a shot themselves.
jSIan by man they passed on in single file, whilst the
thickets were glowing with the fire of the foe. At
last the work was done—but of the little company
who entered the cane-wood, scarcely half returned
to tell the story of the struggle. It is with regret
we read of Garibaldi's personal encoiinter with
the enemy, for how much hangs at the present
moment upon his single life ! Were a stray buUet
to strike that noble heart Italy woidd fall back
again into the crucible of diplomacy, and ten years
would not suffice to accomplish the residts which
he will achieve in as many weeks. Garibaldi is

a man of a single idea—and that idea is, that
without looking to the right or left, and without
calculation of remote consequences, Italy must be

purged of her foreign and native oppressors. It
is an error to give this gallant soldier credit
for a kind of subtlety and forethought which
are foreign to his character. As sure as he

hves, so surely will he go from Sicily to Naples—from Naples to Eome—from Rome to Venice
in the end, or perish in the attempt. He
puts the King of Sardinia's letter in his pocket,
with the simple remark that he, being on
the spot, is the best judge of the situation of

affairs. The battle of Melazzo is the answer to

the Eoyal letter. The affairs •of Sicily once

arranged, he wiU pass over to the mainland and
exact from the young king an account of his

stewardship—nor can the result be very doubtful.

Naples, however, is biit the stepping-stone to

Kome. General Lamorici^re, before the autumn
is out, wiU have to look to his arms, though the

presence of the French force in the city of Rome
itself is an obstacle which can .scarcely be over-

come. All persons who have the honour of

Garibaldi's friendship
—or even of acquaintance

with him—miist be well aware that he never loses

an opportunity of declaring that in his view the

temporal power of the Pope and the priests has
been the cause of misery and abasement to Italy
for centuries. The Pope and his belongings are—
as our own Cromwell would have said—the root

of the matter. Garibaldi, moreover, has some
recollections of what occurred twelve j'ears ago,
or thereabouts, in the neighbourhood of Rome,
and no doubt he will be anxious to complete
a task which he was then unable to carry

throiigh. Can we have any hesitation in

saying that the sympathies of England are

with him in his work ? Even the French

Emperor, in his letter of the other day to M. de
de Persigny, says that he 'is anxious to take
measures in concert with England for the settle-

ment of the affairs of Southern Italy. Let us

hope it is so. Our answer cannot be other than
that the sound policy is to leave the Italians to

themselves. If the French Emperor will heartily
unite with us on this point it woidd be a gi-eat
re-assurance to Europe after the unfortunate
blunder of Savoy. Meanwhile the "

Moniteur,"
on Friday last, published the text of the conven-
tion signed at Messina between General Clary and
Colonel Medici. It is a military convention for

the evacuation of Sicily, and purports to be based

simply upon motives of humanity. So far it is

well ; but when we read, imder date of Augiist
3rd, from Naples, that the King and his ministers
are occupied with the convocation of parliament,
and are disposed to grant even more than the

constitutionalists ever asked, we cannot but doubt
if that parliament wiU ever meet, according to our
own usual phrase, for the despatch of business.

It looks, this time, as though the problem which
has been the great enigma of Europe for centu-
ries was upon the eve of solution. The Austrian

Emperor declines yet to renounce the style of Lord
of Lombardo-Venetia, and his officers declare that
before a few months they will be back in Milan.
It may be so : but siich a result does not look

very probable just now. Upon the birthday of

Francis Joseph, now just at hand, Austria is about
to enter upon the path of constitutional reform—
at least it is said so. Louis Napoleon was about
to desjiatch Kossuth during his Lombard campaign
to Hungary—even without Kossuth, Hungary will

gi^'e work enough to the Axistrian Cajsar.
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EVAN HARRINGTOX
; or, HE WOULD BE A CI- XTLEMAN.
r.Y r.Kop.fiK MERKinTir.
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CHAPTER XXXIV. A PAGAX SACRIFICE.

Three steps from the Countess's chamber-door,
the knot of Evan's resohition began to slacken.
The clear light of his simple duty grew cloudy and
complex. His pride woidd not let him think that
he was shrinking, but cried out in him, "Will
you be believed ?

" and whispered that few woidd
believe Mm guilty of such an act. Yet, while

something said that full surely Lady Jocelyn
woidd uot, a vague dread that Rose might, threw
him back on the luxury of her love and faith in

him. He found himsellE hoping that his statement
would be laughed at. Then why make it ?

No : that was too blind a hope. Many would
take him at his word

;
all—all save Lady Jocelyn !

Rose the lirst ! Because he stood so high with her
now he feared the fall. Ah, dazzling pinnacle ! our

darlings shoot us iip on a wondrous juggler's jtole,

and we talk famiharly to the stars, and are so
i

VOL. III.

much above everj'bod}', and tr;,- to w.ilk like

creatures with two legs, forgetting that wi' li.n .

Init a loin's point to staiul on up there. Prob.alily
the absence of natur.il motion ins|iircs the jiro-

phecy that we must ultiraatoly come down : mir

unused legs wax morbidly n stless. Evan thouj^lit

it good that Rose should lift her he.ad to look .it

him
; nevertheless, he knew that Rose would tiirti

from him the moment he descended from hi.-t

superior station. Nature is wise in her you:i.;

children, though they wot not of it, and .ir--

always trying to rush away from ber. They
escape their wits sooner than their instincts.

But was not Rose involved in him, .ind p.irt

of him ? Hail lu- not sworn never to renounce

her ? What was this but a betrayal 7

Go on, young man : light your Jight. The little

imps ])luck at you : the big giant .avtails yon : the

seductions of the soft-mouthed .syrcu arc not

60
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"wanting. Slacken tlie knot an instant, and tliey
will all have play. And the worst is, that you
may be wrong, and they may he light ! For is it,

can it be proper for you to stain the silvery white-

ness of j'our skin by plunging headlong into yon-
der pitch-bath ? Consider the defilement ! Con-

template your hideous aspect on issuing from that

black baptism !

As to the honour of your family, Mr. Evan Har-

rington, pray of what sort of metal consists the

honour of a tailor's family ?

One little impertinent imp ventured upon that

question on his own account. The clever beast

was torn back and strangled instantaneously by
his exjierieuced elders, but not before Evan's

pride had answered him. Exalted by Love, he

coidd dread to abase himself and strip off his

glittering garments ;
lowered by the world, he fell

back upon his innate worth.

Yes, he was called on to prove it
;
he was on

his way to prove it. Surrendering his dearest and
his best, casting aside his dreams, his desires, his

aspirations, for this stern duty, he at least would
know that he made himself doubly worthy of her

who abandoned him, and the world would scorn

him by reason of his absolute merit. Coming to

this point, the knot of his resolve tightened again :

he hugged it with the furious zeal of a martyr.

Religion, the lack of which in him the Countess

deplored, woidd have guided him and silenced the

internal strife. But do not despise a virtue purely

Pagan. The young who can act readily up to the

Christian light are happier, doubtless : but they
are led, they are passive : I think they do not

make such capital Christians subseqiiently. They
are never in such danger, we know

; but some in

the flock are more than sheep. The heathen ideal

it is not so easy to attain, and those who mount
from it to the Christian have, in my humble

thought, a firmer footing.
So Evan fought his hard fight from the top of

the stairs to the bottom. A Pagan, which means
our poor unsupported flesh, is never certain of his

victory. Now you Avill see him kneeling to his

gods, and anon drubbing them
; or he makes them

light for him, and is complacent at the issue.

Evan had ceased to pick his knot with one hand
and pull it with the other : but not finding Lady
Jocelyu below, and hearing that she had retired

for the night, he mounted the stairs, and the strife

recommenced from the bottom to the top. Strange
to say, he was almost unaware of any struggle

going on within him. The suggestion of the
foolish little imp alone was loud in the heart of

his consciousness ; the rest hung more in his

nerves than in his brain. He thought :

"
Well, I

will speak it out to her in the morning ;

" and

thought so sincerely, while an ominous sigh of

relief at the rcjirieve rose from his over-burdened
bosom.

Hardly had the weary deep breath taken flight,
when the figure of Lady Jocelyu was seen advanc-

ing along the corridor, with a lamp in her hand.
She trod heavily, in a kind of march, as her habit
was

;
her large fuUy-open grey eyes looking

straight ahead. She woidd have passed him, and
he Vv'ould have let her pass, but seeing the unustial

liallor on her face, his love for this lady moved him

to step forward and express a hope that she had
no present cause for sorrow.

Hearing her mother's name. Lady Jocelyn was
about to return a conventional answer. Recog-

nising Evan, she said :

"
Ah, Mr. Harrington ! Yes, I fear it's as bad

as it can be. She can scarcely outlive the night."

Again he stood alone : his chance was gone.
How could he speak to her in her affliction ? Her

calm, sedate visage had the beauty of its youth,
when lighted by the animation that attends meet-

ings or farewells. In her bow to Evan, lie beheld

a lovely kindness more unique, if less 2>recious,

than anything he had ever seen on the face of

Rose. Half exultingly, he reflected that no

opportunity would be allowed him now to teach

that noble head and truest of human hearts to

turn from him : the clear- ej'ed morrow would
come : the days of the future would be bright as

other days !

Wrapped in the comfort of his cowardice, he

started to see Lady Jocelpi advancing to him

again.
"Mr. Harrington," she said, "Rose tells me

you leave us early in the morning. I may as well

shake your hand now. Y\^e part very good
friends. I shall always be glad to hear of you."
Evan pressed her hand, and bowed. " I thank

you, madam," was all he could answer.
"

It will be better if you don't wi-ite to Rose."

Her tone was rather that of a request than an

injunction.
"I have no right to do so, madam."
" She considers that you have : I wish her to

have a fair trial."

"JIadam!" His voice quavered. The philo-

sophic lady thought it time to leave him.
" So good-bye. I can trust you without extract-

ing a promise. If you ever have need of a friend,

you know you are at liberty to write to me."
" You are tired, madam ?

" He put this ques-
tion more to dally with what he ought to be

saying.
"
Tolerably. Your sister, the Countess, relieves

me in the night. T fancy my mother finds her

the better nurse of the two."

Lady Jocelyn's face lighted in its gracious plea-
sant way, as she just inclined her head : but the

mention of the Countess and her attendance on
INIrs. Bonner had nerved Evan : the contrast of

her hypocrisy and vile scheming with this most

open, noble nature, acted like a new force within

him. He begged Lady Jocelyn's permission to

speak with her in private. Marking his fervid

appearance, she looked at him seriously.
" Is it really important ?

"

"I cannot rest, madam, till it is spoken."
" I mean, it doesn't pertain to the delirium ?

We may sleeji upon that."

He divined her sufiiciently to answer : "It
concerns a piece of injustice done by you, madam,
and which I can help you to set right.

"

Lady Jocelyn stared somewhat. "Follow me
into my dressing-room," she said, and led the

way.
Escape was no longer possible. He was on the

march to execution, and into the darkness of his

brain danced Mr. John Raikes, with his grotesque
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tribulations. It Avas the harsh savour of reality
that conjured nj) this flighty being, who probably
never felt a sorrow or a duty, and whose extremest

burden was the attachment of a tin jilate. The
farce Jack lived was all that Evan's tragic bitter-

ness could revolve, and seemed to be the only

light in his mind. You might have seen a smile

on his mouth when he was ready to ask for a bolt

from heaven to crush him.

"Now," said her ladyship, and ho found that

the four walls enclosed them,
' ' what have I been

doing ?
"

She did not bid him be seated. Her bi-evitj"-

influenced him to speak to the point.

"You have dismissed Mr. Laxley, madam : he

is innocent."
" How do you know that ?

"

"Because, madam,"—a whirl of sensations

beset the wi-etched youth,
—" because I am

guilty."
His words had run a-head of his wits ; and in

answer to Lady Jocelyn's singular exclamation he

could simply repeat them.

Her head drew back
;

her face was slightly

raised
;
she looked, as he had seen her sometimes

look at the Coimtess, with a sort of speculative

amazement.
" And why do you come to tell me ?

"

"For the reason that I cannot allow you to be

unjust, madam."
" What on earth was your motive ?"

Evan stood silent, flinching from her frank

eyes.

"WeU, well, well!" Her ladyship
into a chair, and thumped her knees.

There was lawyei-'s blood in Lady Jocelyn's

veins : she had the judicial mind. A confession

was to her a confession. She tracked actions

up to a motive ;
but one who came voluntarily to

confess needed no sifting. She had the habit of

treating things spoken as facts.

" You absolutely wrote that letter to Mrs.

Evremoade's husband !

"

Evan bowed, to avoid hearing his own lie.

"You discovered his address and wrote to him,

and imitated Mr. Laxley's handwriting, to effect

the purjiose you may have had ?
"

Her credulity did recpxire his confii'matiou of it,

and he repeated : "It is my deed, madam."
"Hum! And you sent that premonitory slip

of paper to her ?
"

"To Mrs. Evremonde, madam?"
' '

Somebody else was the author of that,

perhaps?"
" Madam, it is all on me."

"In that case, Mr. Harrington
that it's quite right j'ou should

to-morrov/ morning."
Her ladyship commenced rocking in her chair,

^
ask, have you madness

dropped

I can only say

cpiit this house

whole affair becomes moro incomiirchciistble to
me than it was Ijefore. Would it be unpleauiit
to you to favour me with explaiiatioiuj !

"

She saw the pain her queation gave him, nuJ,
passing it, said :

"Of course you need not be told tliat Ilohu-

must hear of this ?
"

"
Yes," said Evan,

"
slie must hear it."

"You know what that's equivalent to? But,
if you like, I will not sjieak to her till you have
left us."

"Instantly," cried Evan. "Now— tonight,
madam I 1 would injt have her live a niinuto in a,

false estimate of me."
Had l^ady Jocelyn's intellect been ;us jtciKtr.iiiug

as it was masculine, .she woidd have taken liiia

and turned him inside out in a very Khort tiuic ;

for one who would bear to see liis love look

coldly on him rather than endure a minute's faUe
estimate of his character, and who could yet

stoop to concoct a vile plot, must either be iiiad

or simulating the baseness for some reostin or

other. She i)erceived no motive for the latter,

and she held him to be soimd in head, and
what M'as spoken from the mouth she accepted.

Perhaps, also, she saw in the complication thiu

offered an escape for Rose, and was the less in-

clined to elucidate it hei-self. But if her intel-

lect was baffled, her heart was unerring. A man

proved giiilty of writing an anonymous letter

would not have been allowed to sit long by her

side. She would have shown him to the door of

the house speedily ;
and Evan wa.s aware in bin

sold that he had not fallen materially in lier

esteem. He had puzzled and confused her, and

partly because she had the feeling that this young
man was entirely trustworthy, and because she

never relied on her feelings, sjie let his own wonls

condemn him, and did not personally discard

him. In fact, she was a veritable philosojiher.

She permitted her fellows to move the world on

as they would, and had no other passions in the

contemplation of the show than a cidturetl audi-

ence will usually exhibit.

"Strange,
—most strange! I thought I was

getting old !

"
she said, and eyed the culprit as

judges generally are not wont U> do.
"

It will be a

shock to Rose. I must tell you that I can't regret

it. I would not have employed force with her,

but I should have given her as strong a tast*.- of

the world as it was in my power to give. Giris

get their reason from society. But, come ! if

you think you can make your ca.se out better

to her, you shall speak to her lirst yourself."

"No, madam," said Even, softly.
" You woidd rather not t

''

"I coidd not."

"But, 1 suppose, she'll want to speak to you

when she knows it."

"Then she will—madam! I can t\lcc de.ith
and then added :

" May I ciai%, uii.v, j^,^ ^.. , ,,,,iT 1.1 \e '

in your family? No ? Because when one can't
\

from her hands, but I cannot sl.iy myself.

discern a motive, it's natural to ascribe certain

acts to madness. Had ^Mrs. Evremonde oflended

you ? or Ferdinand—but one only hears of such

practices towards fortunate rivals, and now you

have come to undo what you did ! I must admit

that, taking the monstrousuess of the act and the

inconsequence of your proceedings together, the

The language was natural to his condition,

though tlic note w;us i.itched high. La4ly Jocclyn

hummed till the sound of it was over, and an

idea striking her, she said :

" Ah, by the way, have you any tremendous

moral notions ?
"

"1 don't think I have, jnadam.''
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"
People act on that mania sometimes, / helieve.

Do yon think it an outrage on decency for a wife

to rim away from a mad husband whom they won't

shiit lip, and take shelter with a friend ? Is

that the cause ? Mr. Forth is an old friend of

mine. I would trust my daughter with him in

a desert, and stake my hand on his honour."
"
Oh, Lady Jocelyn !

"
cried Evan. " Wonld

to God you might ever have said that of me !

]\Iadam, I love you. I shall never see you again.
I shall never meet one to treat me so generously.
I leave you, blackened in character—you cannot
think of me without contempt. I can never

hope that this mil change. But, for your kind-

ness let me thank you."
And as speech is poor where emotion is

extreme—and he knew his own to be especially
so—he took her hand with petitioning eyes, and

dropping on one knee, reverentially kissed it.

Lady Jocelyn was human enough to like to be

appreciated. She was a veteran Pagan, and may
have had the instinct that a peculiar virtue in this

young one was the spring of his conduct. She
stood uji and said :

" Don't forget that you have a

friend here."

The poor youth had to turn his head from her.
" You wish that I shoidd tell Pose what you

have told me, at once, Mr. Harrington ?
"

' '

Yes, madam
;

I beg that you will do so.
"

"Well!"
And the queer look Lady Jocelyn had been wear-

ing dimpled into absolute wonder. A stranger to

Love's cunning, she marvelled why he should desire

to witness the scorn Pose would feel for him.
" If she's not asleep, then, she shall hear it

now," said her ladj^ship. "You understand that
it will be mentioned to no other person."

"
Except to Mr. Laxley, madam, to whom I

shall offer the satisfaction he may require. But I

will undertake that."

"Just as you think proper on that matter,"
remarked her philosophical ladyship, who held
that man was a lighting animal and must not have
his nature repressed.

She lighted him part of the way, and then
turned off to Pose's chamber.
Would Pose believe it of him ? Love combated

his dismal foreboding. Strangely, too, now that
he had plunged into his jntch-bath, the guilt
seemed to cling to him, and instead of hoping
serenely, or fearing steadily, his spirit fell in a
kind of abject supplication to Pose, and blindly
trusted that she would still love even if she
believed him base. In his weakness he fell so
low as to pray that she might love that crawl-

ing reptile who could creep into a house and
shrink from no vileness to win her.

CH^VPTEE, XXXV. ROSE WOUNDED.
The light of morning was yet cold along the

passages of the house when Polly Wheedle, hurry-
ing to her young mistress, met her loosely dressed
and with a troubled face.

"What's the matter, Polly? I was coming to

you ?
"

"
0, Miss Pose ! and I was coming to you.

Miss Bonner's gone back to her convidsions

again. She's had them all night. Her hair

won't last till thirty, if she keeps on giving way
to temiier, as I tell her : and I know that from a

barber."

"Tush, you stupid Polly! Does she want to

see me ?
"

" You needn't suspect that, ]Miss. But you

quiet her best, and 1 thought I'd come to you.

But, gracious !

"

Rose pushed past her without vouchsafing any •

answer to the look in her face, and turned off to

Juliana's chamber, where she was neither wel-

comed nor repelled. .Juliana said she was per-

fectly well, and that Polly was foolishly officious :

whereupon Pose ordered Polly out of the room,
and said to Juliana, kindly :

" You have not

slept, dear, and I have not either. I am so

unhappy !

"

Whether Rose intended by this communication

to make Juliana eagerly attentive, and to disti-act

her from her own affair, cannot be said, but some-

thing of the effect was produced.
"You care for him, too," cried Pose, im-

petuously.
" Tell me, .Juley : do you think him

capalde of any base action ? Do you think he

woiUd do what any gentleman woidd be ashamed
to own? Tell me."

Jidiana looked at Rose intentlj^ but did not

reply.
Pose jumped up from the bed. " You hesitate,

Juley ? What ! Could you think so ?
"

Young women after one game are shrewd.

Juliana may have seen that Pose was not steady
on the plank she walked, and required support.

" I don't know," she said,- turning her cheek to

her jiillow.
" What an answer !

" Pose exclaimed. " Have

you no opinion ? What did you say yesterday ?

It's silent as the grave with me : but if you do

care for him, you must think one thing or the

other."
" I suppose not, then—no," said Juliana.

Repeating the languid words bitterly. Pose

continued :
" What is it to love without hav-

ing faith in him you love ? You make my mind
easier."

Juliana caught the implied taunt, and said,

fretfulh^ :
" I'm ill. You're so passionate. You

don't tell me what it is. How can I answer

you ?
"

" Never mind," said Rose, moving to the door,

wondering why she had spoken at all : but when
Jidiana sprang forward, and caught her by the

dress to stop her, and with a most unwonted out-

burst of affection, begged of her to tell her all, the

wound in Rose's breast began to bleed, and she

was glad to speak.
"
JiUey, do you—can you believe that he wrote

that letter which poor Ferdinand was accused of

writing ?
"

.Juliana appeared to muse, and then responded :

" Why should he do such a thing ?
"

" my goodness, what a girl !

" Rose inter-

jected.
"
Well, then, to please you, Rose, of course I

think he is too honourable."
" You do think so, Juley? But if he himself

confessed it—what then ? You would not believe

him, would you ?
"
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"
Oh, thon, 1 can't say. Why should he con-

demn himself ?"
" But you woidd know—you would know that

he was a man to suffer death rather than be

guilty of the smallest Ixaseness. His birth—what
is that !

" Rose fillipped her fingers :
" But his

acts—what he is himself you would be sure of,

would you not ? Dear Jidcj' ! Oh, for heaven's
sake speak out plainly to me."
A wily look had crept over Juliana's features.

"Certainly," she said, in a tone that belied it,

and drawing Eose to her bosom, the groan she
heard there was passing sweet to her.

"He has confessed it to mama," sobbed Rose.

"Why did he not come to me first? He has
confessed it—the abominable thing has come
out of his own mouth. Ke went to her last

night . . . ."

Juliana patted her shoulders regularly as they
heaved. When words were intelligible between

them, J^diana said : "At least, dear, j'ou must
admit that he has redeemed it."

" Redeemed it ? Could he do less?" Rose dried
her ej'es vehementlj', as if the tears shamed her.
" A man who coidd have let another suffer for his

crime—I could never have lifted my head again.
T think T woidd have cut off this hand that

plighted itself to him ! As Jt is, I hardly dare

look at myself. But you don't think it, dear ?

You know it to be false ! false ! false !

"

"Why should Mr. Harrington confess it?" said

Juliana.
"
Oh, speak his name?" cried Rose.

Her cousin smiled. " So many strange things

happen ?
" she said, and sighed.

"Don't sigh: I shall think j^ou believe it!"
cried Rose.

An appearance of constrained repose was
assumed. Rose glanced up, studied for an instant,
and breathlessly uttered: "You do, you do
believe it, Juley ?"

For answer, Jidiana hugged her with much
warmth, and recommenced the patting.
"T dare say it's a mistake," she remarked.

" He may have been jealous of Ferdinand. You
know I have not seen the letter. I have onl}''

heard of it. In love, they saj% j'^ou ought to

exciise . . . And the want of religious educa-

tion ! His sister . . . ."

Rose interrupted her with a sharp shudder.

Might it not be possible that one who had the

same blood as the Countess might stoop to a

momentary vileness ?

How changed was Rose from the haughty
damsel of yesterday !

' ' Do you think my lover could tell a lie ?
"

" He would not love me long if I did !

"

These phrases arose and rang in Juliana's ears

M'hile she pursued her task of comforting the

broken spirit that now lay prone on the bed, and
now impetuously paced the room. But as Rose
had entered, she did not leave it. She came,

thinking the moment Juhana's name was men-

tioned, that here was the one to fortify her faith

in Evan : one who, because she loved, could not

doubt him. She departed in a terror of distrust,

loathing her cousin : not asking herself why she

needed support. And indeed she was too young

for much clear
self-questioning, and her blood wu

flowing too cpiickly for her brain to perocive more
than one thing at a time.
"Does your mother believe it!" Kaid Juliana,

evading a direct assault.

"Mama? She never doubts what you BjKsak,"
answered Rose, disconsolately.
"She does?"
"Yes."
Whereat Jidiana looked most grave, and ]:>•<

felt that it was hard to lireathe.

She had grown very cold an<l calm, and .Juliui.i
had to be expansive improvoked." Believe nothing, dear, till you hear it from
his own lips. If he can look in your face .md
say that he did it ... . well, tlien ! I'.ut

of course he cannot. It must l>e some wonder-
fid iiiece of generosity to his rival."

"So I thought, Juley! so I thought," cried

Rose, at the new light, and .luliana smiled con-

temptuously, and the light flickered and died, and
all was darker than before in the bosom of Ro«c.

" Of course, it must be that, if it is aiiythinu',"
Jidiana pursued.

" You were made to be happy.
Rose. And consider, if it is true, people of very
low birth, till they have lived long with other

people, and if thej' have no religion, are so very
likely to do things. You do not judge them as

you do real gentlemen, and one must not be too

harsh—I only wish to prepare you for the worst.'

A dim form of that very idea had passed

through Rose, giving her small comfort.
" Let him tell you with his own lips that wh.it

he has told your mother is true, and then, .ind

not till then, believe him," Juliana conclndeil.

and they kissed kindly, and separated. Rose had

suddenly lost her firm step, but no sooner was
Juliana alone than she left the bed, and addressed

her visage to the glass with brightening eyes, .as

one who saw the glimmer of young hope tht-rein.
" She love him ! Not if he told me so ten

thousand times woidd I believe it ! and before he

has said a syllable she doubts him. Asking me
in that frantic way ! as if I couldn't sec that she

wanted me to help her to her faith in him, as she

calls it. Not name his name ? Mr. Harrington I

I may call him Evan : some day !

"

Half-uttered, half-mused, the unconscious ex-

clamations issued from her, and for many a weary

day since she had dreamed of love, and studied

that which is said to attract the creature, she had

not been so glowingly elated or hmked so much

farther in the glass than its pale reflection.

(To bt eontinxutl.)

JAVJCsESE FRAGMENTS.
BV C.VPTAIX .SHERARD OSBORX, B.X.

rn.VTTKK IV.

ErROrE.V.v rel.ations with .lajian a]>]>oar t • In^'

culmimated .ibout l.')77 ;
then it is th.it we re.id nf

that cmb.-issy to Rome, which is the only one •n

record, previous to the one th.it has recently

reached the United States. The envoys on tli.it

occasion did not, however, come from the etr-

but from the almost indejiendent jirincei* <>1 i

Ariraa, and Oruma. We g.ither th.it this « ))ii..i.>«'>

sailed from Nangasaki, and, after many d.m -r^.
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reached Macao at the entrance of the Canton
river. Detained there for nine months, for want
of shipping, they eventually proceeded to Malacca,
but being attacked by enemies they were j'iUaged
and evil entreated before reaching that place.

Passing on to Hindostan they travelled to Goa,
and were received in great state by the Portuguese

viceroy. Embarking thence in a Portugal ship,

they sailed for Europe, and at last disembarked in

the Tagus, after a three years voyage, from Jajian I

Brave shows and pageants here awaited them, and
Mr. Buchanan and the White House at Washing-
ton must exert themselves if they desire the com-

parison to be given in favour of the United States

of to-day against the courts of the kings of Por-

tugal and Spain in those times. We are told how

they joui'neyed through Talavera and Toledo to

where Philip of Castille entertained them with

splendour and kindness in his palace of the

Escurial ; and how he displayed his treasury over-

flowing, because the Plate fleet had just arrived

safe from the Americas !

We wonder whether
Mr. Gladstone will be

able to show our

Japanese friends an

equally pleasing sight
in Downing Street, or

whether the first Lord
can report as favour-

ably of the present

employment of Her

Majesty's ships.
We are afraid to saj'

how long the Jajjanese

envoys spent in Ali-

cante, Majorca, and

Minorca, and may Doctor and Patie

merely tell that they landed in Pisa, and that the

Duke of Florence received them right royally.
Eome welcomed them with the greatest pomj^ ;

first marched his Holiness' life-guards in rich and

costly habits
;
then the Switzers ;

then the attend-

ants of the cardinals glittering in gold and car-

nation silks. How one envies the fair sex—the

sensation which visions of such bravery must occa-

sion. The princes and nobility with kettle-drums

beating a rare symphony preceded the Japanese
envoys curiously attired, after their manner, in

garments embroidered with birds and flowers, they
each had two swords—it was remarked—and that
the hilts and scabbards were rich with pearls and
diamonds. Thus they marched in proud array
until they entered the presence where sat his Holi-

ness, surrounded with cardinals and bishops in

Pontijicalibus, a wilderness of croziers, crosses,
and surplices, exceeding all the gorgeous shows
ever before seen in Rome or Miaco. Here the

envoys kissed his Holiness' feet, and publicly an-

nounced their mission, and it was, that " To the
most zealous and chief vicar su]iplying Christ's

place on earth, the prince and holy father !

" one

Trimus, king of Bungo, threw himself in all humi-

lity at his most blessed feet !

It was difficidt in those days to get to Eome
from Japan, but it appears to have been a still

more hazardous undertaking to get back again ;

for, in spite of apostolic blessings, the unfortunate

envoys took nearly five years to return home—a

home which they reached only in time to find it a

sad scene of misery and bloodshed. Indeed, we
never hear anything more of them than that they
did return ;

and then in a few years afterwards,
when martyrdom awaited all professors in the

faith of Home, we read of one of these j^oor envoys

proudly accepting death and torture,
' ' for he who

had kissed the feet of the Vicar of God would not

recant
"—a generous resolution which sjjeaks

volumes for the nation that can produce such

men.
In the year 1578, the storm which had so long

threatened was about to biirst upon Japan, but

not before some of the calmer and wiser of the

Christian clergy had foreseen it must soon arrive.

The three great princes of Bungo who had first

received the Christian sacrament were dead ; wars
and rebellion followed in their states. The
Jesuits were not wanting in that crisis, they toiled

most fearlessly ; there were fifty -five of them,
or twenty-three priests and thirty-two laymen,

whose life was one

constant pilgrimage,

wandering from place
to place, cheering the

faithful, threatening
the backsliders. Re-

ligious dissension, it is

allowed, was the main
cause of this distracted

condition of the inte-

rior of Bungo ; and
added to that, the

reckless indifference to

life which the natives

exhibited when once
\t. (Fac-simile.) their passions were
aroused. Just about this time, too, a terrible

calamity aroused the fears and suspicions of the

governing classes against all the religious bodies,
whether native or foreign. The Emperor Noba-

nanga, after suppressing with great bloodshed one
rebellion of the native priesthood, was traitorously
slain by an assassin in his own palace ; and the

Christians with him lost their best friend and

ally.

The court of this potentate vied in magnificence,
we are told, -with the most brilliant ones of Europe
in that day ; and on perusing all the minute
details given by Charles the Second's Master of the

Revels, we cannot but come to the conclusion,

that, Chi'istianity apart, the Japanese nation in

1577, and up to 1650, were quite as civilised, and

quite as advanced in most of the arts and sciences,
as we were in England. The reception of the

Japanese envoys at Rome was not a jot more

magnificent than the grand tournay held by the

Emperor Nobananga at Miaco to receive some

present sent him by a Pope. We there read how
he caixsed a vast space to be levelled, three times

as large as the great sqiiare of Lisbon ; how it

was set round with the tents and pavilions of all

his princes and barons ; how it was filled with
men in rich liveries ; how the good jiriests coidd

not find words to extol sufficiently the gorgeous
richness of the velvets and brocades, the

tapestries ;
the long lines of gentlemen bravely
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attired ;
the flags, and the noise of barbaric music.

The Emperor in state opens the toiirnay, and
receives the papal present—acliair of state. Then
there are courses, jousts, touruainents, and fights,
in which the Emperor Nobauanga carries oif many '

prizes. The scene winds up with gladiatorial

displays, in which there is a regular fray and
shout as of battle, "their gorgeous armours and

shining weapons glittering under a bright sun, I

and forming a noble picture of war," only marred, (

saj's the priestly chronicler, by the savage e.xpen- 1

diture of human blood by the combatants in the
heat of battle.

i

Taiko-Sama, the Commander-in-Chief of the

murdered Nobananga's ai'mies, was no ordinary
man. On the death of his patron, he fell upon i

the rebellious native priesthood and nobility, and
either destroyed them, or caused them to submit

'

to his ])ower. In a short time he assumed the
'

im[ierial authority, and took care to make it be
felt in the most remote portions of tlie empire,
where his former master had had little, if any,

power. He appears early to have suspected the

disinterestedness of his foreign visitors, and to

have decided on adhering to the old faith of Japan,

taking care, however, to still farther reduce the

temporal authority of his spiritual coadjutor the

jNIikado. It was now that the Christians began
to reap the fruits of the cupidity of the mercantile

fraternity, and the thoughtless conduct of religious
fanatics. There are some curious documents
extant upon the native view of the conduct of

Europeans in those days, which it would be well

for our politicians and others of the pi-csent day
to peruse ;

for assuredly we are, by the incon-

siderate conduct of Europeans, tending again
in the present day to awaken similar feelings of

hostility.
* We there read that a Minister of State

thus addresses Taiko : "Be wary, oh, my Liege !

of these Christians ; mistnist the union that exists

amongst them. * * * Bethink thee what
destruction there hath been of our temples and

holy establishments, so that our provinces seem

as if they had been laid waste by tire and sword.

These priests proclaim that they have come from

afar to save us from perdition ;
but may not some

dangerous project lurk beneath this fair pretext.

Have you not an example in the recent revolt of

the bonzes of Osaca ? Now treachery may be hid

under the cloak of religion. The Europeans are

not less traitorous, be assured. They have in

Nangasaki a perfect fortress ; by it they can

obtain foreign aid. Not a moment should be lost

if you consult the safety of the State !

" Others

called attention to the drain of gold and silver,

and to the deficiency of the currency in the State ;

and whilst Taiko was hesitating how to act—for,

though severe, he does not appear to have been a

cruel man—the conduct of the Portuguese and

Spaniards, lay and clerical, was most rash and

intemperate, and all calculated to l)riug on a crisis.

There had been local risings in many parts of the

empire ; the church at Miaco had been destroyed,

the fathers escaping with difiicidty. Christianity

had been early uprooted from the island of Sikok,

and death in many shapes began to thrcaU-u the
native converts in Kiu-Biu. The dotibu and
misgivings of these converts are exemi»lilicd in

original Japanese letter, liappily prwMrrN'wl
a iiativi?

Hpirituad

* Some of tlicso mav be found in the " Memorials of

Japan," edited by Thos.' Rundall, Esq ,
aud publishedby the

Hakluyt Society.

an

amongst Jesiut archives. The writer,

nobleman, writes a.s follows to Iuh

father :

" Aware that your reverence intcntbs t^t retiini,
I hasten to inform you of the state of affaini liere.

Subsequent to your dejiarture lience, 1 Ikc-iiiic

desirous of baptism, aii<l unwilling to await for

your return, I sought the rite at the liandji of the

priest at Funay, and an opportunity mum after

occurring, I had the good fortune to rec<»vcr all

my states except the city of Fata, whither retired

my enemy, Tosaquami, with some six humlreil

followers, but -with very little prospect of l*cing

long able to hold out. Mindful of my vows to

God for the benefits thus accruing, I imnicdiately
ordered a chinch to lie buUt, :\s well as an alMMlc

for the holy fathers, and assigned them revenues
in i)eri)etuity. Furthermore, I causeil similar

houses to be constructed elsewhere in my king-
dom, and all my subjects, seeing I waa thus

liowerfully aided of the Lord, were on the point of

becoming Christians likewise, when most aucl-

denly the whole kingdom revolted against me,
and I had to flee to my present retre;it, Xan-

gaxima. To this hour 1 cease not to Lament my
fate before the Lord

;
aud I owni some doubts

have arisen in my mind at the success of these

rebels, seeing that they arc pagans, or whether

their good fortune is to be attributed to the multi-

tude of my sins. I therefore beg your reverence

to recommend me in your prayera, and to 8cn<I

some one to resolve my doul)ts," &c. &c.

This curious confession of a half-converted miml
bears date about 1570, and comes from a prince of

Tosa. We hardly need a better proof of how-

weak was the foundation upon which the Christian

faith rested, the material advantages of tlic aid of

Providence being evidently those upon \slivli tin-

worthy Prince placed most importance.
In the year ir)S7 Taiko sent two coi. i-

to the head of the Jesuit church in H<': u'

for categorical answers to the following ^ :

Why do you and j-our associates use :> . ... liiu

promulgation of your creed ? Why do you invito

my peojilc to the destruction of f
'

">: tcm-

pies and persecution of native pri'
\N hy

do your countrj'men consume cattle, so useful to

man and needful for agricultiir.al puq»o8ea ? Fi-

nally, Why do your traders kidnap my subjects,

and carry them otf as slaves. The repl' '-•1

in terms of no great himiility, denied t •y-

ment of force in conversion, but plca«lcd holy real

as the cause of the destruction of the false go«ln.

and that the bonzes brought ridicule upon tliem-

selves Ijy the absurdities thiy uphel.l ; th< y r. .

gretted the slaying of oxen, and promised to ili<'< k

it ; and, without denying the charge of a traffic in

human beings l»cing carried on. tluy said it was

in the power of the native autiiontiis to

if they pleased. Fidl of wrath at this

factory exjilauation, the Einperor !.->•' "

I

edict against farther jiromulgation of <

and ordered professors of it to quit

Of course, the authorities at the For; ^

check it

luiHatis-

1,..I .in
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Spanish settlements in the East rushed to the

rescue of their co-rehgionists ;
but it was only by

moral support that they dared to act against a

warhke sovereign and a people whose desperate

courage was respected liy all who had intercourse

with them. The Emperor answered all such pro-

tests calmly and rationally. He replied to the

Viceroy of Spain :

" Place yourself in my position,

the ruler of a great empire, and suppose my sub-

jects were to enter it on pretence of teaching a

new doctrine. If you subsecpiently found that

they merely made such professions a mask for

subverting your authority, would you not treat

them as traitors ? Such I hold the fathers to be to

my state, and as such I treat them." Taiko,

however, was prudent in the measures he took to

discountenance a faith which evidently struck at

the root of imperial authority as established in

Japan ; and, by way of giving vent to a certain

pugnacity visible in his Christian subjects, he

directed large armies of them to the conquest of

the Corean Peninsula, and encouraged them to

not only settle there, but if they pleased, to exer-

cise their spirit of propagandism upon the inhalnt-

ants of that coiintry. This policy was so success-

fid, that during his reign Japanese influence and

authority is said to have become paramount in

that little known country, and it was only up-

rooted by siibsequent interference of the Court of

Pekin. The forbearance of Taiko-sama was mis-

A Japanese Hero iu the Rain taking off his Hat to a Lady of Surpassuig Beauty. (Fac-simile.)

construed by some zealots from the Philippines,
who persisted in landing and preaching in spite of

his interdict. The Emperor issued a warrant,

ordering them to be executed
;
and twenty-three

priests suifered death at Nangasaki in 1797,—a

fearfid example of Taiko's power, intended evi-

dently to warn the forty thousand Christians then

li^'^ng in and aboiit that city of the consequences
of incurring his displeasure or disobeying his laws.

"When, moreover, it is remembered that these

twenty European Clu'istians were the only ones

executed during the ten years the edict had been

in force against them, it would be hardly fair to

acciise Taiko of cnielty
—and even in this case,

political as well as reUgious reasons may have had

much weight in occasioning so large an execution.

The authorities of Macao and IManilla had fiercely

resented the action of Taiko-sama against their

priesthood, and wantonly executed some of his

subjects in the former city, as well as committed

an act of bloodthirsty piracy upon a Japanese
vessel off the shores of the Philippines. These

acts were not hkely to mollify the temper of an

Eastern despot, and perhaps one of the ablest men
who ever ruled over Japan. He died soon after-

wards, but not before his energy, bravery, and

skill had iniperishably enshrined his memoiy in

the love and admiration of his countrymen. To
this day, the name of Taiko-sama, or the most

high and sovereign lord, is, we are told, spoken
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of with reverence throngliout the empire. His
valoiir, aljiHties, and devotion to the interests of

Japan still form the theme of her poets and
painters

—and it pleases the idiosyncracy of this

people that their great warrior-statesman—their
second Siii-fuh—comhined great talents with a

ro'igh, unpleasing exterior. All impartial foreign
writers bear testimony to the abilities, and we
almost say \-irtiies, of this extraordinary man,
who may be said to have reformed and reconsti-

tuted the Japanese Emi^ire, and left it much as

Ave now find it. When he ascended the throne—
to use his own words—he found the kingdom
distracted v/ith civil wars, the native bonzes en-

deavouring to grasp the supreme power, so as to

re-estal)lish the Theocracy as founded of old, the
Christianised chiefs attempting to throw off their

allegiance to the imperial power, and the whole
land a scene of turmoil. He devoted himself to

the task of regenerating his country : he omitted

nothing to make all men esteem him for valour
and earnestness of purpose. By energy and firm-

ness he fully succeeded, and lived to see the state

rided as one nation, instead of sixty petty king-
doms. "Severe I may be deemed," says Taiko,
' ' but I am only so to the evil doers : the good
repose confidently under my protection, and Japan
is now a rock which may not be easily shaken
from its foundation."

The martial spirit which Taiko called into

existence amongst his followers, exists still

throughout the whole of the upper classes.

Military rank takes precedence of mere literary

merit, contrary to what is the case in China, and
we find the Japanese of the higher classes rank far

before those of the neighbouriug continent in

l^ersonal braverj% and they i)ossess in a great

degree that spirit of chivaby, honour, and

generosity which in this coimtry is said to de-

fine a gentleman. The Jesuit records, as well

the writings of K;emptfer and others, are replete
with instances illustrative of these (pialities in

the Japanese, and under trials of no ordinary
nature. We even find in the sketches and illus-

trations sold in the shops, abundant proof that

these qualities are still looked upon with love and
interest. We see a picture of two horsemen

charging a host of enemies
;
in another place, a

single-handed knight holds a drawbridge, and

flings his foes into the moat : a royal army, under

a great leader, tpiells a host of rebels. Women
are not deficient in this quality of valour, or

devotion to duty ;
and we see the lovely daughter

of a great sea-king rewarding with her hand the

gallant leader of a victorious army. Better still,

we see, when war's alarms are laid aside, little

touches of nature, which make the whole world

a-kin. We read of Japanese Portias, who will not

siirvive disgrace ;
—of others, whose gentle wit saves

a husband's life and honour
;
and last, but not least,

we hail such proofs of the civilisation of these

Eastern people as are evinced in the little sketch

on the opposite page.
A distinguished general

—it may be the great

Taiko-sama himself, although we fear the officer

is not half ugly enough
—encounters a beautiful

maiden, in a hea\'y shower of rain. IShe has

taken shelter imder some rose-bushes ;
—most

appropriate shelter for one so lovely liut in
spite of ram, and d.spite of rai.k, the gallai.t wa
ot the Japanese Mars uncovers to «alutc- ouc ao
surpassmgly beautiful— wliilst hW; LltuhinK
trembhug, with downcast looks, .-ickn...

"

,,,^

courtesy, by presenting Howers. A el, .
.

jyl—a picture of the eoml)inatiou of mihury aad
social virtues worth a whole book full of tyiw.There is, of course, a dark side U> .Japant-si-, aa
well as European society ; we will tundi uik.'h it

hereafter, but let us for the i)n-.sent carry thejw
traits to their credit.

REPRESENTATIVE MEN.
The Naturai, Phiujsophkil

K.UtADAV.

Ix the history of the intellect of .my one of U8,

perhaps no stage is more strongly marked, or more
vividly remembered, than that "in wliicli wc linit

conceived of the sul)ject-matter of I'hyaics and
Chemistry. It was the opening of a new world

;

or rather the ordinary world of our experience
became altogether new, as if we had been translated
into a different system of nature from that in

which we had hitherto lived. We were all once
children : and little children go through the same
experience, all the world over, up to the point of

which 1 am speaking ;
when some get no further,

but remain children all their lives in their way of

regarding the objects around them, while others
oljtain an insight, a revelation, which at once
raises them to a higher rank of human intelligence.
The lowest stage of our minds, in regarding

objects, is very like the notions that the higher
brutes evidently have. An infant and a savage,
like a monkey or a dog, supposes everytliing he

sees to be alive as he is alive. In the early days
of our race this notion was a permanent belief for

a long period of time. Each tree, each hill, cich

brook, each cloud was supposed to be a sc']i.irato

existence, with a life of its own—with thoughts
and feelings more or less like ours. The actions

and passions of our higher domestic anim.als sliow

now that they regard in this way any ol)jci-t.H that

puzzle or oppose them ;
and we need not go so far

as to the Red Indians or the Patagoni.ans t^) satisfy

ourselves that the case is the same with human
oliservers in their lowest stige of knowleilge. We
can remember the time when the starrj- sky was,

in our ojiinion, alive and observing ti.s, and when
the bushes nodded intelligently to us ; and when

the clock stared at us, and when shadows crept
round the wall to catch us. Xot only docs a dog

greet a ticking w.atch as a live thing ; but a

Highlander who h.ad taken on the b.ittle-licid the

first watch he h.id ever seen, and gazed at the

face and listened to the tick all il.iy, h.vl no con-

ception tliat it W.1S not a conscious lieing. When,
next morning, it neither moved nor ticke<l, he

whispered to a comrade,
" She die<l in the night"

It might be going out of my w.iy to inquire why
tiie common people in Scotband an<l the North of

England call a clock or a watch "she." "I
wound her up;" "she stopi)ed this nioming,"
one hears in every kitchen there ; and if one

remarks upon it, one is asked why a ship is called

"she."
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By degrees the delusion passes away from the

minds of chihlren in a civilised country, that every

object has a conscious or at least a sensitive life of

its own ; but even in our own land we cannot

say that all jiersons get beyond this stage. There

is an Irish island where a stone, shaped like a

short pillar, is actually worshipped. The women
periodically dress it in a woollen petticoat or

wrapper ;
and then the men pray to it to send

them wrecks ! This is the Fetishism of the rude

African and low Hindoo. Our children are led up
out of it ; but the wild Irish out in the Western

main, and the Africans in Soudan, have hitherto

rested in that primitive state.

Next, Ave supposed each object to be a complete,
individual thing,

—a unit which we had only to

take as it stood. We made no inquiry about it,

because we did not conceive that there was any-

thing to inqiiire about. A man was that man : a

table was that table : air was air, and water water :

and we could count existing things, and make
an inventory of the furniture of nature, if only we
could count up to the sum of such a multitude.

It was an advance when we understood that any-

thing was made up of necessary parts ;
and yet

more when those parts were seen to grow out of

each other. A tree appeared in a somewhat fresh

light when we were shown that it had grown out

of a seed or a root, and that the buds and leaves

grew out of the wood. At this stage we were

capable of some serviceable notion of the structure

of the human or other animal body, so as to per-
ceive what the heart and lungs were for, and how
the limbs were moved, and what a delicate struc-

ture the eye is. Still, all this advance threw no

light at all upon the constitution of bodies, and
caused no inquiry into their material, and what
was going on there. The regions of Physics and

Chemistry were not yet even dreamed of. A table

was still a table, with nothing more to be said

about it ; and the air, and the water, and the fire

were in the same case. To be sure, there were
incidents which might puzzle us. When a felled

tree in time Ijegan to rot, that Avas no great
wonder. The damp from the gi-oiuid might well

cause fungi to grow ; and it was natural that

insects should infest it. The case of a decayed
cheese was not much more difficult. Somebody
had told us that the mould was a vegetation, like

the moss on a damp wall : and as for the mites,
some creature or other must have laid eggs in the

cheese. These sorts of decay might be accounted
for : but Avhat Avere we to say to milk and broth and
beer turning sour ? If Ave were told that it was the
heat that did it, or time (standing too long), we
could only take it as a fact to be believed because

CA-erybody said so, and not from any understanding
how it Avas.

There may liaA^e been different ways of first

obtaining the notion that the universe was not an
abode furnished Avith articles large and small,
each complete and unchanging after being once
made till it Avas worn oiit ; but an infinite region
so all alive with ever-acting forces that no atom
remains for one second of time unaffected by some
of those forces

;
so that forms which appear to us

rigid, and substances which seem to us hard and

impenetrable, are, in fact, incessantly fluctuating.

falling away, rushing together, subject to eternal

change and miitation, ncA'er pausing, while so

silent and iuA'isible as to be concealed from us till

reason opens our senses to the truth. At the

beginning of the disclosure, we can manage the

mechanical facts before we know what to make of

the chemical. We can take in and believe any
marvels about the changes in the structure and

position of bodies caused by the operation of

forces. We ignorantly fancy we know A\'hat

forces must be, and can imagine anything that is

set before us that is at all in analogy Avith Avhat

we ourselves can do by exei'tions of force. We
can blow feathers, and knock billiard balls, and

produce a A"acuum (or Avhat aa'c call so) in tubes,
and pull india-rubber, and so forth : and thus

some of the leading ideas of Physics are easily

received, and, while making a considerable im-

pression, leave room for a deeper. It Avas a pro-

digious gain to haA^e heard about the solar system ;

and, as wiser people haA-e done before us, we

adopted the terms "gravitation," "heat" (AA'hich

Ave called "caloric"), as meaning actual prin-

ciples or agents, and Avent on very pleasantly

accounting for everything we saw or felt that was

Avrought by "forces" or "elements." A great
entertainment was opened to us in this way ;

and
our minds had certainly ex]3anded in a very
desirable way. But all that we had gained in

amusement, aU the benefit of new conceptions
about mechanical action, and the relation of

different bodies to each other, Avas a mere intro-

diiction to the mental changes Avrought liy the

first conception of chemical action. That there

should he constant action on the form and arrange-
ment of bodies Avas a wonderful rcA'clation

;
but

hoAV immeasurably more astonishing was the

notion of change in substance itself ! Under this

AdcAv we saAV all nature always melting, flowing,

dissolving, recomposing,
—till the Avhole frame,

and every object in it, seemed to ovir mind's eye
fluid and transparent, whirling and spinning with
eternal moA^ement in every particle, and each form

losing its limits, and its materials blending Avith

forces that haA'e no form, but pass through all to

work xipon substance. But I must stop ;
or inex-

perienced readers may fancy the first glimpse of

science is the last of reason. It must suffice,

then, that the Avhole aspect and notion of nature

are changed into a scene of intense life and utterly
new beauty by the disclosure of the mere object
and scope of natural philosophy, and especially of

Chemistry. It does not foUoAV from this that

Chemistry is the highest branch of natural phi-

losophy, but only that it is the most striking at

the first moment to minds to which all science is

new and strange.
It is not surprising that natural philosophers

should have been eminent men in every stage of

human society. A man Avho AA'as not frightened
at an eclipse Avhen his neighbours were frantic

Avith teri'or was a distinguished man ;
and when

he could foretell one, he became j'reter-human. A
man who could measure time and height by a

shadoAV, or turn one substance into another in a

crucible, or create new arts by his science, was
sometimes a miracle-worker, sometimes a sorcerer,

sometimes a sage, sometimes a beloved teacher ;
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but he has always been a distinguished man.
There have been some of these in every age,

—
now arriving at the conclusion that Water was the
all-in-all in the universe

; and now that it was
Air ;

and now that it was Number : and then

learning to see that there were different methods
of jnii'suing the truths of Nature

; and again,

discovering what the true method really is ; each
one adding largely to our knowledge, and most of

them opening some new region to human inquiry.
These men have been usually, and very pro-

2:)erly, supposed venerable and a(lmiraV)le on other

groimds than their superior knowledge, or their

usefulness to mankind. There is, and always has

been, a rooted persuasion in men's minds that the

loftiness of the pursuits of these philosophers must
have an elevating effect on their characters. The

persuasion is rational ; and it may be said that, on
the whole, it is justified by fact. It may be true

that of the great students of nature through the

whole historical period some have been vain, some

rapacious, many jealous and iiritable, and some

malignant : but it is also true that the proportion
of tliese Tinhappy men has not been larger than

among any other class of distinguished persons ;

while it is certainly the general impression that

these confidential servants of nature have been,
for the most part, eminently serene in their habit

of mind, unworldly from their habitual occupation

by large ideas, happy in their eagerness about sub-

stantial realities of a noble and be.aiitiful kind ;

grave and thoughtful from passing their hours out

of hearing of the babbles and jests of the market,
and pure and clear in heart and manners from

living in the holy places of wisdom, instead of

seeing and hearing the things that press upon
other men's notice wherever thex-e is gossip, and

passion, and idleness, and a police.

In the earliest days of science, it seems that

philosophers were honoured and revered as well as

admired : and if, up to this daj', there have been

savans notoriously greedy of praise, or of money,

H,t least as much as of knowledge, we must sup-

pose that they would probably have been more

vain and rapacious in any other career. The irri-

toability and jealousy which appear to be a more

ordinary snare when the imrsuit lies in the direc-

tion of chscovery, is simply the form assumed by
ambition in a department where there is less re-

straint imposed by custom and breeding than in

the walks of worldly pursuit : and we see the

same evils in a much aggravated form among^stu-
dents and professoi's of art and literature. At the

same time, these evil tempers, though complained
of by savans who are themselves not so hajjpy as

they should be, are so far from being generally

considered characteristic of natural philosophers

that we find that class indicated both by moralists

and by common observers as the most simple-

minded and amiable order of men of their time—
whether that time be past or present.

If it is true that the man who has the best

chance of wisdom and peace is (other things being

equal) he who is born into a working-class, with

means of intellectual cultivation when his handi-

work is done, the natural philosaiOier
must be

regarded as blessed in the same way, while lie has

at the same time special advantages of his own.

Like the intelligent artisan, he lays hi* t'raup uprtn
the substance of nature. The be
jn-ofessional student, the man of n-

calling, who is doomed to a life of piLstimc, can
never exercise their faculties to th>

'

effectual result a.s the student wh'

materials, and verifies his cimrsL- of iliou.;ijl iiy

demonstration. The manipulating hand given uo
education wlien the mind is unawakcncd ; and the

knowledge of words and abstract *
'

'

.

a man intellectually feelile and m;

nothing to the test of actual hanuhng. 1 1,.

studious artisan may have the advant.ige of Ij.th

in regard to mental health ; and under the anuf
conditions with the studious artisan, but of a far

higher order in the scale of advantage, is the

Natural Philosopher.
The best case of all, and th.it Mhicli is the

greatest blessing to everybody to contemplate, is

that of tlie philosopher who, now supreme in th:'.*.

highest class of men, has passed into it from ti:--

other favoured condition. A man who once

worked at day-labour for his bread, and so love<l

knowledge as to obtain it by intellectual toil

which seemed better than rest and plea-surc ;

thence passing by natural desert into the clas.s of

philosophers, and rising in it to the highest seat,

ought to be morally elevated, ought to be ser.n.-,

ought to be amial)le, ought to be happy. Ai. 1

this is precisely the case, in all its jioints, of the

chief Representative Man of the Natural Philo-

sojjhers in our day.
}ilichael Faraday was born in the dwelling "f :,

poor blacksmith in London. He must have li.i-.

the handling of very hard realities, physical and

moral, during his chUdhood ; and it docs not

appear that he had much to do with books liefore

becoming ajiprenticed to a bookbinder. If my
readers have attended his lectures at the Royal

Institution, they have probably heard him mention
" the time when I was a bookbinder's

Critical observers who expect to lind •

or shame in a low-born man's mention <>r conceal-

ment of his original rank, will be disappointed in

Faraday's case. He has something else to do than

to spend thought on consiilerations or

he is too simple to see that it can 1h> .

—a man being what he is—whctlier he w.as Iwm
in a cottage or a manor-house. Faraday is neither

proud nor ashamed of his birth an.l ro.irint'. The

reason for mentioning his api)rent;

that time he liad already institut. .

ments with an electrical machine and some other

instruments of his own making. The l.id «•»-«

philosopher and mechanician in one, as far as he

had yet gone ;
and his .admiralde use of his iL-ind-*

throucrh life—his lingei-s Ijcing the speech of h:s

puri)oTses
in his experiments

—is probably owing to

his being the son of a labouring man. ll i

not have maile his electrical machine ar.

instruments, his master would not have seen

reason to jioint out his apprentice, Micluu;], to a

member of tlie Royal Institution, .^l^. Danw,

when that gentleman wanted some h-

and then the great lirst oi»ening
<; i

career would h.ave been no opening at all.

How he h.id obtained insight into the region of

Natural History has never, .a.s far as I know, Ijccn
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told ;
Imt at this time lie was certainly forming a

comparison inliis own mind Ijctween sncli different

ways of spending life as he knew something of.

His father had passed his years in useful hodily

labour, for which he took pay in detail. He
thought he was raising his son Michael by putting
him to a trade in which the practices of commerce

might be imited with that of a handicraft.

Jilichael had had seven years' insight into this

kind of commercial life
;
and he made no secret of

his impression that in working for money, and in

scheming to increase their gains, commercial men
do what is demoralising and hiirtfid to themselves

and others. Many, perhaps most, young people
think so at one time or another, when their

desires for a spiritual life are strongest, and their

actual knowledge of permanent moral influences

is Aveakest ; and INIichael might have held the

same view if he had not formed a conception of

the life of scieutilic pursuit which he has since so

exquisitely illustrated : but he announced his

expectation, from what he knew of science, that

the philosopher would be found amiable and

liberal, while the trader was growing hard and

rapacious. So thought the youth after a season

of hankering after "experiment" and extreme
dislike of trade ;

and when Mr. Dauce took him
to hear four lectures of Sir Humphry Davy's, he

made a decisive effort to get out of the one mode
of life into the other. He wrote out the notes he
had taken at the lectures, and sent them to Sir H.

Da\'y, with an account of his feelings about trade

and science, and a petition that Sir H. Davy
woidd remember him if he could see any way
open for the fulfilment of his wishes. The philo-

sopher received the application kindly, smiled at

what he considered the delusion about the spirit
and temper of philosophers, expressed a wish to

serve him, and in a few weeks let him know that
an assistant was wanted in the laboratory of the

E-oyal Institution—a post which Faraday obtained.

Sir H. Davy advised him to hold by his trade,

saying that science was a harsh mistress, and un-

gratefid in regard to pecuniary recompense for

service. At a later time, the })hilosopher found

by his own experience that this was not always
true, as wealth is an early consequence of disco-

veries which can be apj^lied to the arts : but

Faraday had other interests in his mind, and let

the pecuniai'y question drop out of sight.
It was in April, 1813, that he entered upon his

professional scientific life in the laboratory of the

Koyal Institution, where he has worked from that

day to this, except during the year and a half

when he was abroad with Sir H. Davy, as his

assistant in experimenting and writing. That
A^sit to Paris tested the iiutrale of the man in a
decisive way, and proved him worthy of his voca-

tion, under his own lofty view of it. He went as

a servant. His employer considered him so, and
he considered himself so. The philosophers at

Pai-is, while anxious to pay homage to his em-

ployer in proportion to his eminence in science,
observed the singular merits of his assistant, and,

finding in him a fuller measure of the true philo-

sojihic spirit and temper, they fell into sympathy
with him, and sought his society on his own
account, as comrades and not as patrons. Young

as he was, only then twenty, he was in no way
injured by this trial of his modesty and simplicity.

He never forgot or attempted to disguise his

position ;
in shox-t, then, as ever since, the inter-

ests of science engrossed him, leaving no room for

self-regards and the carking cares which belong to

them. He " returned to his situation,
"

as simple
and modest and happy as when he went forth, and

for many years pursued his eager studies without

making himself heard beyond the boimds of his

personal acquaintance.
When he did, it was to open a new region of

ideas to mankind, preparing it for a wholly fresh

conception of the structure of the universe. Dur-

ing the quiet years when he seemed to be like

other men in his ways aird his talk, only dis-

closing occasionally to those who could compre-
hend it a range of view and originality of specu-
lation which warranted any amount of expectation
from him, he was learning to see the visible frame

of things with new eyes, and, in fact, to pass his

life amidst a scenery of nature immeasurably
more sublime, wonderful, and beautiful than un-

trained minds can conceive of. In 1831 he showed
what he had been thinking about. Within four

years he had published three treatises on the

2)ractice of experimentation, and on other prac-
tical matters

;
but in 1831 he first communicated

to the world those researches on Electricity which
have changed the conditions of life to a multitude,
and the aspect of life to not a few, while they

open a prospect of unlimited advance towards a

comprehension of the conditions of existence. In

the riulosophical Transactions the whole develop-
ment of electrical science is shown in a series of

pajjers by Faraday, extending over nearly thirty

years, and the progress made in collecting the

phenomena, and tracing their operation, and estab-

lishing their laws, is wondei-fnl in the life-time of

any one man. He sets out, of course, without the

remotest idea of the point to which his investiga-
tions would bring him, though aware that his

subject was practically unlimited. He has (a^
eveiy great discoverer must have) the imagination
of the poet, not the less for his absolute need in

his work also of the accuracy of the mathema-

tician, and the judicial faculty of the weigher of

evidences
; yet, after half a lifetime of grand

speculation and growing familiarity with the

mighty secrets of nature, he said, fifteen years

since, that he had just then obtained glimpses into

the constitution of matter which, he owned, had
well nigh overwhelmed his facidties.

Even if I had his unequalled power of explana-

tion, I could not, within my pi-esent limits, convey
to my readers any true concejition of Faraday's
achievements, nor even any accurate notion of

their nature and value. It must suffice to say

j

that he has detected a range of forces always at

work in the universe, Avhich, in proportion as they
are studied, explain more and more of the struc-

ture and action of everything that exists, and also

are seen to merge in each other, so as to suggest
and justify the idea that in time we may discover

that there is one force in nature under the vast

variety of appearances that we think we see. If

the sum of the attainment, actual and possible,
could be conveyed into the reader's mind, it Avould
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still afford no conception of the marvellous things
learned by the way. Now and then there comes
such a startling fact as the electric telegraph, to

show the ignorant something of the seriousness of

the pursuits of the learned
; but the profit and

pleasiire of such pursuits cannot be described to

the uninitiated, any more than colours to the

blind, music to the deaf, or the charms of moun- ,

tain-climbing to the cripple mIio has never gone
abroad on his own feet. What we have to do
here and now is to look at the wiimer of these

challenges of nature as a llepresentative of that

method of life, and of the order of men to which
he belongs. It is impossible to convey what he

knows, or what it is in which he is so learned
;

but any one can understand what sort of man
he is.

His love of knowledge is so pure that it is the

same thing to him whether any addition to the

stock is made by himself or somebody else. Very
great men, such as he is now, can afl'ord to let

lesser men do all they can, and to help them to do

it, without an \ineasy thought about their own

position and credit ; but it is a test of a man's

real greatness whether he is aware of this, or

whether he is still subject to a jealousy which he

might have left behind long ago. The highest
man of all is he who does not consider the thing,,

one waj" or another, b\it simply rejoices in some-

thing being gained, and does not care about who
has the credit of it, himself or another. Probably

Faraday does not care. He certainly never stops to

discuss it
;
never stoops to iirge anj^ personal claim

;

never wastes precious thought and time in settling

his own position, or calculating his own greatness.
But he always has leisure and patience for other

people's claims. He has sympathy for every new

success, and the most winning respect and tender-

ness for every modest and sensible effort in that

direction. What his power of sympathy is appears
in his lectures to every class of persons. No treat

that can be offered can tempt scientific men to

forego a lecture of Faraday's, while children, when
he addresses them, understand all he tells them,

or can go up to him afterwards to ask him to

settle their difiiciilty. The same simple hearty

sympatliy is always ready in his heart for the

child who is trying for the tirst time to dis-

cern invisible things, and for the discoverer who is

treading on his heels in his own path. Thus does

he justify the view which excited SiT H. Davy's

smile,—that the si>irit of the philosopher should

be amiable and liberal.

It is not often that he puts himself forward

otherwise than in his function as a lecturer ;
but

now and then, when he may hope to be useful,

we hear of him and his opinion in counsel. When
our discontent with the Thames was reaching its

height, Faraday employed himself, during a trip

in a Thames steamer, in throwing bits of jiaper

into the water, to ascertain its density and other

qualities : and he then sent a business-like and

rousing letter to the ''Times" which did more

good than all the vague complaints of meaner

men.
. .

His next effort was not, in some people's opinion,

so entirely fortunate ;
but it did some good, and

by its weakness prepared the way for more protit.

At the time when heads were getting ttirne<I with
table-turning, Faraday published his o'

the pbenomeiion wjts occasioned bv t

scions action of the hands of the
under the full idea and expectation ,,;

moving in a certain direction. TIuh i

w:vs eagerly seized ujion by ]
was natural, and l>y scornful di ;. . . :. _, .-

riment
;
while it was regarded as rather meagre by

some who dared not say so, and openly r.
'

'

!,

in regard to its sufficiency, Ity the cxjit:.
Time seems to have decided that it is aa excel-

lent and very useful explanation of many de-

ceptive appearances, and might be applied to half

the cases in the absence of the other hall
; but it

casts no light on the jihenomenon of tables walking
and turning and ascending under certain conditions,

without being touched in any way whatever. If,

after a series of trials, a heavy table without castoni

(or cover to hide deception) mc)ves several feet on i

Turkey carpet or rises from the floor, while all tip

persons present are ranged by the wall of the

room, Faraday's exjilanation is of no avail ; and
the question is why he docs not go the one step

further, and himself witness the fact, in onler to

decided speech or silence in regard to it. No fact

is said to be more securely attested ;
and it seems

to crave investigation from the man most capable
of it.

If any one wishes for materi.al for a concei)tion

of a wise and ha])py man, I do not know where he

could better look for it than in the successive

volumes in which Faraday's researches are t'iven in

a collected form from the "Philosophical Trans.ac-

tions
" and other scientific publications. Bacon

would have delighted in that course of investiga-

tion and its results ;
and the humblest of us may

delight in it as an exemplification of the true jihi-

losophical spirit. Wc see the great electrician

advancing, step by step, towards the mighty feat,

the hope of which he has set before him,—<>f

proving the oneness of several agencies which,

not very long ago, were regarded as clemcnt'i

and forces of essentially different natures, and

haxdng no necessary connection with each other.

Such men are more likely than others to live to

attain their objects, because the full occuivition

and serene pleasures of their lives are favourable

to health of brain. Philosophers who arc aftlictcd

with a jealous temper or a i)a.ssionat«
n.iturc which

exhausts itself under pretence of enthusi.usni. and

sinks xmder an intemperate love of cither jiersonal

fame or the marvellous in nature, may, and

usually do, suffer thnuigh a few years of vanity

and iiTitability which encro.ach more and more on

the greatness of their aims, and then die. worn

out in body and min<l ; but this is not the natural

course of the jihilosopher's life. After Fara.lay's

example of a jihilosophic life, wc >•
'

"•'

more of intemperate .action and bai ; ->-.'

characteristic of genius. Whether genius tracks

the lightning,
or an.alyses human character, or

gives us inventions, or litters poems, it is .simply

! the perfection of sense, .acting in one ! '

:
another. The highest genius must h.nvet. - ''

of sense which keeps the world under its feet, and

can never more be trouble 1 by p.-vs.ion.
To belong

,

to the order supposed to consist ..f the sage and
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serene—tlie chief of the searchers for knowledge—is an honour. To be a Hepresentative Man of

that order, in virtue of, not only Itrilliant

achievement, but the ilhistrative completeness of

the whole character, is the highest of honours ;

and this is the honour which crowns the life, and

will immortalise the career of jMichael Faraday.
Ingleby Scott.

WAInTED—A DIAMOND EIXG !

jf\

•\^ y i»\S,A\VV \

H'
\

-^ _-J

I ~ ",- r-

,1' I'Wi

illi"|!

Ml iiFii^.,

I SAW it kicked by the careless Balmorals of a

jaunty nurse
;

I saw a fat morsel of humanity
make for it with a hey !

—broken into divers

hey-ey-ej's by pudgy trotting
—and I stooped and

secured it, thereby causing the fat one to pull up
short, stare at me with two black currants stuck
in a dreary expanse of dough, insert a dumpy
thumb in an orifice of the same expanse, and trot

back again with that stolid resignation under dis-

appointment which is the peculiar attribute of the
London infant popidation.

Having ascertained the nature of my prize, I

proceeded to meditate on the proper course to be

taken, which meditation resulted in the following
advertisement :

T70UND this evening, Wednesday, in the Regent's

Park, neailj' opposite the New College, a valuable

diamond ring. The owner may recover it by calling at

No. 10, "Wilton Place, S:c.

Before noon on the following day I v^as making
my most courteous bow to a venerable-looking old

gentleman whose white hairs and benevolent

smile added a double charm to the grace with

which he stepped forward, and, waving ceremony,
extended his hand, saying :

" You have taken a weight from my mind, my
youuf friend, and must aUow me to thank

The insinuating delicacy of the adjective (T am
not more than forty-five) was, perhaps, not with-
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out its effect. I accepted tlie offered pledge of

aiiity in respectfid silence.

"A young man," continued the patriarch,"
may possibly iuid it difficult to understand how

the loss of a trinket can be a source of positive

suffeiing to an old one, but—I am alluding to my
lost ring

—there are associations connected with it

which—ahem ! This is chddish, j-ou will excuse

my emotion."

I bowed profoundly iu the presence of this

natural agitation.
" T have passed some hours of sleeplessness and

distress, from which jou have been the means (jf

relieving me— I feel deei)ly indebted to you.
There remains nothing now but to reimburse you
for—a—"

Here the old gentleman drew forth his purse,
and proceeded to iinclasp it.

"Excuse me, sir," I stammered rather hur-

riedly,
" but if the ring is yours, you can doubt-

less, describe the armorial bearings ?"

"Armorial bearings, sir! It was a diamond

ring."

"Certainly."
"A plain diamond ring!" repeated the old

gentleman, sternly. "Do not attempt to plaj^

tricks with me, young man. T wiU point out to

you directly
—"

" I beg your pardon," said I, dra'n^ng back
from the outstretched hand,

"
but, as the ring in

my possession is assuredly engraved with a crest

and motto, I conclude it cannot be the one you
are iu search of."

The old gentleman eyed me for a moment

keenly.
"I am afraid you are right," he sighed, in a

tone of dee2> dejection ; "I must seek farther.

Alas ! what a melancholy termination to my hope-
ful journey."

"
Speed the parting, welcome the coming guest,"

is a very good motto. I made no attempt to

detain my venerable friend
; but, as he turned

towards the door, I am certain I saw beneath the

silver hairs a lock of dark and shining brown.

My next visitor was a lady extensively got up,

of imposing height and carriage, rouged, scented,

spectacled.
"We meet imdcr singular ch-cumstances,"

began this lady, with condescending haughtiness.
" I am the principal of a college for young
ladies—"

With a deferential acknowledgment of the

honour done me, I begged to know what had pro-

cured it.

' ' In the hours of recreation we arc accustomed

to promenade in the Park—a delightful spot, so

suggestive of the blushing country !
—during our

ramble of yesterday, a young lady under my
charge was unfortunate enough to lose her ring.

You, sir, are the fortunate tinder."
" 1 certainly did, madam, pick up a ring ;

but—"

" Ah ! how grateful my dear pupil wdl be at

beholding it again!" exclaimed the teacher of

youth, clasping her hands, ecstatically.
" May I trouble you to describe the ring ?"

" Describe it ! A diamond ring, sir—handsome

and massive, but plain."
"And the crest?"

" The crest ! Ah ! that my young charge were
with me. Stupid ! to have f.

• The cn-t
of the Deloraines. Is it a li. : .fr ' N,,

,

I am wrong, rafoi-tunatc, t: •,„,

nnwoU to accompany me ! J .: .: ....;. ,..j •

I will take it for her inspection—she will be able
to recognise it at once."

" I fear, madam, that I should scarcely i r

justilicd
—"

"Sir! ! !"
"

I feel it my duty," I said, firmly,
" under Uio

circumstances, to take every jirt-c.-iMtion

mistakes. I trust the j'oung liuly iu :

seriously indisposed to give you the nocciuury

description."

"Very well, sir I Exceedingly well! It ia I

who have been mistaken. I fancied—yes ; actu.illy
fancied—that I was siieaking to a gentleman '.

You -will find, sir, to your cost, that the lady

princijial of a college is not to be iu.sulte<l with

impunity I I wish you a gnod morning."

Very harrowing this. 1 am scarcely !

from the lady principal when there is a -....,1

wheels to the door, and a youug fellow, fijn;.'i:i.;

tlie reins to a gruom iu livery, springs up the

steps to the door- bell.

"Oh, dash it!" he begins, breathing out a

volume of stale tobacco; "I beg your pardon,
and that, but the old woman—<lash it ! I ni-;:i

my mother—told me I should find my ri

so I ordered out the vessel and tin; u;;!,-. ..:. . . .

along like ninepence for it I

''

"
I shall be very glatl to restore liu n: J

unfortunate enough to liud when 1 can

its owner."
" Discover ! dash it ! Didn't I tell you its

mine 't I say, I wish you wouldn't be so precious

slow—I don't want the cats to catch i'
' '

just had 'em shampooed, you know, n

and that."

"What soi-t of ring was yours?"
" What sort ! Oh, come, as if you didn't know

—that's good."
I intimated that I should be glad to find mt if

hs knew.
"Not know my own ring, eh! I kii".* ii s

worth a couple o' ponies. Come, let's hear the

damages, and I'll stumj) up,"
_

" You can descril^c the dc\'ice ?"

"Device, eh? What, the governor's? Bless

you, he has a device for every hour in the d.iy. t»>

do me out of my rightiid allowance. Device!

Oh, come, j^ou don't expect me to do the heraldic

dodge, dash it !"
" I cannot give up the ring unless you describe

it."

"Oh, dash it, don't chalT a fellow, now. I

shouldn't caie a rap about the thing, only it

belonged to some defunct party, and the gover-

nor 'd cut up so deuced rough. I've got licjps of

'em. Come, 111 swop you any one of these for it,

because of the governor.''
I respcctfidly declined the proi>o8.al.

"Well, diish it," excLiimc<l the young follow,

as though struck witli a sinl.len j«l<-.r
•• what a

couple of mulls we are ! Why don't

thhig ? I coidd tell in a minute if it

it!"'
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slie answered,

heraldry, and
casual glance,

lifting lip her

I replied that I was sorry I conld not ohlige
him, and adding that he had better obtain an
exact description of the "thing" from his governor,
I recommended him not to keep the cats any
longer in the cold.

!Mem. I am getting exceedingly tired of my
treasure trove. I retire to my room with a view
of dressing to go out. I am informed that a lady
wishes to see me, and I am afraid my mental

ejac\dation was not complimentary to the lady in

question,
A tall, graceful figure, draped in heavy mourn-

ing, rises at my entrance. She opens the nego-
tiation in some confusion, turning away her face.

She has come to me in the hope of regaining a

ring, carelessly lost, the parting gift of a fond

father to her brother and herself.

My eye rests on the crape about her dress, on
her pale beaiitiful face, from Avhich the blush of

confusion and timidity has faded. Deferentially
I request her to describe it.

"A large diamond, handsome," she believed,
" but valuable to her for far other reasons."

"But," I said, gently, "chased on the gold
inside the ring there is—"

" A crest, I am aware of it,"

sadly,
' ' but 1 know nothing of

have never given it more than a

My brother is dying, sir," she said,

pale face to mine. "
Only this morning he missed

the ring from my linger uneasily ; we are alone in

the world : it is the only relic left of one so lately
taken from us, how can 1 tell him it is lost ?"

"
I am sorry to pain you," I said, stri\dug to be

firm
;

" but it woidd be more satisfactory for all

parties, and cause but little delay if you coidd
obtain the description from your brother."

Without a word she tm-ned away ;
the mournful

resignation of her air and attitude touched me,
and, as she turned, I saw a tear roll silently down
and fall upon the hand stretched out to the door-

handle. 1 coiddn't stand that.
"
Stop I

"
I exclaimed, "one moment. I am

sure—I feel certain—I may trust you. You will

tell me—"
I take the ring from its security, I hold it out

timidly for the blue eyes to examine.
I see yet the look of delight overspread her fine

features—I see the expression of almost childish

pleasure in her eyes as she looked up at me, as

she clasped her hands, and cried out,
' ' The ring,

the ring ! Oh, Alfred, my dear lirother !

"

Her hand was upon it
;
such a tremulous happy

eagerness in her glance ; such a caressing fondness
in her way of fingering it. How pretty she was.

"My dear child" (I am forty-five) "it gives
me sincere pleasure—" Then I stammer, then I

spring after her. " At least, you will leave your
address with me."
What a look shades her face now ! Woimded

integrity mingled with pity for me.

"Ah, sir," she says, sadly, handing me the
card on which she has been pencilling,

' ' some day
you will be sorry for this. You do not trust me."

Certainly, I am a brute. The accent of reproach
in her voice haimts me

; the sorrowful glance of

her eye—how pretty she is ! I sit down to my
breakfast in the morning, half inclined to call at

Ake we, or are we not, on the eve of a new
Revelation ? Are the secrets of the invisible

w"orld, concealed for so many thousands of years
from mortal ken, now for the first time to be made
plain to us through the agency of oxir household
furniture ? Are mahogany tables the apostles of

the new faith, and brass bells and accordions its

missionaries ? Will an outlay of ten shillings and

sixpence, and the engagement of a celebrated

medium, procure for us an interview with the
soul of a departed father, mother, husband, wife,
in the midst of a London drawing-room, with the

Hansom cabs rattling outside, and the servants

standing in waiting with the tray of sandwiches
and sherry ? Can the hand of my dead child be
made to grasp me—jxiIpahJy, as though flesh still

covered those decajaug bones, and the life-blood

were yet coursing through the shrivelled veins?
and can it make itself, at other times, visibly

patent, floating through the air in a halo of light
and glory ? Is our friend Newton, after all, but a

shabby impostor, and his gi-eat discovery of gra-
vitation no discovery at ah ? Or, in other words,
is it possible for a gentleman to ride up to the

ceiling on a rosewood chair, just for all the world
as in olden times, not so very far bygone, certain

old ladies were believed to perform their journeys
with the aid of a broom handle ?

Absurd as these and a score of similar q\iestions

may appear to the majority of the readers of

the address given, and apologise for my heathenish

distrust. How delightful to see her in her own.

])ecuhar .atmosphei'e, ministering to the sick

brother who is all she has in the world, to 'ook

upon if one cannot enjoy the beautiful tenderness

of a gentle sister to an afflicted brother. But my
letters wait, and I toy with them. This is d hand
I know. What does Fred want, I wonder ? I

tear it open : I read :

Dear Jack,—What a queer cbance if \ou have
!

stumbled upon my ring. I was obliged to run down
j

to Eomford late last evening, and never missed it till .

we slackened at Ilford. A pretty taking I've been in.

If its mine, the crest is inside : you know it,
—a mailed

hand holding a lance, and the motto " Armed at all

points." Verily, truth is stranger than fiction. Keep
it for me. Thine, Fred Vtning.

Idiot ! Gull ! It is quite useless to call myself
names. It is almost superfluous to add, that

when I called at a certain address in Eaton Square
to inquire for Miss Lucy Hamilton, the lady was
not found. Probably, the " dear Alfred " had

required speedy change of air
; probably, brother

and sister were even now embracing in rapturous

gratitude over the precious relic of that one lost

to them so lately. Was that dear one not lost,

but transformed ? Had the silver-haired patriarch
of the first visit changed to the dashing buck of

the third ? And was the ^•irtuous teacher of

youth only the tender sister in masquerade ? On
my word, I believe so. I dare say they are en-

joying the joke. Possibly it is a dodge often

repeated. But what am I to say to Fred ?

Louis Sajshd.

EECENT SPIRIT EAPPINGS.
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Once a Week, it must be recollected that

thousands of resiiectable persons in England and
Aniei'ica woidd not hesitate for an instant to

answer them in the athrniativc. As hokling a

prominent place amongst the faithful, I must be

permitted to instance the writer of a recent very
able article in the " Cornhill Magazine." That

gentleman witnessed, or was made to believe that

he witnessed, i>henomeua quite as remarkable as

any of those just alluded to. Nor am I in the

slightest degree disposed to question his veracity,
or to pi-ouounce an opinion on spiritual mani-

festations generally. But, agreeing with him,
that the subject cannot be too much ventilated in

this which may be described as the earlier stage
of its revival, I shall proceed to give the reader a

brief account of a seance recently held at my
chambers, and at which the presiding medium was
the celebrated Mrs. Marshall, of Red Lion Street,

Bloomsbury.
I must premise this account by stating that the

reports which had been brought to me of Mrs.

Marshall's performances fell very little short of

what, in the article in question, has been described

by an eye-witness as having been accomplished by
Mr. Home. Friends, in whose truthfulness and

good sense I j'liiced the highest confidence, had
furnished me with their personal experiences on

the subject. Not only had they seen tables rise

half way to the ceiling, sofas walk mysteriously
about the room

;
and heard guitars and accordions,

imtouched by human bauds, emit the most ravish-

ing and ethereal sounds
;
but they had also been

favoured with special messages from the invisible

world, which, relating to bygone events known

only to themselves, had of necessity carried con-

viction to their minds. One of my informants on

the subject of Mrs. Marshall—one of the firmest

believers in that lady, and to whom indeed I am
indebted for her acquaintance—is also a personal
friend of Mr. Home's, and was actually present at

the seances described in the " Cornhill jSlagazine."

I mention these facts merely by way of assuring

the reader that j\Irs. Marshall is a person of high

standing in her profession, with a considerable

body of followers—not a mere unrecognised

poacher on the domain of magic : a person, in

short, through whose agency manifestations of a

remarkable kind (whether jjroduced by super-

natural means or by clever legerdemain was of

course another question) ; but, at any rate, certain

phenomena of an unusual and inexplicable nature

might fairly be expected, and, indeed, were expected,

by all those who had assembled to meet her on

the evening which I shall attempt to describe.

At the appointed time she made her ai)pearance,

accompanied by a young lady whom she introduced

as her "niece." The presence of this assistant, or

confederate, struck several among us as being,

to say the least, suspicious (for why shoidd a spirit

require two mediums ?) ;
but on this, and every

other point, we agreed for the present to suspend

our judgment. After a little preliminary conver-

sation, some eight or ten of us seated ourselves

round a circular drawing-room table, Mrs. !NIar-

shall Ijcing some places to my left, with her niece

next but one to her, and exactly oiiposite to me.

The "
spirits

"
having been invited to manifest

themselves, three distinct raps were heard under
the table. These rajis rescnilil'

' •' ' '

. a

thin stick or cane, and might e

duced by a stick concealed uuiL-r th«; a:,

line still in fashion, and attached to tlr. . >

ankle, so that by an upward motion of tli-

would be brought to bear on the under Kiiri.n c:

the table. Of course, I am not entitled t<> atlinn

that they were so produced ;
l)ut simply that iK-ing

capable of being wrought by a very ordinary piccv
of mechanism, they were hardly to be accepted,

olf-hand, as evidences of a supernatural vititation.

The same may be said of a violent motion, or

tilting-up of the table, which occurred frecjuently

afterwards, and especially at times when the
"

spirits
" were becoming somewhat hazy and

confused in their rei>liea. The table Mas invari-

ably lifted up, froni the side at which the younger
medium was sitting, until (curious to know
whether this "manifestation" might not I^o

accomplished by natural means), 1 produced n

precisely similar result, from my own side, to the

great confusion of all sceptics, the immeasurable

comfort and consolation of the believers present.

and, as it struck me, the astonishment of the

mediums. In my own case I am free to confers

that a movement of the knee suppUed the place of

spiritual assistance.

A spirit being, however, announced by Mrs.

Marshall, as positively situate and lying iniderthe

table, and ready for cross-examination, Mrs.

C n, a friend seated on my left, was in\-ited to

question it as to its identity. This she proceeded

to do, in the usual manner, by the help of a

printed alphabet. The spirit declared itself t<>

be that of one of her relations (I am unable to

recollect the precise degree of relationship) and

the following dialogue ensued :

Q. What is yom- name?
A. George.

Q. Your surname ?

A. Collins.

Q. How did you die ?

A. Murdered.

Q. Where?
A. In Spain.

Duiing the progress of this interrogator}-, >lr».

C n had evinced a continually increasing agiU-

tion. At its close she fairly broke out:

"Yes, I did have a relative of that name, and

the family have always suspecteil that he w.x-«

murdered in Spain."
A dead silence fell upon the comiwvny ; an<l, as

a matter of curse, every lady present was trans-

formed into an ardent believer.

This, however, w.os n-.t preci-sely tl

the gentlemen, some of whom, like i

.

been intently watching the process, and to whom

this experiment wouM have l)cen (but for aii

unfortunate circumstance to winch I "l.all i.re-

sently refer) a really interesting one

as throwing a strong lii^ht ui>on .-

spiritual revelations of which we have all hcarrt «>

much. For we noticed that Mrs. C n. in hrr

trepidation, made a .listinct pause at each part..M..

lar letter which she expecU'd to hear r.-ipinnl
out.

As thus: -a,b,c,d, - - ''

'^ ^^T^
Spirit raps. So with k, with o, B. c, K, ma
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every letter comitrisiug the various answers. And
taking note of this from the beginning, I •was able

to compose those answers in my mind, and woxdd
have undertaken to rap them out with my
knuckles, in my present earthly and corporeal

state, to the full as accurately as I (and the

reader, for the matter of that) may be exjiected to

sound our replies, when summoned into some

Chicago or Melbourne drawing-room by a Mrs.

Marshall of the twentieth century.
This statement, it may be objected by the

believer, is a mere fancy engendered by incre-

duHty, and cannot be accepted as true. A cir-

cumstance, however, which I have already hinted

at, as, in any case, marring to some slight degree,
the value of the experiment, may here be men-
tioned. While the stupor caused by the late

revelation still lingered on the faces of some of

the party, one of our friends who had been stand-

ing round the table, ventured a remark. " Mrs.
C n," said he, "while you were sitting on
the sofa with Mrs. Llarshall some short time ago,
I heard you tell her that you were extremely
anxious to question the spirits about your relative,

George Collins, whom you supposed to ha^-e been
miirdered in Spain." This being admitted, after

a while, by Mrs. C n (if this paper should
chance to meet her eye, she will, I suppose, never

forgive me for remarking that she is somewhat
advanced in age and apt to be forgetful), it was

agreed that some further questions shoidd be put
to our mysterious visitor, previous to his dis-

missal. He was accordingly asked for the name
of his murderer, which nobody knew. He refused
so far to further the ends of justice, and indeed
to all further queries opposed a dead silence. lu
a short time he was replaced by a spirit which
proclaimed itself that of the writer's father. I

shall not weary the reader by stating the exact

questions which I put to the new-comer, but shall

content myself with assuring him that to every
one of them a wrong answer was given. Or, to

speak more correctly, I caused Mrs. Marshall's
niece to rap out any reply that I chose, by the

simple process above referred to, of pausing at a

partic\dar letter. In only one case did this mode
of proceeding fail, and it happened to be the one

single case in which I desired to put a correct

reply into the spirit's moiith. It occurred on my
asking him to speU one of my names, a family
one, "Delaware," which being somewhat imcom-
mon, proved too much even for the sjiirit of my
own parent, so that, despite all the guidance
afforded him, he fairly broke down in the middle
of the word, and retired in dudgeon. He was
followed, in succession, by other spirits, not one
of whom, to the best of my recollection, gave a
correct answer to a single question. Indeed, when
not absolutely guided, they generally adopted the
safer course of not answering at all. Only in one
instance did they venture on what may be termed
an independent shot, which was in the case of a

gentleman asking for his Christian name (some
one present said, loud enough to be heard by the
medium, that it began with E), ui)on which they
rapped out "Edward," and then "

Edmond,"
neither of which happened to be anywhere near
the mark.

The majority of the company, at this period,

presenting anything but an awe -struck appear-

ance, and, on the contrary, strongly inclining to

mirth, the spirits rapped oiit
" Small table,'' (this

time without any guidance on our part, or hesita-

tion on theirs), and a fresh set of experiments
commenced. This consisted in foiir persons

—the

two mediums and myself included—placing their

hands on a small table which stands, or alas !

rather stood, in my front drawing-room. The
table being immistakeably pushed by Mrs. Mar-
shall and her niece, naturally began to move
across the carpet, and two or three times jumped
up with a jerking motion from the floor. I am
relieved from all conjectm-e as to the probable cause

of this latter movement by having myself dis-

tinctly seen Mrs. IMai-shall's niece place her foot

under one of the legs and tilt it upwards. On
the third occasion of this very clumsy operation

being performed, the table was discovered to be

broken, and the experiment, of coiu'se, came to

an end.

We now returned to the larger table, for the

purpose of being touched by
"

spirit hands." The
first person selected by Mrs. Marshall as the sub-

ject of this manifestation was a lady seated close

to herself. A long pause ensuing, and nothing

appearing to take place, INIrs. Marshall suddenly
exclaimed :

' ' You'll feel them immediately, ma'am ;

they're a-puUing at my legs." Directly after

which the lady in question certainly did feel

something pulling at her legs. A sceptic might
be inclined to surmise that the yoimger medium

having, in the first instance made a mistake, her

aimt took this means of setting her right and

directing the instrument with which she was

operating under the table a little further to the

left. However this might be, 1 now requested
the niece to favour me by leaving her seat for a

shoi-t time, in order that we might feel the ' '

spirit
hands "

without any suspicion of collusion on her

part. This, I added, woidd no doubt be more

satisfactory to her as well as to ourselves. She

declined to do this. After which, the reader -will

not be surprised to learn that several persons felt

something tugging at their legs and feet, every
one of these being in the immediate vicinity of the

younger medium, and no effect of the kind being
once produced upon those seated at a little

distance.

I can only afford to glance at several other

"manifestations" which took i)lace during the

seance, and which it would be an abuse of the

reader's patience to dwell upon at length. Thiis,

a tray was produced which, under the manii>ula-
tion of the two mediums, shuffled up and down on
the surface of the mahogany, and on one occasion

tilted uji on one end, a performance which I again
most distinctly saw to be due to a sharp move-
ment of the lingers on the part of the niece. The

spirit of some one's father danced to the air of

"God Save the Queen." Spirits were ordered to

rap on the walls, and inside the piano, which they

entirely failed to do, rapping all the time immis-

takeably under the table, with slight variations of

sound. And every time that one of these raps
was produced, it was impossible for the younger
medium to repress a slight, almost imperceptible.



August IS, ISCO.] PIPES OF PAPER. 215

movement of the body, showini,^ plainly that they
were caused by her : even if this could for a moment
be doubted, after a second request from us that she
woidd leave the table, and sufier us to hear so much
as"a single rap -when she was not there, which she

again refused to do. In short, I feel some difficulty
in conveying an accurate notion of the extremely
clumsy nature of the whole exhibition—far, very
far, below the performances of a strolling conjuror
at a country fair. Those who may consider this

statement an exaggeration can easily satisfy them-
selves (provided they go without any i>arti irris,

either on one side or the othci-, and are only
anxious, like myself, to discover the truth), on

applying at 21 or 22, Red Lion Street, Blooms-

bury, for an interview with the celebrated medium,
Mrs. Marshall—and her niece.

I write this woman's name in full (perfectly

regardless of the "
spirits

" which she may sum-
mon up for my destruction), and I append my own
name and address, from the same sense of duty
which has induced me to trouble the Editor of

Once a Week with this short article. "When we
reflect on the number of weak minds which are

being still further weakened by attendance on the

seances of Mrs. Marshall, and others of her class ;

on the well-authenticated instances of ladies of

rank regulating their course of life, and physicking
their children, according to the directions of S2)irits

of Red Lion Street manufacture
;
on the abomi-

nable i:)rofanity and wickedness of a piece of

jugglery by which feeble imaginations arc brought
to conceive that a dead father, husband, or child,

is dancing on the tabic to an air from the Tra-

viata ; it becomes obviously the duty of the sane

iiart of society to stand forth and expose the

delusion. Of Mr. Home, the highest living pro-
fessor of his art, I have said nothing, simply
because I know nothing. It woidd all'ord me,

however, great pleasure to be favoured by a seance

with him
; and if convinced by his experiments, I

would (with the permission of my friend, the

Editor) record my conversion, and the grounds on

which it was based, in this journal. Should Mr.

Home be—as I have no reason for denj-ing
—in

contact -ssith the spiritual world, he will thank me
for exposing one at least of the pretenders, who,

independently of the harm which thej'^ do to

mankind at large, are throwing very serious dis-

credit, and a degree of suspicion which he himself

will admit to be unavoidable, on the art or mys-

tery of which he is so distinguished a professor.
John Delaware Lewis.

16, King Street, St. James's.

PIPES OF PAPER.

M.\NY are the uses to which the generic name of

pipe applies. Water pipes, gas j)ipes, sewer jiipes,

drain pipes, warming pipes, ventilating pipes,

organ pipes, medical i)ipes, blowpipes, reed pii)es,

tobacco pipes, pipe sticks, ])etticoat jiijjing,
and

the pipes that Tom Pipes, one of Smollett's heroes,

played on as boatswain. My present dealing is

with water pipes, which, after ranging through

many varieties of material, are now being con-

structed of—pajier.

Our earliest pipes for water were made of
\

lead, like the bullets iu tho nutHery ballad, from
facility of manufacture, but ij

of small size, owing to thcii .

^V hen the early water companiLs lirat laid I'lpea
for geueral supply under tiie surface of the htrwU
of London, no better materials could by found
than the bolls of trees—birch and el

'

favourites,—which, iu leugtlis of nil:

feet, were bored out to a diameter of aliout six

inches,—one end hoojied, and the other trimmed
conically, so that each joint resembled the con-
nection known as "spigot and faucet." Kxtra-

ordinary was the duration of tlieso
j>iiH.'s, but they

ultimately went out of use because their diametc-r

was unequal to the constantly increasing supply
demanded by the public.
And so water engineers took to c.vst-iron a.s tlie

next material. The annunciation of this colled

forth many denouncers of the unheard-of new-

fangled novelty, amongst all chusses, but nuT.-

especially amongst the washerwomen, \mi>

beheld therein the downfall of their tra»lo from
the universal iron-moidding of every article of i>cr-

sonal, bed, or table, apparel. But the tnihncers

persevered, and the soajj-bubbles Inii-st, w!

not the case with the ])ipe3. Cxst-iron pi,

became an enormous manufacture, and were the

subject matter of many p.itents, the problem

being how to cast them thinnest, while containiii'.;

the rcijuisite strength. In their applicatiuii to

rain-water purposes, where no pressure had to be

guarded again.st, marvellous was the thinness

achieved—so thin that they seemed to b; foruvd

of two thin skins with nothing between, siuiir-

times disintegrating in the acidulated smoke

atmosphere of London in the course of two seasons.

A new difficulty in the foundry was to keep tho

core central, so as to preserve an equal thi
"

the metal,—a difficult thing, when the t-it .

ness was less than the eighth part of an inch.

One inventor resorted to a plan of forming these

l>il)es without central cores, substituting for

them a violent whirling movement of the mould,

whereby the molten metal waa Hying by centri-

fugal action against the sides of the mouhU But

it does not appear to have been successfid on tho

large manufacturmg scale.

In France "iron is iron,"' and everj- kind

of scheme, save importing it from England, is

resorted to to economise its use. So » cer-

tain M. Chamcroy invented a plan of

water pipes of thm sheet iron, rivcttoil ,

like the funnels of common stoves. The iiistdcs

he coated with mineral pitch to a beautifidly

smooth surface, and the outride with the s.»me

pitch mixed with small gravel pelibU-5. Tii''

iron was thus hermetically sealed against ti.'

action of oxygen. On each end of each pipe was cut

a screw, one male and the other female, and they

were connected just like wrought iron g.i.H tubin?.

Pipes of this description have been in u.sc

for many years, s\icce.ssfully. But want

ness to prevent collapse is a practical tUfliculty,

unless for small uses.

In England the system of "pot piix*^."
"r pifv«

of earthenware, have been largel
•

drainage i)urpose3. These pipes \i ...

cient pressure in each length, but they cAiinot be
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made in greater lengths than two feet, and the

consequent increase in the number of joints is a

great difficulty. But, a})art from this, a very
slight sinking of the ground is sure to l)reak them
at the joints by an internal leverage pressure, inde-

pendently of the i^ressure of the fluid. The same

difhcidty occurs with the glass pipes which have
been attempted. In fact, a permanent i^ipe can-

not be made of brittle material, and its brittleness

is one very serious objection to cast-iron, apart
from the consideration of its objectionable weight
in transport. In streets vibrating beneath rolling

carriages, cast-iron pipes frequently break, and it

has been stated, that in the Australian Water-

works, the breakage in transport and allocation has

amounted to as much as from twenty to twenty-
five jjer cent., a very serious addition to the cost.

Impressed with these serious difficidties, M.

Jidoureau, of Paris, has hit upon a new material,

which, it is stated, can be sold at half the price of

cast-iron, for equal capacity, while it is less than
one-sixth the weight. He makes a pipe resem-

bling those of ]\I. Chameroy in the system, of bitu-

minous lining inside and out, but the case, instead

of being of sheet-iron, is of paper, which, being
saturated with bitumen, is rolled up in the form
of a hollow cylinder, fold on fold, till it has at-

tained a thickness of about three-eights of an
inch.

On the 19th of January, of this present year,
a nimiber of engineers were got together at the
base of the Westminster Clock -tower, the scene of

IVIr. Denison's bell craft, and there a variety of

these pipes
—

measui'ing from two and a-half to

seven inches internal diameter, and five feet in

length— were subjected to hydraulic pressxire,
tested by one of Bourdon's guages, of 220 lbs. to

the square inch, equal to a column of water about
600 feet high, and this pressure they sustained
without any damage. This is more than the pres-
sure that common cast-iron pipes will sustain, and
it was stated that it required 330 lbs. to the inch to

burst them. On testing the power of a two and
a-half inch pipe to bear a transverse strain, a

very satisfactory result was attained, and upon
shivering a piece with a sledge-hammer it ap-
peared that every fold of the paper was separate,
and retained considerable fibrous strength, not-

withstanding the heat of the bitumen it had been

exposed to in the process of manufacture.
The source of strength in this arrangement is

found in the fact that the pressure increases the
contact of the folds of the paper, making every
fold bear an equal strain like the wire-folded

gun of j\Ir. Longridge, or the silk -folded guns of
the Chinese. The adhesion of the separate folds

may be illustrated by the mode in which a Thames
steamer is held fast to the pier by two turns of a

rope round the timber bit, by which means the
friction enables a single man to control the move-
ment.

These pipes will be less subject to the action of

frost than metal is
; and although they are not yet

tried in large sizes, and the requisite thickness
for that pm-pose is not yet known, it is possible
that they will come largely into use for moderate
sizes, and also for small service pipes to replace
lead at a very far less cost than gutta percha.

The severe frost last winter, bursting our water-

pipes and driving us to stand-cocks in the streets,

was not creditable to us, as a mechanical nation, in

its results ui^on our domestic water supply. There
exists so simple a mode of preventing water-pipes
in houses from bursting by frost, that I suspect
the plumbers must be aware of it, and keeji it

cai'cfully out of sight. It is to have a small

spherical cistern of thin copper attached to the

lower part of the water-pipe, and a gas-bm-uer
fixed below it. If, when the frost comes on, the

gas-jet be' lighted, the efiect will be that the

cistern will become a boiler on a small scale, cir-

culating sufficient warmth through the pipes to

prevent the action of the frost either in stopping
the supply or in bursting the iiijies. Every house-

hold might be saved from winter's mishap in this

simple mode, without the imsightly process of hay-

banding its service pipes.
Some objection has been raised about difficrdty

in bending for curves, but without apparent
reason. These pipes may be made in curved
forms as easily as cast-iron

; or, by filling with
sand and heating, they may be bent like a malleable

metal pipe. Their stiffness, and freedom from

decay, renders them peculiarly eligible for the

purpose of draining the permanent way of rail-

ways. Whether any better material will ultimately
be discovered it is difficult to pronounce ; but, so

far as judgment goes, and experience has verified,

a new era api)ears to have been attained in pijie

making. The strength of the material has long
been proved in the familiar instance of rocket

cases, where the enormous- pressure of the powder
is so successfully resisted by simple concentric

folds of paper.
Just at this time, Mr. Gladstone's alteration of

the tariff opportunely arrives to facilitate a new
manufacture, opening up also new soui'ces of

material. W. Bridges Adams.

JOTTINGS IN JEKSEY.
CHARACTERISTICS.

Voltaire's ^^vid description of Holland was
summed up in three words,

' '

Canaux, canards,
canaille."

The same alliteration might be used to form an
accidental definition of Jersey—cows, cabbages,
cider, and crapauds. The cows are those usually
known by the name of Alderneys ;

but the smaller

isle steals its bucolic honour from the larger.
There are no other cows in Jersey alive; for the

laws of the island forbid the importation of foreign
breeds. All extraneous cows seen painfully landed
from the butchers' cutters from France, or pain-

fully dragging their stiffened limbs along the

road, are under sentence of death. France sup-

lilies Jersey with meat, not of a first-rate descrip-

tion, from which cause Jersey labours under a

twofold disadvantage—that of having French meat
and English cookery ; and, under the circum-

stances, it is a wonder that the thing called diges-
tion exists at all in the island : for in England,
where there is no cookery, the meat is so good
that it does not require it ; in France, where
there is no meat, properly so called, the cookery
is so good as to create it : in Jersey there is

neither meat nor cookery.
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The cows are amiable creatures, and, as all

the world knows, very pretty. They come up to

be petted, instead of mo^'ing away like most cattle

in England ;
Init they make a virtue of necessity,

since they are all fed chained or tethered, as in

fact are all the animals iii Jersey, the goats,

and even the sheep, where shee]) are found. There

is one Jersey bull, in a held imder Fort Regent,
but he appears to be imder sentence of excommu-

nication.

The Jersey cabbages do not grow close to the

ground like most cabbages, but from a kind of

cabbage-tree, with a stalk six or seven feet long in

some instances, from which very bad walking-
sticks are made.

The cider is excellent, but very difficult to

obtain from the inhabitants, for love or money, in

any small quantity. During a residence of some

months in Gorey we were unable to obtain any by
the usual means. On one oeeagion our <jiK'8ttou
as to the possil)ility of obtaining u gallon of kjkUt

being answered by a string of (jucstions m to our
own business : on another, a vendor of cider

declaring that he had cider to sell, but that bii

house was very ditiicult to lind in the labyrinth •(

lanes. We bulieved him, and gave up our scarcli

in despair.
The crapauds are perhaps the most cluiract<.r-

istic of all the island productions. The word i->

generally supi)Osed to be the French for to.ul ;

but the Jersey craj)aud is a distinct aniiii.il.

Those who know old pictures, ^^^^ remcnil>cr

certain imaginaiy creatures in the temjitationH ol

St. Anthony, and certain batrachian dcMiioiiH

found only wiiere no one would wish to go .ift«r

death—such are the Jersey crapauds. \Vc rccol-

Mont Orgueil.

lect mistaking one in the moonlight for a small

dog lying in the road ;
to our surprise, instead of

jumping up it waddled off. In the sister island

of Guernsey they are said not to exist at all
;

hence the sobriquet of crapauds, as good-naturedly

ai)plied by the people of one island to that of the

other.

THE SHAPK OF THE ISLAND,

as seen in the map, is that of some amphibious

animal squatting on its hind-quarters, with the

fore-feet, as the heralds would say, coujxd. A
wah-us would perhaps best represent it. Thus,

Cape Grosnez would form the head, Noirmout

Point and that next it the couped fore-legs, and

La Rocq the os co.r!<jis, or place where the tad

ought to be. Geologically viewed, the island dips

from north to south. On the northern sulc the

rocks rise to the height of alwut three hun<lr«l

feet on the south they lose themselves in mar^ .

land' and alluvium. It would ai>pcar as if tli-

island at one time lay flat on the sea, with itj.

inland springs bid)bling uj), an<l forniii.

on its surfa'ce ;
then that some subi,

raised the northern part, and caused the »pr:. .-

to run southward, scooping themselves .b-xn.

in their course, which form a nu^t extra

ramification of valleys. There art.- few ex

to this rule, amongst them arc the lovdy

Grcve do Lecq and Lea Mouriers,
^b'oi.iro

watered by streams of alxmt two md.- •-

-tji

.

in the latter case a watcrfidl, very n ««>r

so small an island, being formed over tuc locKy

escarpment. , , ^ _^^
Learned anatomists, or lovers of hot lupi*™.
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might compare Jersey to a split kidney, the con-

geries of vessels running out into the bay of St.

Aubin's. The rocks consist of syenite, with its

various modifications, great dykes of quartz and
other jjrimary rocks occurring at intervals.

THE NATUKAL BEAUTIES
are very considerable. Perhaps the finest view in

Jersey is that from near the Manor House at St.

Aubin, looking towards the town and Fort Regent.
The liay of .St. Aubiu's only wants Vesuvius to be

the bay of Naples in miniature. The prominent
feature is formed by the fantastic rocks of the

island (or peninsula at low water) on which
Elizabeth Castle stands. Seen with a sunset

effect, and at the moment of the explosion of the

evening gun, it forms one of the most lovely

pictures imaginable.
The second in rank may be that seen on mount-

ing the ridge of hill which divides the bay of St.

Clement's from that of Grouville, where the road

winds like an Alpine jiass over the crest by the

arsenal at Groiiville, and as it were suddenly intro-

duces the passenger to a new world, with Gorey
Common below, the beautiful castle of Mont Or-

gueil forming beyond it the extremity of a long
shore-like hill, which in Germany woidd be

jilanted with vines
;
and beyond, all the dim coast

of Normandy, distant some fifteen miles. If the

Gorey oyster-fleet, of a hundred or so vessels at a

time, are in the olSng in fidl sail, the view is very
much enhanced.
The walk round the island will be found most

interesting. The beauty of the coast begins with
Mont Orgueil Castle—a grand medieval fortress

in beautifid preservation
—

A tower of victory, from -which the flight

Of baffled hosts was watcli'd along the plain.

Here Prynne was confined, and wrote some bad
verses on the wall, and Charles II. took refuge in

the troiibles of the Commonwealth
; Jersey being

royal, while Guernsey was parliamentary. The
house where the Merry Monarch lived at Gorey is

just below the grounds of Lady Turner, and was

lately tenanted by the estimable clergyman of

Gorey. The king gave its tenants the character-

istic privilege of keeping a public-house without a

licence for ever. Of this privilege our reverend
friend did not avail himself. Mont Orgueil looks

weirdly grand on the other side, where the shore
becomes rocky, and breaks into bays with sands
which afford excellent bathing. There is a rugged
path of extreme beauty along the cliffs to St.

Catherine's Pier—a very long jetty of stone run-

ning out into the sea, favoured in Aiigust, 1859,

by a visit from her most gracious Majesty, and
intended originally to form part of an immense
harbour of refuge. As it is, it would wonderfully
facilitate the landing of 10,000 Frenchmen, being
"convenient," as the Irish say, to Grouville,

Cherbourg, and St. Malo.
From St. Catherine's way may be made to Rozel

Bay, where are the grounds of the late Mr. Curtis,
a gentleman who, like the old man of Tarentum in

Virgil's "Georgics," bought a bit of rock and
transformed it into an ornamental garden. Austra-
lian gum-trees, and nearly all the products of the
southern hemisphere, flourish there under the mild

influences of the climate ;
and one would almost

expect to see the southern cross in the sky. Near

Bouley Bay, from which a fine view of the oppo-
site coast of France is obtained, the coast becomes

barren and almost mountainous, resembling some

parts of north Devon. It culminates in the

heights of Mont INIadoc, where are some most

picturesque old granite quarries, and in the

heathery promontories which encircle Bonne Nuit

Bay.
As the route is pursued, the rocks become

steeper and more fantastic, and the shore less and

less constantly accessible. Passing the waterfall

at Les Mouriers we come to the Creux du Vis—a

hole in the cliff' where the superincumbent earth

has collapsed into a cave, driven into it hori-

zontally from the sea. It is line, if the difficult

descent can be managed, to see the great j)ent-up
waves bursting into the abyss. Farther on is

Crabbe, a wonderfully grim chasm, some 300

feet down, but accessible by a winding path.
Below it are great pyramids and arches of rock—
a feature constantly occurring on this coast, where

the force of water produces most extraordinary
forms. The effect is aided by the colour of the

rocks, which is generally dark red, and in some

l^laces nearly black, here and there hoary with

the light-green moss of ages, giving the appear-
ance of gigantic ruins of enormous antiquity, and

variegated with party-coloured lichens, the yellow
the most remarkable, only to be represented in

painting by the brightest cadmium.
Near Greve de Lecq, where is an hotel which

continually advertises itself as the " Star and
Garter of Jersey," is another stupendous hollow,
with vaulted caverns among its rocky cathedrals,

which are better not visited unless the visitor can

be sure that the tide is retiring. But the most
remarkable caves and pyramids seem to be on

the side of Plemont Point, on the bay called the

Greve au Lau§on, so called from the sand-eels

caught there.

Beyond them is Grosnez Castle, or rather

what is left of it, a single arch of a gateway,

standing on the neck of a promontory, with pre-

cipitous cliffs behind. This is the north-western

extremity of the island. It balanced Mont

Orgueil in the olden time, and was held by the

Lords of St. Owen for the English crown, when
the half of the island from Mont Orgueil to the

middle was in possession of the French. Its

defendei's, if hard pressed, could have no alterna-

tive between starvation and jumping into the sea,

if they did not choose to surrender. Its only
access or egress was apparently by the gateway
which remains. Following the course of the high
cliffs, one more pyramid is seen, grandest of all,

the Pinnacle Pock, connected with the shore by a

narrow neck of land, and forming a fine object
from the distant Corbieres. There is a break in

the series of high rocks at L'Etac, formed by the

long sweep of St. Owen's bay, depreciated by the

guide-books as monotonous, but presenting to the

painter's eye, by its great comparative size, the

finest aerial effects to be seen in the island. At
the other turn of St. Owen's bay are the Corbieres

rocks, pyramidal again, and insulated at high tide
—a place whence to see a storm to perfection ;
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with reasonal)lc caution not to be waslictl off by
an nniisually high ^va\c, an accident -which has
hajipened. It was near there that the unfortunate

Express mail-steamer was lost on a fine morning,

the 20th of September, 1859. It was thU Ul-
omened vessel which carried over I^mis PhiUpiK'
to Newhaven, in 1S48, in a gale of win.L iV-v'.iul
there is the beautiful seclusiou of St. Brfliulu'*

^.-

Rocks at GiSve au Lanfon.

bay, with the oldest church of the island in one
corner of it, and beyond the next point and
Noirmont, the still more beautiful, and still more
secluded, Portelet bay. At Noirmont point, the
coast beauty ceases, and the view of St. Aubin's

bay closes the exhibition. On its further horn

appears, looking well in the distance, the
town of

ST. helier's.

"Hull, hell, and Halifax," have been for a

long time quoted as the three most disagreeable

places in the world, or out of it. We have come
to the conclusion that the second of these words
is a corruption of St. Heliers. It seems incon-

ceivable that the odour of sanctity should ever

have embalmed this most corrupt of towns. St.

Helier was a hei-mit inhabiting a cell, difficult

of access, on a rock behind Elizabeth Castle.

Elizabeth Castle is connected with the mainland

by a natural bridge, flooded at half-tide—a trap
in which sometimes a tipsy soldier has been caught.
Our Government really ought not to post soldiers

in Jersey, as spirits are ruinously cheap, and the

temptation too great. Jersey would be best de-

fended by gun-boats, and by dismantling its for-

tresses, which are all commanded by heiglits. An
enemy in command of the sea, would of course

compel its garrison to surrender at discretion.

The militia are sutficient to guard it against a

Filibustering attack, like that of the Baron

Ixullecour, which was so gallantly frusti'atcd,

though at the sacrifice of his young life, by Major
Pierson, not long before the outbreak of the

French Revolution.

The town is chiefly inhabited by the Anglo-

Saxons
;
the original Norman population keeping

pretty much to the country. Tlie immense preva-
lenceof drunkenness proves that the nation.il liabit

of England will scarcely be corrected by an infusion

of cheaj) French wine, since French ^^^ne is as clieap
in Jersey as in France. A walk in the streets of

St. Heliers would induce a i)as3er-by to invoke a

Maine liquor law in utter exa-spcration. The

police a]>pear to be few and far Iietween, and in

fact afraid to show themselves. The town ap|>f.ani

to be in the hands of a sort of ;/ain{iiornir>/, or

democracy of (/amiiis, who commit witli impunity
all sorts of depredations on persons and i>rii|M'rty,

and lill the streets night and day with yoliings,

whistlings, and all sorts of disconhant noiaes. A
Royal Commission—which will cost John Bull

something, luit Jean Jersey B\ill nothing
—has

been lately sitting to consider the abuses of

.JERSKV .ir.sTKE.

The criminal law of the island appears t« be

most strangely administered. La-st sunini'T, IS/iO,

a girl found guilty of infanticide w.vs baikvl out

for 10/. A year or two before, a man who shot

his sister, and was tried for nianslanght4.<r, got off

scot-free amoinj (If chrers of hijt }xiriii. More

lately, two drunkards (luarrelleil in a gig, .and one

tried to seize tiie gun of the other, the other in

the scramble shot him and wounded liim : the

wounded man got well, but the aj.frcs.Hor wai

sentenced to seven years' transportitinn, m\>\ hi*

propertii )i'ci-f cinifi^f'jlnl lo t/f lord >]>

thus punishing his innocent family by a •>

feudal law.

Some time ago, a ]>oor little Fnmch boy w.v*

killed l)y a blow by a Jersey buUlu-r-bey, whom
"y I erscy
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the Jersey jury entirely acquitted. No Frencli

or English resident is said to have much chance

Avith an islander in the civil courts, and on one

occasion lately, when by some accident or mis-

take justice was done, the Jerseyman was heard

to exclaim as he went out :
" What a shame it

is, that foreigners should be allowed to beat lis in

our own courts !

"

By its situation the town of St. Helier's, most

overgrown in population for the size of the

island, is the receptacle for all the impurities,
moral and physical, of this pretty little island,

and for much of those of the external world.

It is cooped up in a close, unhealthy hollow, and
the wonder is how the cholera could ever have

passed over it without destroying half the inha-

bitants. By some strange perversity, the best

parts are built away from the sea, so that the

fashionables are shut out from the view of Eli-

zabeth Castle and the harbour, which is really

pretty. There is no promenade near the sea,

the only place answering that description being
the College Gardens, where the military band

plays. The strand, and pier, and outskirts of

the harbour are given up to seafaring business,
and being also the haunt of the scum of Eng-
land and France, are not desu-able as a social

lounge. The New Parade Ground is prevented
from being a jiublic promenade by being entirely
in the hands of the gaminocracy, one or more of

whose body, some time last summer, had the

assurance to steal a sheep which was put there to

graze, flay it on the spot, and cany ofi the

mutton, under the very nose of the police-office.
There is a theatre at St. Helier's, at the wrong
end of the town, the performances of which are

nightly disturbed by drunken sailors, it being no
one's business to keep order.

In short, our impressions of Jersey have tended

miich to corroborate in our minds the poet's

dictum, that

God made the country, and man made the town
;

for while the town is a huge seething kettle of

corruption, the country is a labyrinth of loveliness,

rt is a labyrinth of lanes all arched by trees and

fringed by lush herbage, and with certain lights

presenting little fantastic avenues of fairy beauty.
It is a labyi-inth of vallies running into one another,

and losing their branches in the hills, each with

its own little rivulet, opening into interminable

glimpses of sea and land, while in the fii-st spring-

time the ground is beautified with snowdrops,

primroses, violets, and especially jonquils and daf-

fodils. But each part of Jersey with all its variety,

has a certain likeness. Everywhere are seen the

same quaint old farmhouses of granite, half sunk

in the earth, solidly built, with moss overgi-own
roofs and roimd arched doorways ; everywhere the

same, orchards and perpendicular banks covered

with fern and all its congeners ; everywhere in

summer, the huge geraniums attaining the growth
of trees, the semi-tropical oleanders, and acacias,

and magnolias, and camellias, growing in the open
air all the j'ear round ; everjn\'here the same round

picturesque wells covered with botany, looking as

if built to be bomb-proof ;
the same pretty little

fields and beautiful ej'ed and silken coated cattle

tethered in them, and everywhere round the coast

the same stacks of rraic or seaweed, used to ferti-

lise the fields, the same jNIartello-towers, picturesque
fi-om the colours of the stone, the same fields of

reefs inhabited by curious anemones and starfish,

and girdling all the same gemmy sea, far more

enjoyable here from the facility of bathing in it at

almost any season, than the salt element as fami-

liarly known to the frequenters of the coast of

Great Britain. G. C. Swayne.

Wreck of "ExDi-ess" Steamtr on the Cci-bi?res Hooks.
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PEIMUS IN INDIS.
After tlie division in the House of Peers of

Friday night last, the principle of the amalga-
mation of the two services may be considered as
out of further peril. The point, which is a

capital one to the future security of the emjiire,
has been carefully considered since the suppres-
sion of the great mutiny. There is a great con-
flict of authorities upon the subject. On the

whole, a majority of English statesmen are for

the change— a majority of Indian statesmen

cHgainst it. Of English statesmen, the supjiorters
of the present government are for it,

—the leaders
of her Majesty's opposition against it. Lord
Clyde and the Queen's officers are, for the most
part, for it,

—Sir James Outram and the Indian

officers, for the most part, against it. Is not the
inference from this plain .statement of facts, which
are beyond all dispute, almost irresistible ! Each
of these statesmen— each of these officers,

although jealous of his country's honour, and

giving utterance, no doubt, to his honest con-

victions, regards the subject from hiij own jioint
of view. The prejudices, the aspirations of his

class, even the political incidents of the time,

operate iipon the minds of each of the

speakers and writers
; and to say this is but to

say that all are men. We had rather not dogma-
tise upon a point on which statesmen, and officers

of the longest experience and of great fame are at

issue
; but yet we think that, on the whole, tlie

country will be content -with the decision at which
the Houses have arrived. It is idle to suppose
that the military service of India can ever be
carried on without a large co-operation from the
native forces. At the present moment there are

actually 4G,000 of the old Sepoy force iinder arms
in the pro\ances which were the seat of the

mutiny ; of Sikhs and Native Irregulars, in ad-

dition to these, about 30,000 more. We have
not done with the native soldier, and never
can have done with him as long as we hold

British India. The question, however, is not

whether we shall govern with or without the

assistance of native troops
— not even, with

regard to the European local corps, of whether
the status t/uo shall be maintained ; but whether
the system of local corps shall be indefinitely ex-

tended to the practical exclusion of the soldiery
enlisted for the general service of the empire.
The local system does not appear wise or prudent,
either as far as the stability of things Indian, or

the general security of the empire is concerned.

As far as India goes, our recent experience of the

fidelity of local European soldiers is not very

encouraging. Taking a broader view, and regard-

ing the empire as a whole, it seems as though India

is the natural parade ground of the British nation,

as much as Manchester is its chosen spot for the

manufacture of cottons, or Portsmouth is its

arsenal. Is it a good thing for a soldier or officer

to gain experience in his profession, send him to

India. If yoii want trained officers to guard the

emiiire in any sudden emergency, draw them from

India; or from the men who have served there.

The Didie of Wellington learnt his trick of

Jnce
m India. Again if India U to be held by

British troops, there will be the !•
jty fJr

that intimate knowledge of th.- „{ tj,e
natives, and even familiarity with their Unguac,?
thaii heretofore. The grand ignorance of th.'
British soldier—may we venture in all conn, ^y t.
add—and officer will almost pune an :i<l.liti.',i,;.l

security, inasmuch as it will h-ssi-n all chances .A

seduction, or even hesit.ation in his allegiance to the
Powers that rule in the little island beyond tin- s.-.i.

The t.isk of reconciling the millions of Indi.i t..

our rule by gentle means, had jicrhaps betst !>o

entrusted to other hands. In addition U) thcM
considerations, we should not banisli from our
recollection the part which the railway, th«.- k.t.-w-

steamer, and the electric tclegrajih 'will play in
our future relations with British India.

THE DOVER VOLUNTEER.S.

We cannot ho])e that any -words we maj' write
will be of much avail to help the niournenf who
are now dei)loring the loss of the two Artillery
Volunteers, killed on Thursday evening la.st l)y
the explosion of a gun at Dover. We wouM,
however, offer an expression of sympathy with
their sorrow, and we are very conli.lent that in

so doing we represent the feeling of all our rea.iers.

Mr. G. T. Thompson, a solicitor of Dover and
coroner for the town, one of the Lieutenants, and
Mr. G. Manger, a tobacconist of the same town,
were killed ujion the spot. Mr. Harri.s, the

commander of the corps, received an injury
from which concussion of the brain followed ; and
he lies in a precarious, but not. at the time we
write, in a hopeless state. Mr. Hadlow, a painter,
Mr. Gilfillan, a tailor, and a young man named

Boulding, are sufferers, though in a less degree.
As far as the facts have yet been ascertained. n.>

blame is to be imi>utod, either for want of skill or

negligence, to the sufferers from this lamentable

accident. The damage arose from a defect in the

gun, Avhich had been too long in use. Verj' severe

tests are applied to a gun to ascert.ain its titiirs'

when it is fresh from the manufacturer or foimders

hands. We know not what ])recautions are ex-

ercised after the weapon has once been bronpht
into use. How carefully after each jonniey th-

soundness of every wheel in every railway-carriaz**

is tested and ascertained ! It is not held surticient

that they were known to be fit for use when they
were delivered in the first instance from tho

maker's yard. Be this, however, as it may, w.-

have now arrived at a point when we are m.vlo

painfully awaie that the Volunteers of Kngland

have taken ujion themselves a duty which involves

serious risks even before they are calle.l upon t»

meet an enemy in the field. In the discharge of

their self imposed duty, they should Imj supporte<l

by the full strength of public opinion, .and public

feeling. These young men lost their lives in the

ser\-ice of their country. It is no oxaccerati.n t '

.say so, when they were killed in the di.schar •

their duty, .and whilst eng.aged in the ex. :

necessary to ]u-ei)are thcm.oclves for conflict witn

an enemy, if any such should ever venture to

attack our shores. The families of the .«uff<nr<i by

this tragic occurrence ought to know th^t their

private loss 'is. regarded by all as a public nffliction.
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BLOOD A<!AIN.

Last week has'been umisually fertile in savagery.
Of course tlio occurrence of the assizes revives the

wretched blood-chronicle of the last six months in

all our minds
;
but independently of this we have

a croji of fresh horrors. We have just had another

case as bad as that of the infamous Mrs. Greenacre,
in the person of a school misti'css who was doing
her best to torture to death a wretched little girl

whom she had adopted, from what other motive

than a good one, in the first instance, one cannot

see. She seems to have revelled in the spectacle
of the poor creature's sufferings. We must not

soil our pages with full details of the case ; but

when the child was exhibited at the Southwark
Police Court, it bore upon its body such marks
of \'iolence, that every one present shuddered at

the sight. There was nothing to suggest insanity
as a palliation of the yirisoner's brutality. We
are left to the conclusion, that a woman may be

of sane mind, and yet feel a kind of sensual

gratification in the agony of a child. The other

day a coroner killed himself on his wedding-tour.
The other day, too, a ruffian of the name of Foley
was brought up at the Bow Street office charged
with having committed a series of the most savage
assaidts on his wife and daughters—the youngest

daughter, a child nine years of age, he had

literally thrown on the tire. John Fenton has

just been hung for the Walkeringham murder,
and a gentleman who was present at the execution

hung himself next morning. The number of the
" Times "

for Monday of last week (August 6th),

contains such a catalogue of murders and attempts
at murder, that it is clear euongh our civilisation

is not worth so very much. The first of these

was tried at Carlisle before Baron Martin. George
Cass was charged with the murder of Ann Sevvell

at Embleham on the 26th of March last, and sub-

stantially convicted on his own confession. We
would invite particidar attention to this confession,
inasmuch as it gives some little insight into the

clumsy workings of the ruffian's mind. Here is

the autobiography of George Cass at the only

interesting period of his brutal life. The fellow's

intelligence is obviously scarce higher than that

of a bullock. He thinks as much of the three

halfpence out of which Sarah Dixon cheated him
when he sent her for the 'bacco, as he does of the

blood he had spilt. How differently a fashionable

novelist would have dealt with the phenomena of

the murderer's mind ! As far as our own recol-

lection extends, this document is what collectors

of hric-u-hrac would call unique, and certainly is a

literarj'- curiosity. Here it is :
—

George Cass saitli,
— " How it was done you know.

She made me mad, you know
;
and I was coming from

righting a ewe. She was in the passage or lobby, as

some folk call it, coming out of the front door, leading
into the yard opposite to the stable. I had been in the
orchard righting the ewe. She wanted me to do some-

thing with her caulkers ; and then, you know, as I

would not bother with her caulkers, and then she began
to bother and call me. She had a knife ia her hand,
and I was standing between the stable-door and the

house-door, and then she threw the knife at me, and
the haft just catched me on the left cheek, just below the
cheek-bone. Well, then, I clicked it up in my madness,
and I just took it up and threw it at the deceased Ann

Sewell. She was then standing just within a yai'd from

the door in the passage, and it struck just about there

(prisoner pointing to the apple of his throat) ;
some-

where about the part of the throat which projects out.

Well, then, you know, she ran from there down to the

bottom of the passage. She did not scream out '

Oh,
dear.' She says, 'Come here and put me away alto-

gether.' She said she could not find it of her heart to

go out again. Well, then, I said, I did not like. She

begged and prayed of me either twice or three times to

do it, and then I just took up fknife, which I had in

my hand, and just came a stroke across the left side of

her neck. When I was coming a second time she put
her hand up to the left side of her face, and she said it

did not seem to go far enough in. 'Give us another.'

I gave like a second one, when she asked me : and tlien

she stood a little hit, and then she dropped. She never

said nout (nothing) more after she dropped, and she

laid there. Then I came up into the kitchen, and I took

the knife up with me and thought I would wash it, and
then I rued—I would not ;

and I just went and put it

into her hand, and there was just a drop of blood about
the size of a half-peuny on here (pointing to his waist-

coat), and then just with that John Robinson came up
to the door. I was in the back-kitchen at the time

washing my waistcoat-breast with ray hand. I just

stepped aside till he went away, and he went into the

stable, and then he came out again and went awaj'
home. When I saw him off I washed my hands and
waistcoat out, and then I went like down into the
kitchen and went out of the front window into the

orchard, and then I got my mare out of the stable,
and then when I got her into the field she would not

stand until I got the gear on. She went galloping
back into the fold. Theu I went and brought
her back and yoked her. About a quarter of

an hour [after that, I saw Mr. fBoys going down.
A little bit after that there was a young lad went
down on a cuddy donkey, and theu I saw nothing
more till Mr. Boys' girl came to take me home that

night. Then, when I got home, Mrs. Fearon told me
to go in at the front window, and I said,

'

No, I could

get in at the back door.' I had got in many a time at

it, and then I opened the door for the mistress. I

opened the door with that piece of iron that I\Tr. Brown
had there. [Cass was here cautioned a second time,
but said he only wanted to tell the truth.] Then at

night, after we had all gone to bed, I went up-stairs
into Ann Sewell's room. Her and me was down at

Cockermouth one night before that a bit, and she
wanted to get some things, and she had forgotten
her purse, and she asked me if I had any money in my
pocket, and I said I had a half-crown if that would do

aught for her, and so I lent her it. So, as I thought I

had lent her the half-crown, I thought I would have it

back again. Then I just looked into her box, and
there was a little bag, you know, that thoy hang over
theii- arms, and I opened this and I found a purse in it,

and I just opened it, and there wa.9 just eighteen -pence
in it, and then I just put the eighteen-pence in the

purse in my pocket, and then I groped her frock-

pocket, as I thought there might he something more in

it, and there was a half-crown in it. I put that in my
pocket. In the morning I was putting the half-crown

into the purse with the eighteen-pence, and at one side

of the purse thei-e was a little hole in it, and a sove-

reign in it. I did not know what to make of the sove-

reign, and I owed our folk a sovereign, and so I was
over home on Wednesday niiht after I got the sovereign,
and I just left the purse and sovereign with my mother.
Then I spent the half-crown, and got some drink on
the road. And then I had eighteen-pence left

;
and

then I ran out of 'baci^o, and sent for another oiuiee.

Then I had like fifteen-pence left. But Sarah Dixon,
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the person I sent for tlie 'bacco, only gave me three-

halfpence, instead of threepence. I had given lier a
sixpence out of the eighteen-pence. That is all, I

think. I do not wish to add anything more to this
statement. I have made it voluntarily, and of my own
free will."'

After hearing the statement read over, the prisoner
said,

" That is all, I think. It wonld be as near half-

past three, as near as I can tell, when this liappencd.
There was no one with me. I have done it all myself,
and I was very sony, too, after I had done it."

"George Cass."

He took exactly four shillings by the transac-
tion. Some years ago, a fellow was executed at
Brussels for committing a murder in the Wood of

Soigny ; he had realised by the business exactly
three half-pence, and the handle of an old knife—
the blade was gone. George Cass was found guilty,
and left for execution.

On the same day we have the report of the trial

of one Thomas Sowerby, for the murder of Simon
Manassa at Penrith. This is the case which has
been spoken of as the Penrith murder. It turned
out that there was no ill will between the men ;

nor had his little stock of money been removed
from the pockets of the dead man. The disco-

very was brought about curiously enough. On
the lOtli of April last, very early in the morning,
George Pattinson was going to his work, and was
going over a field, when he jnckod up a stick

covered with hoar-frost. The hoar-frost melted,
and, on examimng Jus liand, Georr/e Pattinson fomicl
tJiat it teas bloodi/. This roused his suspicions ;

he looked round him, and saw the body of a man
lying in the corner of the next field. The prisoner
was within fifty yards of the place at the time
Pattinson made this discovery. When hailed a
second time, Thomas Sowerby tiirned back, joined
Pattinson, and looked at the body. He said he
had seen it before, and promised to give informa-
tion. Suspicion afterwards fell on him, and when
his clothes were examined, blood was found upon
his leggings, upon the cuff of his kytle, and upon
a biitton of his coat. He subsequently admitted
that he had killed Simon jNIanassa

; but that the
death had been the result of an affray betwixt

them, in which IManassa had been the assailant.

AVhen attacked Sowerby had thrown his opponent
a cross -buttock in old Cumberland fashion, and
without intending his death, had afterwards beaten
him with a stick. It was held that his story

might be true. He was convicted of manslaughter,
and sentenced to eighteen months of imprison-
ment, with hard labour.

Again, on the same day, we have a re])ort of

the trial of Francis Price, at Warwick, for the

murder of Sarah Piatt, his sweetheart. He seems
to have been a very respectable young man.
He was the son of a "minister of the Gospel"—
probably of a Dissenting minister. He had been
a prize-walker in his j'^outh, and was actually a

shoemaker by trade. There was some dispute
between the lovers as to a woman with whom the

deceased had associated, and whose acquaintance
Price had wished her to give up. After a fruitless

eifort at reconciliation, upon the 18th of April i

last he sent for her to the house of an old woman
named Agnes Hone, and when Hone had turned ,

her back for a moment, Price" cut .Surah PLitt's
throat in the i)assage with a slioemaker'a kuifc.
Almost immediately afterwards lie said • '

Ig she
dead ? It is Mrs.

, and Mrs.
. and them

women, that arc the cause of it. I Hhall uot
tell you a lie about it. I loved her as I lovwl my
life. I know my fate. :My days are iiumlxTcd !

""

His right hand was stained with the hlood of
Sarah Piatt—even whilst he was speaking.
The crowning horror, liowever, of this week

has been the Walworth murder. William (;odfrey
Youngman stands charged with the wilfid munhr
of his mother, his tw(j young brotliers, and liin

sweetheart, Mary Wells Strceter. As the priBoiicr
has not yet taken his trial, we abstain from all

comment, which might have the effect of pre-
judicing his case. His defence is, that his mother
had slaughtered the three other victims, and that,
to save his own life, he hatl taken hers. Young-
man had effected an insurance of 100/. upon the
life of ^Nlary Streeter, payable to him after her
death.

WITH THI.S OK ox THl.S.

The Spartan matrons have been fairly outdone

by our fair countrywomen, if all tales are true
which pass current at Paris just now. It was all

very well for a classical virago to send out her
sons to death or victory, but in order to make the
heroism perfect, she might have gone herself. A
high-spirited lady might tap her son's shield,
and say to him in a significant way,—"Agasipjius,
my dear boy, with this, or on this—you under-
stand your poor old mother :

" but it woiUd have
been far more edifying had his parent additl,

"and I will go with you!" There has been a

good deal of talk lately about our national de-

fences. Despite of Sir Frederick Smith, b.ickcd

as that gallant officer has been by the professional

exijcrience of Mr. Edwin James, we are about to

fortify Portsdown Hill, and look after the defences

of our arsenals. What ^\-ith regidar troops, and

militia-men, and volunteers, we are doing our best

just now to take care of Lord Overstone's till.

We trust that in a short time we shall be beyond
the necessity of following his advice, and offering
the Zouaves a ransom if they will be goo<l eno'igt
to march out of London. AH these clumsy precau-
tions of armies, fleets, fortresses, volunteers, &c.,

&c., are quite unnecessarj'
—at least so wo are told

upon excellent French authority. The fact is,

we are safe. Our countn'wonion have volunteered

rii masse, shoiddcred their rilles, and stind ready
to answer any overtures from the jwrlidiotis Gauk
with a Clinic bullet, or the point of a bayonet.

"Brunettes, form square to repel cavalry."

"Blondes, advance in loose onlcr.
" "Orders

from General Charlotte to Colonel Louisa to silence

that battery." The Zouaves and Chasseurs

d'Afrique will soon learn wh.it they have to cxi>ect

from the stern coquetry of the British female.

There is published everj' week in Pari.s an illus-

trated newspajier, called " Le Monde lUustrc'."' In

a recent number, the editor has f.avourcd his

readers with a full page cut which r.
' thn-e

of our fair countrywomen in Ivni< k^ -. ."uid

Mandarin hats, st.anding at case and loaniuj; upon
their rifles. These three ladies arc de- -^H*. l t>

samples of "Le.s Kiklkwome.v (ou lea
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de Voloniai'res Jevri))i)if< en Angleterre)." It must
not be supposed that this is wliat woiild be called

in the rude language of camps "a shave." The

intelligent editor heartily believes in his own an-

noimcement, and by this time our French neigh-
bours are 2)erfcctly convinced that our ooimtry-
women have really turned out with arms in their

hands, in defence of their heljiless fathers, hus-

bands, brothers, sons, nephews, and male cousins.

The editor is courteous, sarcastic ; grave, merry ;

witty, and exceedingly dull at our expense.
"There is a fact," he says,

" which France would

refuse to believe, if it was not supported by the

evidence of photography,
' ce temoin irrecusable.

'

England, not satisfied with raising with one eflfort

an army of 150,000 Volunteers, has pushed the

principle of patriotism a little further
;
one may

even say, has exceeded the limits assigned by right
reason even to public spirit. This is the turn

which things take amongst a people disposed to

mistake exaggeration for enthusiasm." After this

line moral reflection, the editor adds :
— " But let

us come to the point ;
it is time to give an ex-

planation to those amongst our readers who may
be stnpified by a glance at the engraving in the

next page." The engraving represents the three

ladies in the Knickerbockers, &.c. We can't do

these things as well as they are done in Paris,

and so let it be understood that Avhat follows

is written not Avith English, but with French
ink.

A society of English ladies, who had been

dreaming of Zouaves, has risen up like a smr/le

man (the irony is italicised in the original), and
has determined to go halves with the Riflemen in

the defence of the country. It is not exactly

proved that the fatherland is in danger, but it

would be cruel to say a word which might calm
these alai'ms, and so deprive these ladies of the
"
pretexte complaimnt'' for plaj-ing at soldiers.

Their fancy is quite harmless. The intelligent
writer does not seem to apprehend any serious

danger to an invading force from the efforts of

these heroines. He does not even see why they
shoiild not be thoroughly drilled, if only precau-
tion is taken that their rifles shall not in any case

be loaded. Here is a box on the ears for the

British female. The writer is a sad fellow, and

proceeds with his odious sneers. He is pleased
with the thought that this institution of the

British Riflewomen will throw a little variety into

our military pictures. MM. Horace Vernet,

Yvon, Diimarescq, and all the modern Van-der-
Meulens must set their pallets afresh. At the

next exhibition M. Albert de Lasalle's prophetic
soul foresees " Bivouacs of English Ladies,"
"Patrols of English Ladies," &c. Who woiild

not lead a forlorn hope against such enemies as

these ? One would think that M. de Lasalle

might have left the poor things quiet after grind-

ing them down to the dust in this way. Not a

bit of it. He pretends to fear that our legs of

mutton may get scorched, and that poor Pater-
familias's false collars may sometimes need a but-

ton, whilst his martial spouse has gone where

glory waits her, and is perfecting herself in the

principles of "fa charge en douze temps," whatever
that may be. Mais que voidez-vous ? .... II

faUait opter. When called upon to choose between
the welfare of the country and that of the stew-

l)ot, the British female could not hesitate. After

pelting our wives and daughters with these pitiless

sarcasms, M. de Lasalle turns round upon us, the

men of England. He tells us, that there is com-

pensation in store for lis. Althoiigh our roast

mutton may be burnt, and our "dickies "
may be

without buttons, we shall escape with fewer turns

of service whilst our fair countrywomen are doing

duty for us. Besides, there is this farther advan-

tage, that whilst they are on guard, we may learn

how to look after the cooking, and—oh, death !

oh, fury ! oh, vengeance !
—how to dam stockings.

After he has treated us in this shocking way,
M. de Lasalle proceeds to soothe our wounded

pride in more courteous tone. He says : "At the

bottom of all this, as at the bottom of all things

English, there is a serious thoiight, and the senti-

ment which has inspired the idea of the formation

of a force of Riflewomen is most praiseworthy.
The spirit of the ancient Amazons, and of the

women of Sparta, has animated these ladies, whom
we may regard as funny in their military costume,
but ridiculous—never !

" Thank you, JNI. de

Lasalle, for this scrap of consolation. A strong
head and a kind heart always go together. Would
that you had persevered in this view ! Why,
after half lifting us from the groimd with one

hand, do you knock us doAvn again with the other ?

Wliy tell us, that if an intelligent Frenchman was
inclined to be calumnious, he might just suggest
that feminine coquetry might realise hea\'y profits

out of this martial arrangement. The elegance of

the costume worn by the Eifleu-omen—which, to

M. de Lasalle's personal knowledge, was a power-
ful recruiting agent

—
might, if a man was inclined

to be ill-natured, inspire him with certain ideas, not

to say convictions, upon this critical point. Voyez

]:'lut6t comment on se met dans ce joli hataillon !

Then follows a description of the uniform of the

Riflewomen
;
and as it will be quite as new to our

readers as to the well-informed French public
who rely upon the "Monde Illustre" for their

facts, here it is. "The hat is of circular form,

something like the Spanish sombrero (it is, in fact,

our old friend the Mandarin). The coat fits tight
at the waist, and is embroidered and fashioned

like that of the o\A.mousquetaires ; unmentionables
d la Zouave; and from the garter downwards

(Fie ! M. de Lasalle !) discloses the form of the

leg, which is covered by tight elastic hose. In
the hat there is a plume, which is the sjiort of

every wind. On serait jolie cl mains!" So far

M. Albert de Lasalle.

May we venture to suggest to him, that he has

mistaken a pretty little photograph, which is just
now to be seen in our shop-windows, for the
indication of a serious fact. As well might we
sujipose that all the matrons of France and Bel-

gium have taken to dancing the cancan because

engravings of "La Reine Pomare "
engaged in

that delightful exercise are still extant. Let our
French neighbours come over to us as friends,

not as enemies, and no doubt they will surrender

at discretion before the sustained iire of our

Riflewomen ; but at least, in such a case, defeat will

be agreeable, and death without pain.
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EVAN HARRINGTON; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITn.

CH.1PTER XXXVI. BEFORE BREAKFAST.

Cold through the night the dark -fringed stream
had whispered imder Evan's eyes, and the night
breeze voiced "Fool, fool !

"
to him, not without

a distant echo in his heart. By symbols and
sensations he knew that Rose was lost to him.
There was no moon : the water seemed aimless,

passing on carelessly to obliv-ion. Now and then
the trees stirred and talked, or a noise was heard
from the pastures. He had slain the life that
lived in them, and the great glory they were to

bring forth, and the end to which all things
moved. Had less than the loss of Rose been

involved, the youug mau might have found him-
self looking out on a world beneath notice, and
have been sighing for one more worthy of his

clouded excellence : but the immense misery pre-
sent to him in the contemplation of Rose's sad
restrained contempt, saved him from the silly
elation which is the last, and generally successful,

struggle of human nature in those who can so far I

master it to commit a sacritice. The loss of that i

brave high young soul—Rose, who had lifted him
o\it of the mire with her own white hands : Rose,
the image of all that he worshipped : Rose, so

closely wedded to him that to be cut away from
her was to fall like i)allid clay from the soaring
spirit : surely he was stunned and senseless when
he went to utter the words to her mother ! Now

that ho was awake and could feel his self-inflicted

pain, he marvelled at his rashness and foolishneas,

as perhaps numerous mangled warriors have done
for a time, when the battle- ticld was cool, and

they were weak, and the uproar of their jarred
nerves has beset them, lying unchcrished.

By degrees he grew aware of a little consolatory

touch, like the point of a needle, in his conscious-

ness. Laxley would certainly insult him I In tint

case he would not refuse to right him. The dark-

ness broke and revealed this hai)]iy pro.spect, and

Evan held to it an hour, and coidd hardly reject it

when better thoughts conquered. For would it not

be sweet to make the strength of hia ann respected ?

He took a stick, and ran his eye musingly along the

length, trilling witli it griudy. The great Mel ha<l

been his son's instructor in the chivalrous science of

fence, and a mattre (raniu sin Portugal had givon

him polish. In Mel's time duels with swonls

were occasionally fought, and Evan looke<l on the

sword as the weapon of combat. Face to face with

his adversary
—what then wa-s birth or |>o.sition 7

Action !
—action I

—he sighed for it, as I have <lone

since I came to know that his hi.story must l>c

morally developed. A glow of hitter pIcAMire

exalted him when, after hot ]>a.s.s.ige,'<,
and ji.irrj--

ings and thrusts, ho had disarmed Ferdinand I-ax-

ley, and bestowing on him his life, said : "Accept

this worthy gift of the son of a tailor I

" and he

VOL. III. No. 61.
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wiped his sword, haply bound up his wrist, and
stalked off the ground, the vindicator of man's

natural dignity. And then he turned upon him-

self with laughter, discovering a most wholesome

power, barely to be suspected in him yet ; but

of all the children of glittering Mel and his solid

mate, Evan was the best mixed compound of his

parents.
He put the stick back in its corner and eyed his

wrist, as if he had really just gone through the

pretty scene he had just laughed at. It was nigh

iipon reality, for it suggested the employment of

a handkei-cbief, and he went to a place and drew
forth one that had the stain of his blood on it,

and the name of Rose at one end. The beloved

name was half-blotted by the dull red mark, and

at that sight a strange tenderness took hold of

Evan. His passions became dead and of old date.

This, then, would be his forever! Love, for

whom earth had been too small, crept exultiagly
into a nut-shell. He clasped the treasure on his

breast, and saw a life beyond his parting with

her.

Strengthened thus, he wrote by the morning

light to Laxley. The letter was brief, and said

simply that the act of which Laxley had been

accused, Evan Harrington was responsible for.

The latter expressed regret that Laxley shoiUd

have fallen under a false charge, and, at

the same time, indicated that if Laxley con-

sidered himself personally aggrieved, the writer

was at his disposal.

A messenger had now to be found to convey it

to the village-inn. Footmen were stirring about

the house, and one meeting Evan close by his

door, observed with demure grin, that he could

not find the gentleman's nether-garments. The

gentleman, it appeared, was Mi-. John Eaikes,

who, according to report, had been furnished with
a bed at the house, because of a discovery, made
at a late period over-night, that farther the gentle-
man could not go. Evan foimd him sleeping

soundly. How much the poor youth wanted a

friend ! Fortune had given him instead a born

buffoon ;
and it is perhaps the greatest evil of

a position like Evan's, that with cultured feel-

ings you are likely to meet with none to know you.

Society does not mix well in money-pecking
spheres. Here, however, was John Eaikes, and
Evan had to make the best of him.

"Eh?" yawned Jack, awakened; "I was

dreaming I was Napoleon Bonaparte's right-hand
man."

" I want you to be mine for half-an-hour," said

Evan.
Without replying, the distinguished officer

jumped out of bed at a bound, mounted a chair,

and peei'ed on tip-toe over the top, from which,
with a glance of self-congratulation, he pulled the

missing piece of apparel, sighed dejectedly as he

descended, while he exclaimed :

"Safe! but no distinction can compensate a

man for this state of intolerable suspicion of every-

body. I assure you, Harrington, I wouldn't be

Napoleon himself—and I have always been his

peculiar admirer—to live and be afraid of my
valet ! T believe it will develop cancer sooner or

later in me. I feel singular pains already. Last

night, after crowning champagne with ale, which

produced a sort of French Revolution in my
interior—by the way, that must have made me
dream of Na]ioleou !

—last night, with my lower

members in revolt against my head, I had to sit

and cogitate for hoxirs on a hiding-place for these

—call them what you will. Depend upon it,

Harrington, this world is no such funny affair as

we fancy."
" Then it is true that you could let a man play

pranks on you," said Evan. " I took it for one of

your jokes."
"Just as T can't believe that you're a tailor,"

returned Jack. "It's not a bit more extra-

ordinary."
"But, Jack, if you cause yourself to be con-

temptible
"

"Contemptible!" cried Jack. "This is not

the tone I like. Contemptible ! why, it's my
eccentricity among my equals. If I dread the

profane vulgar, that only proves that I'm above

them. Odi, &c. Besides, Achilles had his weak

point, and egad, it was when he faced about ! By
Jingo ! I wish I'd had that idea yesterday. I

should have behaved better."

Evan coidd see that Jack was beginning to rely

desperately on his humour.

"Come," he said, "be a man to-day. Throw
off your motley. When I met you that night so

oddly, you had been acting like a worthy fellow,—
trying to earn your bread in the best way you

coidd
"

" And jirecisely because I met yoxi, of all men,
I've been going round and round ever since," said

Jack. " A clown or pantaloon would have given
me balance. Say no more. You couldn't help
it. We met because we were the two extremes."

Sighing, "What a jolly old inn !

" Mr. Raikes

rolled himself over in the sheets and gave two or

three snug jolts indicative of his determination to

be comfortable while he could.

"Do you intend to carry on this folly,

Jack ?
"

"Say, sacrifice," was the answer. "I feel it

as much as you possibly could, Mr. Harrington.
Hear the facts." Jack turned round again. "Why
did I consent to this absurdity ? Because of my
ambition. That old fellow, whom I took to be

a clerk of Messrs. Grist, said :
' You want to cut

a figure in the world—you're armed now.' A
sort of Fortimatus's joke. It was his way of

launching me. But did he think I intended this

for more than a lift ? I his puppet ? He, sir,

was my tool ! Well, I came. All my efforts were

strained to shoi'ten the period of penance. I had
the best linen, and put on captivating manners.

I should iindoubtedly have won some girl of

station, and cast off my engagement like an old

suit, but just mark !
—now mark how Fortime

tricks us ! After the pic-nic yesterda}'-, the

domestics of the house came to clear away, and

the band being there, I stopped them and bade

them tune up, and at the same time seizing the

maid Wheedle, away we flew. We danced, we
whirled, we twirled. Ale upon this ! My head

was lost.
' Why don't it last for ever ?

'

says I.

' I wish it did,' says she. The naivete enraptured
me. ' Oooo !

"
I cried, hugging her

;
and then,
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yovi know, there was no course ojien to a man of i

honour bnt to offer marriage and make a lady of
j

her. I proposed ;
she accepted me, and here I

am, eternally tied to this accnrst insignia, if I'm

to keep my promise ! Isn't that a sacrilice, friend

H. ? There's no course open to me. The poor

girl is madly in love. She called me a ' rattle !

'

As a gentleman, I cannot recede—ha ! ha ! I
}

must carry on my suit ! I must be tied to tin !

Think I'm merry, if you like, but I doubt an

thou'dst be capable of sacrifice so vast ! I doubt

it indeed !

"

Evan got up and burst into laughter at this

burlesque of himself. Telling Jack the service

he required of him, and receiving a gi'oaning

assurance that the letter should, without loss of

time, be delivered iu jtroper style, the egotist, as

Jack heartily thought him, fell behind his knitted

brows, and, after musing abstractedly, went forth

to light upon his fate.

But a dread of meeting had seized both Hose

and Evan. She had exhausted her first sincerity

of unbelief in her interview with Juliana : and he

had begun to consider what he could say to her.

More than the thi-ee words ' ' I did it,
" would not

be possible ;
and if she made him repeat them,

facing her truthful eyes, woidd he be man enough
to strike her bared heart twice ? And, ah ! the

sidlen brute he must seem, standing before her

dumb, hearing her sigh, seeing her wretched effort

not to show how unwillingly her kind spirit

despised him. The reason for the act—she woidd

ask for that ! Rose would not be so philosophic

as her mother. She would grasp at every chance

to excuse the deed. He cried out against his

scheming sister in an agony, and while he did so,

encountered Miss Carrington and Miss Bonner in

deep converse. Juliana pinched her arm, where-

upon Miss Carrington said :

" You look merry
this morning, Mr. Harrington :" for he was

unawares smiling at the image of himself in the

mirror of John Raikes. That smile, transformed

to a chuckling grimace, travelled to Rose before

they met.

Why did she not come to him ?

A soft voice at his elbow made his blood stop.

It was Caroline. She kissed him, answering his

greeting :
" Is it good moi-uing ?

"

"Certainly," said he. "By the way, don't

forget that the coach leaves early."

"My darling Evan! you make me so happy.
For it was reaUy a mistaken sense of honoui-. For

what can at aU excuse a falsehood, you know,
Evan !

"

Caroline took his arm, and led him into the

sun, watching his face at times. Presently she

said: "I want just to be assured that you

thought more wisely than when you left us last

night."
"More wisely?" Evan turned to her with a

playful smile.
"
iMy dear brother ! you did not do what you

said you woiJd do ?
"

' ' Have you ever known me not do what I said

I would do ?
"

"Evan! Good Heaven! you did it? Then

how can you remain here an instant ? Oh, no,

-say nono ;

remain

darling !

" Where is Louisa?" ho inquired." She is in her room. She will never api>ear at

breakfast, if she knows this."
"
Perhaps more soUtude would do her good,"

said Evan.

"Remember, if this sluudd prov- true, think
how you punish her !

"

On that point Evan had his own ii|iiiiion."
Well, I shall never have to i>uni»li you in thin

waj"-, my love," he said fondly, and Carullne

di'opped her eyelids.
"Don't think that I am blaming her,"hea<ldod,

trying to feel as honestly as he sjioke.
"

I wa«
mad to come here. I see it all now. Ix*t lu

keep to our place. We are all the same l>eforo God
till we disgrace ourselves."

Possibly with that sense of shame which somo

young people have who are not i>rjfe.ssor8 of

soimdiug sentences, or affected by miasii.mary zeal,

when they ventiu-e to breathe the holy name,
Evan blushed, and walked on huml>ly silent.

Caroline murmured :

"
Yes, yes ! oh, brother '.

"

and her figure drew to him as if for protection.
Pale she looked up.

" Shall you always love me, Evan ?"
" Whom else have I to love ?

"

"But always—always? Under any circum-

stances ?
"

' ' More and more, dear. I always have, and

shall. I look to you now. I have no home but

in your heart now."
She was agitated, and he spoke warmly to calm

her.

The throb of deep emotion rang in her rich

voice.
" I wiU live any life to be worthy of your

love, Evan," and she wept.
To him they were words and tears without a

history.

Nothing farther passed between them. Caroline

went to the Countess : Evan waited for llosc.

The sun was getting high. The face of the stream

glowed like metal. Why did she not come ? She

believed him guilty from the mouth of another ?

If so, there was something less for him to lose.

And now the sacrifice he had made did whispt-r a

tale of moral magnificence in his ears : feelings

that were not his noblest stood up exalted. Ho

waited till the warm meadow-breath fioating i>a8t

told that the day had settled into heat, an.l then

he waited no more, but qyietly walked into the

[

house with the strength of one who had conquered

more than human scorn.

CHAPTER XX.XVXI. THE RETRE.VT KKoM HEfKI-EV.

Never would the Countess believe that brother

of hers, idiot as by nature he might be, and heir

to unnumbered epithets, would sc far i«r^vt wh.it

she had done for him, aa to drag lur thr..Hgh the

mud for nothing : and so she told Caroline agam

and again, vehemently.
It was about ten minutes before the time for

descending to the bre^ikfost-Uble. She wm
dressed, and sat before the glass, smoothing htr

hair, and applying the contents of a pot of cold

cream to her forehead between whiles. With

perfect sincerity she repeated that she could not

believe it. She had only trusted Evan once Mn<-o

their visit to Beckk-y; and that this once he

Jl
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should, when trecated as a man, turn traitor to

their common interests, and prove himself an
litter baby, was a piece of nonsense her great

intelligence indignantly rejected.
"
Then, if true," she answered Caroline's assur-

ances tinally," "if true, he is not his father's

son !

"

By which it may be seen that she had indeed

taken refuge in the Castle of Negation against the

whole armjr of facts.
' ' He is acting, Carry. He is acting the ideas

of his ridiculous em^jty noddle !

"

"No," said Caroline, mournfully, "he is not.

I have never known Evan to lie."
" Then you must forget the whipjiing he once

had from his mother—little dolt ! little selfish
|

pig ! He obtains his reputation entirely from his
^

abominable selfishness, and then stands tall, and
asks us to admire him. He bursts with vanity.
But if you lend your credence to it. Cany, how,
in the name of goodness, are you to appear at the

breakfast?"
" I was going to ask you whether you woidd

come," said Caroline, coldly.
" If I can get my hair to lie flat by any means

at all, of course !" returned the Countess. " This

dreadful horrid country pomade I Why did we
not bring a larger stock of the Andalusian Rege-
nerator ? Upon my honour, my dear, you use a

most enormous quantity ;
I must really tell you

that."

Conning here entered to say that Mr. Evan had

given orders for the boxes to be packed and every-

thing got ready to depart by half-past eleven

o'clock, when the fly wovdd call for them and

convey them to Fallowfield in time to meet the

coach for London.
The Countess turned her head round to Caroline

like an astonished automaton.
" Given orders !

"
she interjected.

' '
I have very httle to get ready,

" remarked
Caroline.

" Be so good as to wait outside the door one

instant," said the Countess to Conning, with par-
ticidar urbanity.

Conning heard a great deal of vigorous whisper-

ing within, and when summoned to re-appear, a

note was handed her to convey to Mr. Harrington
immediately. He was on the lawn ; read it, and
wrote back three hasty, lines in pencil.

"Louisa. You have my commands to quit this

ho.use, at the hour named, this day. You will

go with me. E. H."

Conning was again requested to wait outside
the Countess's door. She was the bearer of

another note. Evan read it likewise
;
tore it up,

and said that there was no answer.
The Castle of Negation held out no longer.

Buthless battalions poured over the walls, blew

up the Countess's propriety, made frightfid ravages
in her complexion. Down fell her hair.

"You cannot possibly go to breakfast," said

Caroline.
" I must ! I must !

"
cried the Countess. "Why,

my dear, if he has done it—wretched creature !

don't you perceive that, by withholding our pre-
sences, we become implicated with him ?

" And
the Coimtess, from a burst of frenzy, put this

practical question so shrewdly, that Caroline's

wits succumbed to her.

"But he has not done it ;
he is acting!" she

pursued, restraining her precious tears for higher

puriTOses, as only true heroines can. "Thinks to

frighten vie into submission !"
' ' Do you not think Evan is right in wishing us

to leave, after—after—"
Caroline humbly sug-

gested.
' '

Say, before my venerable friend has departed
this life," the Countess took her up.

"
No, I do

not. If he is a fool, I am not. No, Carry : / do

not jump into ditches for nothing. I will have

something tangible for all that I have endured.

We are now tailors in this place, remember. If

that stigma is affixed to us, let us at least be

remunerated for it. Come."
Caroline's own hard struggle demanded aU her

strength : yet she appeared to hesitate. ' ' You
will surely not disobey Evan, Louisa?"

"
Disobey?" The Countess amazedly dislocated

the syllables.
" Why, the boy will be telling you

next that he will not permit the Duke to visit

you ! Just your English order of mind, that

cannot—brutes !
—conceive of friendship between

high-born men and beautiful women. Beautiful

as you truly are. Carry, five j-ears more will tell

on you. But perhaps my dearest is in a hurry to

return to her Maxwell ? At least he thwacks

well :

"

Caroline's arm was taken. The Countess loved

an occasional rhyme when a point was to be made,
and went off nodding and tripping till the time

for stateliuess arrived, near the breakfast-room

door. She indeed was acting. At the bottom of

her heart there was a dismal rage of passions :

hatred of those who would or might look tailor in

her face : terrors concerning the possible re -visita-

tion of the vengeful Sir Abraham : dread of Evan
and the effort to despise him : the shocks of many
conflicting elements. Above it all her counte-

nance was calmly, sadly sweet : even as you may
behold some majestic lighthouse glimmering over

the tumult of a midnight sea.

An unusual assemblage honoured the breakfast

that moi'ning. The news of Mrs. Bonner's health

was more favourable. How delighted was the

Countess to hear that ! Mrs. Bonner was the only
firm ground she stood on there, and after receiving
and giving gentle salutes, she talked of Mrs.

Bonner, and her night-watch by the sick-bed, in a

sjiirit of doleful hope. This passed off the moments
till she could settle herself to study faces. De-

cidedly, every lady present looked glum, with the

single exception of Miss Current. Evan was by
Lady Jocelyn's side. Her ladyship spoke to him;
but the Countess observed that no one else did.

To herself, however, the gentlemen were as atten-

tive as ever. Evan sat three chairs distant from

her.

If the traitor expected his sister to shai-e in his

disgrace, by noticing him, he was in error. On
the contrary, the Countess joined the conspiracy
to exclude him, and would stop a mild laugh if

perchance he looked up. Presently E,ose entered.

She said "Good morning" to one or two, and

glided into a seat.

That Evan was imder Lady Jocelyn's protection
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soon became generally apparent, and also that her

ladyship was angry : an exhibition so rare with her
that it was the more remarked. Rose could see
that she was a culprit in her mother's eyes. She
glanced from Evan to her. Lady Jocelyn's mouth
shut hard. The girl's senses then perceived the

something that was afloat at the table
; she

thought with a pang of horror :
' ' Has Juliana

told ?
" Juliana smiled on her

; but the aspect of

Mrs. Shorne, and of Miss Carrington, spoke for their

knowledge of that which must henceforth be the

perpetual reproof to her headstrong youth.
"At what hour do you leave us ?

"
said Lady

Jocelyn to Evan.
"When I leave the table, madam. The fly

will call for my sisters at half-past eleven."
' ' There is no necessity for you to start in

advance ?
"

" I am going over to see my mother, madam."
Rose burned to speak to him now. Oh ! why

had she delayed ! Why had she swerved from her

good rule of open, instant, explanations ? But
Evan's heart was stern to his love. Not only had
she, by not coming, shown her doubt of him,—
she had betrayed him !

Between the Countess, Melville, Sir John, and
the Duke, an animated dialogue was going on,
over which Miss Current played like a lively iris.

They could not part with the Countess. Melville
said he should be left stranded, and numerous

pretty things were uttered by other gentlemen :

by the women not a word. Glancing from certain

of them lingeringly to her admirers, the Countess
smiled her thanks, and then Andrew, pressed
to remain, said he was willing and happy, and so

forth
; and it seemed that her admirers had pre-

vailed over her reluctance, for the Countess ended
her little protests with a vanquished bow. Then
there was a gradual rising from table. Evan

pressed Lady Jocelyn's hand, and turning from
her bent his head to Sir Franks, who, without

offering an exchange of cordialities, said, at arm's

length :

" Good bye, sir.*' Melville also gave him
that greeting stiffly. Harry was perceived to rush
to the other end of the room in quest of a fly, ap-

parently. Poor Caroline's heart ached for her

brother, to see him standing there in the shadow
of many faces. But he was not left to stand

alone. Andrew quitted the circle of Sir John,

Seymour Jocelyn, Mr. George Ujiloft and others,
and linked his arm to Evan's. Rose had gone.
While Evan looked for her despairingly to say his

last word and hear her voice once more, Sir Franks
said to his wife :

" See that Rose keeps up-stairs."
"I wan't to speak to her," was her ladyship's

answer, and she moved to the door.

Evan made way for her, bowing.
" You will be ready at half-past eleven,

Louisa," he said with calm distinctness, and

passed from that purgatory.
Now honest Andrew attributed the treatment

Evan met with to the exposure of yesterday. He
was frantic with democratic disgust.

" Why the devil don't they serve me like that,
eh ? 'Cause 1 got a few coppers ! There, Van !

I'm a man of peace ; but if you'll call any man of

'em out I'll stand your second—'pon my soiU, I

will. They must he cowRrdfl, so there isii't much
to fear. Confovmd the fellows, I tell 'cm
day I'm the son of a cobbler, and ega<l, tliuy
civiller. What do they mean ? Are cobblen
ranked over tailors ?

"

"Perhaps that's it," said Evan.
"
Hang your gentlemen !

" Andrew cried.

"Let us have breakfast first," uttered a melan-

choly voice near them, in the passage.
"Jack:" said Evan. "Where have you

been ?
"

"I didn't know the breakfast-room," .Lick re
turned,

" and the fact is, my spirits are so down,
I couldn't muster up courage to ask one of the
footmen. I delivered your letter. Nothing hostile

took ])lace. I bowed fiercely to let liim know
what he might expect. That generally stopM it.

You see, 1 talk prose. I shall never talk anythin''

else !

"

Andrew re-commenced his jests of ycsterd.-iy
with Jack. The latter bore them patiently, as one
who had endured worse.

"She has rejected me I

" he whispered to Evan.
" Talk of ingratitude of women ! Ten minutes ago
T met her. She perked her eyebrows at me !

—
tried to run away.

' Miss Wheedle !

'

I said. '
If

3'^ou please, I'd rather not,' says she. To cut it

short, the sacrifice I made to her was the cause.

It's all over the hoxise. She gave the most excru-

ciating hint. Tliose low-born females are so

horribly indelicate. I stood confounded. To-

morrow I shall wear an independent pair
—

'gad, a

rhyme ! I'tl borrow of you, but your legs are too

long. I'm in earnest."

Commending his new humour, Evan persu.aded
him to breakfast immediately, and hunger being
one of Jack's solitary incitements to a sensible

course of conduct, the disconsolate gentleman fol-

lowed its dictates.

"Go with him, Andrew," said Evan. "He
is here as my friend, and may be made uncomfort-

able."

"Yes, yes,
—ha! ha! I'll follow the poor

chap," said Andrew. " But what is it all aljout ?

Louisa won't go, you know. Has the girl given

you up because she saw your mother, \"an ? I

thought it was all right. Why the deuce arc you

running away?
"

" Because I've just seen that I ought never t)

have come, I suppose," Evan replied, controlling

the -nTctched heaving of his chest.

"But Louisa iron't go, Van."
" Understand, my dear Andrew, that I know it

to be quite imperative. Be ready yourself with

Caroline. Louisa will then make her choice. Pray

help me in this. We must not stiy a minute more

than is necessary in this house."
"

It's an awful duty," breathed Andrew, after a

pause. "I see nothing but hot water at home.

Why—but it's no use asking questions,

to your mother. 1 say, Van,—uosv

Jocelyn a trumi)?
"

" God bless her !

"
said Evan. And the moi.s-

ture in Andrew's eyes allected his own.

"She's the stauncliest piece of wom.in-gv>ods

I ever I know a hundred cases of her !

"

" I know one, and that's enough," said Evan.

Not a sign of Rose ! Can love die without its

My 1..V.'

isn't L.niv
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dear farewell on whicli it feeds, away from the

light, dying bj'^ hits ? In Evan's heart Love seemed
to die, and all the pangs of a death were there

as he trod along the gravel and stepped beneath
the gates of Beckley Court.

Meantime the gallant Countess was not in any
way tlisposed to retreat on account of Evan's de-

fection. The behaviour towards him at the break-

fast-table proved to her that he had absolutely
committed his egregious folly, and as no general
can have concert with a fool, she cut him off from
her affections resolutely. Her manifest disdain at

his last speech, said as much to everybody present.

Besides, the lady was in her element here, and

compulsion is required to make us relinquish our

element. Lady Jocelyn certainly had not ex-

pressly begged of her to remain : the Countess

told Melville so, who said that if she required such
an in^dtation she should have it, but that a

guest to whom they were so much indebted, was
bound to spare them these formahties.

"What am I to do?"
The Countess turned piteously to the diploma-

tist's wife.

She answered, retiringly :
' ' Indeed I cannot

say."

Upon this, the Countess accepted Meh^ille's

arm, and had some thoughts of punishing the

woman.

They were seen parading the lawn. Mr. George
Uplof fc chuckled singiilarly.

"Just the old style," he remarked, but cor-

rected the inadvertence with a ' hem !

' commit-

ting himself more shamefidly the instant after.

"I'U wager she has the old Dip down on his knee
before she cuts."

" Bet can't be taken," observed Sir John Loring.
"It requires a spy."

Harry, however, had heard the remark, and
because he wished to speak to her, let us hope,
and reproach her for certain things when she

chose to be disengaged, he likewise sallied out,

being forlorn as a youth whose sweet vanity is

much hurt.

The Duke had paired off with Mrs. Strike. The
lawn was fair in sunlight where they walked. The
air was rich with harvest smells, and the scent of

autumnal roses. Caroline was by nature luxui-ious

and soft. The thought of that drilled figure to

which she was returning in bondage, may have
thrown into bright relief the polished and gracious
nobleman who walked by her side, shadowing
forth the chances of a splendid freedom. Two
lovely tears fell from her eyes. The Duke -watched
them quietly.
"Do you know they make me jealous?" he

said.

Caroline answered him with a faint smile.
" Reassure me, my dear lady, you are not going

with your brother this morning ?
"

" My lord, I have no choice !

"

"May I speak to you as your warmest friend ?

From what T hear, it appears to be right that your
brother should not stay. To the best of my
ability I will provide for him ; but I sincerely
desire to disconnect you from those who are un-

worthy of you. Have you not promised to trust
in me ? Pray, let me be yoiu- guide.

"

Caroline replied to the heart of his words : "My
lord, I dare not."

"What has changed you ?
"

" I am not changed, but awakened," said Caro-

line."

The Duke paced on in silence.
" Pardon me if I comprehend nothing of such

a change," he resumed. "I asked you to sacri-

fice much ; all that I could give in return I

offered. Is it the world you fear ?
"

" What is the world to such as I am, my
lord ?

"

" Can yoii consider it a duty to deliver yourself
bound to that man again ?

"

' ' Heaven pardon me, my lord, I think of tha

too little !

"

The Duke's next question :
" Then what can it

be ?
"

stood in his eyes.

"Oh, my lord !

"
Caroline's touch qiuvered on

his arm. "Do not suppose me frivolous, ungrate-

ful, or—or cowardly. For myself yoii have offered

more happiness than I could have hoped for. To
be alUed to one so generous, I could bear anything.

Yesterday you had my word : give it to me back

to-day !

"

Very curiously the Duke gazed on her, for there

was evidence of internal torture across her fore-

head.
" I may at least beg to know the cause for this

request ?
"

She quelled some throbbing in her bosom.
"
Yes, my lord.

"

He waited, and she said : "There is one whom,
if I offended, I could not live. If, now, I followed

my wishes, he would lose his faith in the last

creature that loves him. He is unhappy. I

could bear what is called disgrace, my lord,—I

shudder to say it—I coidd sin against Heaven ;

but I dare not do what woidd make him despise
me?"

She was trembling ^^olently ; yet the noble-

man, in his .surprise, could not forbear from ask-

ing who this person might be, whose influence on
her righteous actions was so strong.

"It is my brother, my lord," she said.

StiU more astonished,
' ' Your brother !

" the

Duke exclaimed. " My dearest lady, I would not

wound you ;
but is not this a delusion ? we are

so placed that we must speak plainly. Your
brother I have reason to feel sure is quite un-

worthy of you."

"Unworthy? My brother Evan? Oh, my
lord I he is noble,—he is the best of men !

"

' ' And how, between yesterday and to-day, has

he changed you ?
"

"
It is that yesterday I did not know him, and

to-day I do."

Her brother, a common tradesman, a man guilty
of forgery and the iitmost baseness—all but kicked

out of the house ! The Duke was too delicate to

press her further. Moreover, Caroline had em-

phasised the "
yesterday

" and "to-day," showing
that the interval which had darkened Evan to

everybody else, had illumined him to her. He
employed some courtly eloquence, better un-

recorded ;
but if her firm resolution perplexed

him, it threw a strange halo round the youth from

whom it sprang.
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The hour was now eleven, and the Countess

thought it full time to retire to her entrench-
ment in Mrs. Bonner's chamber. She had great
things still to do : vast designs were in her hand
awaiting the sanction of Providence. Alas I

[

that little idle promenade was soon to be repented.
'

She had joined her sister, thinking it safer to

have her up-stairs till they were quit of Evan.
The Duke and the dii)lomatist loitering in the

rear, these two fair women sailed across the

awn, conscious, doubtless, over all their sor-

rows and schemes, of the freight of beauty they
carried.

What meant that gathering on the steps ? It

was fortuitous, like everything destined to con-

found us. There stood Lady Jocelyn with Andrew,
fretting his pate. Harry leant against a pillar.

Miss Carrington, Mrs. Shorne, and Mrs. Melville,

supported by Mr. George Uploft, held watchfully

by. Jidiana, with Master Alec and Miss Dorothy,
was in the back-ground.

Why did our General see herself cut off from
her stronghold, as by a hostile band ? She saw it

by that sombre light in Juliana's eyes, which had
shown its ominous gleam whenever disasters were
on the point of unfolding.

Turning to Caroline, she said : "Is there a

backway ?
"

" Too late !

" Andrew called.
' ' Come along, Louisa. Just time, and no more.

Carry, are you packed ?
"

This in reality was the first note of the retreat

from Beckley ;
and having blown it, the hideous

Httle trumpeter burst into scarlet persjiirations,

mumbling to Lady Jocelyn :

' ' Now, my lady,
mind you stand by me."
The Countess walked sti\aight up to him.
' ' Dear Andrew ! this sun is too powerful for

you. I beg you withdraw into the shade of the

house."

She was about to help him with all her gentle-
ness.

"Yes, yes. All right, Louisa," rejoined
Andrew. "Come, go and pack. The ily'll be

here, you know—too late for the coach, if you
don't mind, my lass. Ain't you packed yet ?

"

The horrible fascination of vulgarity impelled
the wretched lady to answer :

" Are we herrings ?
"

And then she laughed, but without any accom-

paniment.
"I am now going to dear Mrs. Bonner," she

said, with a tender glance at Lady Jocelyn.

"My mother is sleeping," her ladyship re-

marked.
"
Come, Carry, my darling !

"
cried Andrew.

Carohne looked at her sister. The Countess

divined Andrew's shameful f/uet-d-pens.
"I was under an engagement to go and canvass

this afternoon," she said.
' '

Why, my dear Louisa, we've settled that in

here this morning," said Andrew. " Old Tom
only stuck up a puiii>et to play with. We've
knocked him over, and march in \actorious—eh,

my lady ?
"

"Oh!" exclaimed the Countess, "if Mr.

Raikes shall indeed have listened to my induce-

ments !

"

" Deuce a bit of inducements !

' returned

Andrew. "The fellow's ashamed of hiin«elf—
ha! ha! Now then, Louisa."

While they talked, Juliana hatl loosed Dorothy
and Alec, and these imps were seen rehearuiug a
remarkable play, in which the damsel held forth
a hand and the cavalier advanced and 1

"

-i

loud smack, being at the same time i I

for his lack of grace.
" You are so English !

"
cried Dorothy, witli

perfect languor, and a malicious twitter pa£8e<l
between two or three. Mr. George spluttered
indiscreetly.
The Countess observed the performance. Not

to convert the retreat into a total rout, she.
with that dark flush which was her manner of

blushing, took formal leave of Lady Jocelyn, who.
in return, simply said :

" Good l)ye, Countess."
Mrs. Strike's hand she kindly shook.

The few digs and slaps and thrusts at gloomy
Harry and jirim Miss Carrington and boorish Mr.

George, wherewith the Countess, torn with wrath,

thought it necessary to cover her retreat, need not

be told. She struck the weak alone : Juliana she

respected. Masterl)' tactics, for they .showed lier

power, gratified her vengeance, and left her

unassailed. On the road she had Andrew to tear

to pieces. delicious operation ! And shamefid

brother to reduce her to such joys ! And,
Providence I may a poor desperate soul, betrayeil

through her devotion, unremunerated for her

humiliation and absolute hard work, accuse thee ?

The Countess woidd have liked to. She felt it t<>

be the instigation of the devil, and decided to

remain on the safe side stiU.

Happily for Evan, she was not ready with her

packing by half-past eleven. It was near twelve

when he, pacing in front of the inn, observed

Polly Wheedle, followed some yards in the rear

by John Raikes, advancing towards him. Now
Polly had been somewhat delayed by Jack's per-

secutions, and Evan declining to attend to the

masked speech of her mission, which directed liini

to go at once do\vn a certain lane in the neigh-

bourhood of the park, some minutes were lost

"Why, Mr. Harrington," said Polly, "it's

Miss Rose : she's had leave from her Ma. Can

you stop away, when it's quite proper 7
"

Evan hesitated. Before he could ct)nqucr the

dark spirit, lo. Rose appeared, walking up the

village street. Polly and her adorer fell back.

Timidly, uidike herself, Rose neared him.
" I have offended you, Evan. You would not

come to me : I have come to you."
"

I am glad to be able to say good-bye to you,

Rose," was his pretty response.

Coidd she have touched his hand then, the

blood of these lovers rushing to one channel must

have made all clear. At least he co(d<l h.anlly

have struck her true heart with his miserable lie.

But that chance was lost : they were in the street,

where passions have no play.
" Tell me, Evan,—it is not true."

He, refining on his misery, thought, "She

woidd not ask it if she trusted me :

" and answered

her: "You have heard it from your mother,

Rose."
,

"But I will not believe it from any lips but

yours, Evan. Oh, speak, s^H^k !

"
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It pleased him to tliink :
" How coiild one who

loved me believe it even then ?
"

He said :
" It can scarcely do good to make me

repeat it, Rose."

And then, seeing her dear bosom heave quickly,
he was tempted to fall on his knees to her with a

wild outcry of love. The chance was lost. The
inexorable street forbade it.

There they stood in silence, gasping at the

barrier that di\'ided them.

Suddenly a noise was heard. "Stop! stop!"
cried the voice of John Raikes. "When a lady
and gentleman are talking together, sir, do you
lean your long ears over them—ha ?

"

Looking round, Evan beheld Laxley a step be-

hind, and Jack rushing up to him, seizing his

collar, and instantly imdergoing ignominious pros-
tration for his heroic defence of the privacy of

lovers.
" Stand aside," said Laxley, imperiously.

"
Rosey ! so you've come for me. Take my arm.

You are under my protection."
Another forlorn " Is it true ?

" Rose cast towards
Evan with her eyes. He wavered imder them.

" Did you receive my letter ?" he demanded of

Laxley.
" I dechne to hold converse with you," said

Laxley, drawing Rose's hand on his arm.
" You will meet me to-day or to-morrow ?"

"I am in the habit of selecting my own com-

pany."
Rose disengaged her hand. Evan grasped it.

Iso word of farewell was uttered. Her mouth
moved, but her eyes were hard shut, and nothing
save her hand's strenuous pressure, equalling his

own, told that their parting had been spoken, the
link violently snapped.

Mr. John Raikes had been picked up and pulled

away by Polly. She now rushed to Evan : "Good-

bye, and God bless you, dear Mr. Harrington. I'll

find means of letting jou know how she is. And
he shan't have her, mind !

"

Rose was walking by Laxley's side, but not

leaning on his arm. Evan blessed her for this.

Ere she was out of sight the fly rolled down the
street. She did not heed it, did not once turn her
head. Ah, bitter unkindness ! When Love is

hurt it is self-love that requires the opiate. Con-

ning gave it him in the form of a note in a hand-

writing not known to him. It said :

" / do not believe it, and nothing will ever
make me. Juliaija."

Evan coidd not forget these words. They
coloured his farewell to Beckley : the dear old

downs, the hop-gardens, the long grey farms
walled with clipped yew, the home of his lost

love ! He thought of them through weary nights
when the ghostly image with the hard shut eye-
lids and the quivering lips would rise and sway
irresolutely in air tiU a shape out of the dark-
ness extinguished it. Pride is the god of pagans.
Juliana had honoured her god. The spirit of

Jidiana seemed to pass into the body of Rose,
and suffer for him as that ghostly image visibly
suffered.

(To be continued.)

ASSIZE INTELLIGENCE—YEEY
ORDINARY.

BY ALBANY FONBLANQUE, JUN.

CHAPTER n.

Rej\J)ER ! Listen once again to the voice of

wisdom—unto the words of Charley Da\ds :

' '

By Jove, old feUow, a ijretty girl is never more

capticdlinri than ivhen she is making tea."

It was the sight of Grace Wardleur, wielding the

sugar-tongs, that elicited this observation whis-

pered, parenthetically, into my ear as my cup was

presented by the roundest and most snowy arm in

the world—a plump chiseled arm, up and down
which, as it was lifted and feU, a plain red gold
bracelet slipped coquettishly, leaving behind it a

track of little pink dimples that died out like

blushes to mark where it had pressed—oh, lucky
bracelet !

—on the dainty limb ! A cool fragrant
arm draped bewitchingly in folds of soft and

cloudy lace, and ending in a fairy hand that

Woe is me ! Oh ! Charley !
—of the piercing eye

and silver tongiie
—how is this ? You were my

fag at school, and a dirty little dixnce you were.

Have you not come snivelling to me many a day
to do yom- nonsense-verses for you ? Candidly
confess, Charley, that even now you are not a pro-
found and learned pundit, and I will admit that

the style in which you part your hau- behind, and pin

your scarf, is unapproachable,
—that your self-confi-

deuce is sometimes quite ajJiialling, and that what

perhaps I shall best describe, by calling your
"extra newspaper news," about great and famous

persons moving aboiit in this world of ours, makes

you the honoiu-ed guest alike of boudoir and

smoking-room.
It was a mistake of mine, introducing yo\i to

this family, Charley Davis.

Jack Wardleur was a baby in arms when I was
a young man. I have known the girls since they
wore their hair in long tails dangling down their

backs, and strummed the "Battle of Prague."
Their comely mother—God bless her !

—was my
kind and generous comforter in a very bitter trial

years and years ago, when—but never mind. I

was the white-headed boy of the house, the always
welcome guest,

—chief conspirator in all the little

schemes and loving sui-pi-ises that are always going
on in this pleasant household. I am not less liked,
or welcomed, or trusted, now

; but, oh, Charley !

Charley ! why does winsome Grace cast down her
violet eyes when you speak to her,

—why have you
assimied that humble air towards the gentle girl ?

What means that tremble in her voice, and why
should you speak so low ? Ah, me ! You might—but, no matter. Let me proceed with my
narration.

As soon as we had finished our tea, "Jack,"
said Charley, "when yoii've quite done toasting

your shins by the fire, perhaps you'll come and be
tried for your life."

"AU right," said Jack coming forward, "but

you can't hang me for robbery."
"
Yes, but I can," replied Charley,

" at least, I

can, and must order sentence of death to be
recorded against j'ou ; shoidd you be ^convicted
of that, or any of six other crimes short of

murder."
" What are they ?

"
inquired Grace.
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"
Well, we must not talk about two of tliein,

but robbery accompanied with violence
;
—

setting
fire to bouses in which people are residing,

attempting to murder, and scuttling ships arc all

capital offences, upon conviction of which judg-
ment of death is recorded, but never of late

years put into execution." I

" How much imprisonment, then, can you give
me," asked Jack,

"
if this perjured Scribbler's

story is to be believed ?
"

"Penal servitude for life. But we must try you
first, and talk about your jtunishment afterwards.

There, now," he continued, wheeling round an
amber-satin ottoman,

" that is the dock, and the

prisoner, on account of liis delicate state of health,
is permitted to sit down. This sofa is the bench,
and Tiney ! jump up good doggie (Tiney was a

Skye terrier somewhere underneath his long hair);

Tiney, I say, is the high-sheriiT, who is ])rivi-

leged to sit on the right-hand of the judge (that's

myself). Observe the high-sheriff's sword and

cocked-hat," placing a pen-wiper tinder Tiney's

paw and propping the paper-knife against his side.

"Do you know, mamma," observed Fanny,
" that Sir Hildebrand Jones wore a cocked-hat and

sword, to-day, with his ordinary evening dress.

Do you not think it is a very ridiculous costume
for a high-sheriff to wear in the day time ?

"

"My dear Miss Wardleur," rejoined Charley

very sententiously,
"

it's the fashion to do so.

Need I add anything more ?
"

"I suppose not," was the reply;
" but what

does the high-sheriff do ?
"

"What will Tiney do?" asked Jack, rolling

that shaggy favourite over on his back.
" Sit still like a good dog, and not make a

noise," answered Grace.

"Then," said Jack, restoring the subject of the

conversation to a sitting posture,
"

if Tiney does

so, he will make an admirable high-sheriff."
" But let us get on with our trial. As before

observed," said Charley,
" I am the judge. On my

left-hand is my secretary, and at a desk, some-

what further on, is the under-sheriff—an attornej'^

who acts as '

Tiney's
'

deputy, and makes a very

good thing of it. It is his duty to see that judg-
ments are put into execution. Immediately
underneath me is the clerk of assize, who has pre-

pared Jack's indictment aud taken his plea. In

front of his table are the benches appropriated to

attorneys, and, further on, the seats occupied by
the gentlemen of the bar. On one side, to the

right, is the jury-box, and opposite this the wit-

ness-box. The dock faces the bench, Ijeyond the

bar-seats. There, now, we are settled."

"Grace! have you instructed counsel for the

prosecution ?
"

"
Yes," was the reply ; "j^ou were only a magis-

trate just now, and have promoted yourself into

a judge. I have called myself to the bar, and

shall prosecute Jack. Behold, and tremble !

"

And the winsome one bound a lace handkerchief

over her bonnie tresses to imitate a wig, and sate

down upon the chair indicated by Charley as the

Bar seat.

"Am I to have any coimsel ?
" demanded

Jack.

"Time was," replied Charlej^ "when you

woidd not have been allowed one, and your wit-
nesses would not have been examined upon oath
on your trial. You fare better now. If you have
i;. 3s. Gd., or if your vile a.S80ciatc8 can

iicrajMj

together for you that sum, you may give it to any
barrister present (one guinea for himBc-lf, and half-

a-crown for his clerk), and a-sk him to defend

you."
" But suppose he won't."
" The rules of his jirofession do not allow liim

to refuse a brief, accompanied by such a fcc a< I

have named, if handed to liiin l)y a prisoner from
the dock."

" I thought barristers only took briefs from

regular attorneys," remarked Fanny.
" That is the general rule

; but there exists an

exception in favour of WTetched criminals like

Jack."
" But supposing I have not even that much

in the world?" a.sked Jack, plaj-ing with the

massive gold pendants from his watch-chain.
" If j'ou are to be tried for murder, the judge

will perhaps assign you an advocate
;
but in all

cases he will see that you have fair play."
"All right, then—go on."

"Very well," said Charley. "Attend now to

what the clerk of the Crown is going to say.

Aljout a dozen other persons who have plea<lcd
'Not guilty,' are placed in the dock Avith you, aud

you are all thus addressed :

' Prisoners at the bar I

these good men that you shall now hear calleil,

and who will attend, are the jurors who are to

pass between our Sovereign Lady the Queen aud

you upon your respective trials. If, therefore,

you or any of you will challenge them, or anv

of them, you must challenge them as they come

to the book to be sworn—before they are sworn
—and j'^ou shall be heard.'

"

" 1 remember hearing that," said Grace.
" But

why do they swear the jurors one by one I

"

" To give the prisoner the oi)portunity of seeing

the faces, as well as of hearing the names, of the

men who are to try him, in order that he may
object to any whom he may suppose to Ikj pre-

judiced against him. If he jtlease,
he may ch.il-

lenge the whole number summoned by the sheriff.

This is called a '

challenge to the arr.iy ;

'

objec-

tions to single jur3rmeu are called, 'challenges to

the polls.' These latter are of two kinds—

peremptory challenges, when no rea.son is yiven.

and challenges ./or cause. Jack, being an ordinarj-

felon, is allowed twenty
'

peremjitory challenges ;

'

were he upon his trial for high treason, unless

indeed he had compassed the Queen's death, he

would have twenty-five."
" I suppose I may make as many challengca /or

came as I can establish?" demanded Jack.
" Yes ;

that is the case."

"And suppose," asked Grace, "that I see

some friends of his on the jur>-, may not 1, .is

counsel for the Crown, object to them ?
"

" You may. You may challenge, withont

showing any cause, until the panel has b.

through, and it ajipears th.it there wili

jurors enough to try the prisoner, and then he w

bound to show all his causes of challonpc l>cforc

you can be called upon to give reasons for youm.

Well, we vrM. suppose that twch-e jurors h*vc
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been sworn, and counted by the Crier of the Court,
who then makes the following iiroclamation :

" ' Oh yes ! Oh yes ! Oh yes !

'

(a corruption of

the Frencli word '

Oyez,
' ' hear. ')

' If any one
can inform my Lords—the Queen's Justices—the

Queen's Attorney-General, or the Queen's Serjeant
ere this Inquest taken between Our Sovereign
Lady the Queen, and the prisoners at the bar, of

any treason, murder, felony, or misdemeanour,
committed or done bj^ them, or any of them, let

him come forth, and he shall be heard—for the

prisoners stand at the bar upon their deliverance,
and all i^ersons bound by recognisance to prose-
cute and give evidence, let them come forth,

prosecute, and give evidence, or they shall forfeit

their recognisances.
—God Save the Queen.'

"The prisoners are then removed back again into

the ceUs under the dock, all except Jack, who
stands first for trial, and is

'

given in charge
'

to

the jury by the Clerk of Arraigns. The old form
commenced by the clerk turning to the jury, and

saying,
'

Jury, look upon your prisoner,' and then
to the prisoner, saying,

'

Prisoner, look upon your
jury.'"

" What bosh !

"
exclaimed Jack.

" ShoiUd you like to be present at your trial?"
asked Charley.

" Of course—I've a right to be."
" Why?"
" Because I have."
" A very excellent argument ; but the laAvyers

have a better one contained in the form you call
' bosh.' How can the jury look upon the prisoner
unless he is before them ?"

" The clerk then tells them shoi-tly what the
indictment charges against the prisoner

—that he
has been arraigned—that he has pleaded

' Not

guilty,' and that therefore their charge is to

hearken to the evidence, and to say whether he
be '

Guilty,' or 'Not guilty.' This done, his trial

commences in earnest, and Grace will be good
enough to begin."

"Begin what?"
"
Why, your opening address to the jury, to be

sure. How are they to know what you are

driving at in your questions to the witnesses,
unless you give them a sketch of the case at the
commencement ?

"

" Am I to invent a charge ?" asked Grace, with
a little puzzled smile.

"
Lovely but unprincipled party—no ! As

judge," said Charley, "I have the depositions
taken by you (when you were magistrate's clerk)
before me, and you must abide by them. It ap-
pears, from what is sworn to in them, that this

prosecutor was walking home, after having been to
a dinner-party, and that, strange to say, he was
quite sober. He was crossing St. James's Park,
when suddenly a man sprang upon him from behind,
seized him by the throat, and, bending him back-

wards, snatched his watch from his pocket, and
ran away—"

" The ruffian was .Jack."
" Of course, but how are we to prove this?"

inquired Charley.
" The i)rosecutor could not see

his assailant."

"Ask him," said Grace. "Jack, have
the hardihood to deny that it was you who—

you

"
Stop !

"
interposed the judge ;

"it is my duty.
Jack, to inform you that you are not bound to

criminate yourself."
"Then I shan't," replied the prisoner at the

bar, composing himself comfortably upon the

cushions of his settee. ' ' Cut along, I defy you
to prove that I stole the watch."

" Wait awhile," continued Charley.
" Our pro-

secutor gave information to the police, and dili-

gent search was made to discover the thief, but
without avail—Jack was too sharp for them. At
last, about a year afterwards, this advertisement

appeared in the ' Times :

'

LOST.—
A GOLD HUNTING-WATCH, by Dent,

London, No. 13,240. The Dial is slightly de-

faced at the Hours 9, 10, 11.

In this description our prosecutor instantly recog-
nises his lost property, and having called at the

address given in the advertisement, finds a respect-

i

able elderly gentleman seated at breakfast.

"'You have advei-tised for a lost watch, I

believe, sir ?' says the prosecutor.

I

"'I did, sir,' replies the elderly gentleman,
I

' and am hapjjy to say that it was this morning
restored to me. '

"' I am glad to hear that,' rejoins our prose-

cutor,
' because the watch is mine.

'

" ' Yours?' exclaims the R. E. G.
' ' ' Mine !

'

reiterates oiir prosecutor.
" The respectable elderly gentleman then ex-

plained that he purchased the watch from a pawn-
broker in Birmingham. The services of the police
were again invoked. The pawnbroker remembered
that the watch was pledged by Mrs. Jones, of

Little Daudehon Court, Paradise Buildings, and
Mrs, Jones asserts that it was given to her to raise

money upon by Mrs. Jack, who was lodging with
her at the time, and owed her some weeks' rent—"

"
Oh, Jack, Jack !

" exclaimed Mabel, severely,
' ' so you have a wife in Little Dandebon Court,
have you, unknown to your family ?—but go on."

" Mrs. Jones also says that she can recollect a

parcel arriving by post, addressed to Mrs. Jack,

containing the watch and a letter, which Mrs.

Jack, being like her husband, an illiterate person,
was unable to make head or tail of, and asked

her, Mrs. Jones, to read. That as nearly as she

could tell, it was to the effect that Jack had no
'ochre' to give her, but sent a 'ticker,'' which

though
'

lyiuzzy
' about the dial, would fetch a

'flimsy' at her 'uncle's.' That at Mrs. Jack's

request she let her daughter take the watch to

that '

relative,' who advanced her four pomids ten

upon it, and that she also wrote to Jack for his

wife, acknowledging the receipt of his dehcate
little attention. Now do you think you can go
on by yourself, and convict Jack upon this

evidence ?"
" Of course," replied Grace,

"
it is quite plain,

now. I shall first call the prosecutor."
"WeU! call him."
Winsome Grace rose, drew her gauze scarf over

her shoulders with a jerk, in imitation of a

learned counsel, whom she had observed in the

morning, and called me.
" Now tell me," she said, "when you were going

home that night, did a man spring out on you ?
"
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"
Stoi)
—

stop
—

stop," vociferated the judge,
shutting his ears with horror, "that's a leading
question."

" What's a leading question ?
"

" One which leads the mind of the witness to
the answer you want from him."
"But I miist ask him, if Jack seized him hy

the neck," pleaded Grace.

"Indeed you must not," replied Mr. Justice
Davis. " In the first place, you have no right to

assume that it was Jack just yet ; and in the

second, you must not lead. Ask him to teU what
happened."

"Well ! what happened ?
"

I replied that a man had seized me by the

throat, &c., &c. , &c., as narrated by Charley.
' ' And was yours a gold himting-watch, made by

Dent?" continued the fair counsel,
" and num—I

mean, what was your watch like ? Is that right ?
"

This last question was addressed to Charley.
"It is not usual," he replied, "for learned

counsel to ask the judge if 'that's right,' but the

question was a proper one. Suppose it answered.
Who is your next witness ?

"

"Mrs. Jack."
' ' You cannot call her. She is the prisoner's

wife ; or, what comes to the same thing in cii-

minal proceedings, she is ostensibly such. Our
law refuses to hear the husband or wife of the

accused, as a witness for or against him or her."
" What am I to do, then !

"
said Grace, with a

puzzled look. "Of course I mxist prove that Jack
had the watch once."

"Mrs. Jones can jirove that a watch arrived at

Birmingham from somebody."

"Exactly : but that does not inculpate Jack."
" Of course not," interrupted that criminal,

insolently.
' ' I am not responsible for what any

fellow may send my missus in my absence. Cut

along !

"

"It is not usual," said Charley, with mock

gravity,
' ' for the prisoner at the bar to teU the

court to ' cut along.
' But to continue our proofs.

Mrs. Jones writes a letter to this somebody. You
trace it through the post to Jack."

" Ha ! ha !

" exclaimed Grace. " Now we have

him !"
" Deuce a bit !

"
exclaims Jack. " Am I to

be found guilty, because some old woman at

Birmingham chooses to send me a letter, acknow-

ledging the receipt of a watch which I never

sent ?
"

'' But when we find you trying to sell the

pawn-ticket of the watch, which was inclosed in

that letter, and discover that you must have been

in possession of the stolen property almost imme-

diately after it had been stolen, your chances

begin to assume an icthyological aspect," observed

the learned judge.
"Now I see exactly what I shall do," said

Grace. " I shall ask Mrs. Jones what was written

on the pawn-ticket, to show that the one she sent

to Jack was the same he tried to sell."

"Oh dear me," replied Charley, "that won't

do at all. When anything is in writing, you must

produce the writing itself. Words fade from the

memory ; writings remain unaltered, says our law.

You must produce the pawn-ticket."
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"Jack !" said the counsel for the prosecution," Just hand over the pawn-ticket."
"I'm sure I shall do no such thin?," n-sponded

the prisoner.
" I'm not going to help you to con-

vict me."

"Very well, then," said Charley, "you have
done quite right, Grace. You have traced the
ticket into his possession, and have given him
notice to produce it. You sliould have given it in

writing some days ago ; but never mind. He haa
refused to produce the document ; therefore you
may now ask Mrs. Jones the question you pro-
posed. In legal language,

'

give secniKlary cW-
dence of it.' Her story is told. Now go on.
Whom do you call ?

"

" The pawnbroker who sold the watcli to your
respectable elderly gentleman."" But you have not got the watch into hia shop
yet."
"Oh yes, I have. Mrs. .lones sent her daughter

with it."
" How are the jury to know that the watch

sent by Jack, was the same watch that .Miaa

Jones pawned—or that .she pawned the watch
at all ?

"

"
Oh, I shall prove all that," said Grace.

"But how?"
"
Why, you stupid thing, by asking Mrs. Jones

what her daughter told her when she came l)ack."
"
Yes, but you cannot ask people what other

l)eople tell them
;

that is hearsay evidence and
inadmissible."

" What nonsense !

"

"Indeed," said Charley, "it is not nonsense.

Every witness must speak from his own know-

ledge ; else how is it possible to test the vaJuQ
of his evidence. Y'ou must call Miss Jones ;

and when you have shown that she deposited
the watch with the pawnbroker, and received

from him a ticket, which she gave to her

mother, who forwarded it to Jack—and when

you call the postman to prove that he deli-

vered a letter, with a Birmingham postmark, to

Jack in London, in due course, ami tliat the parcel

containing the watch was despatched from Ix)n-

don the day after the robbery, and have proved
that the handwriting on it is Jack's, .ind the pro-

secutor has identified the watch,—then you ni.ay

teU the jury, that as the prisoner w;us in possesion
of the stolen property almost immediately after it

had been stolen, that they may, if it bo please

them, conclude that Jack is the thief, unless ho

can give some reasonable accoimt of how he came

by it. Perhajis you will admit now that a prose-

cution is not the simple alTair that j-ou supposed
it to be. Now, Jack, for your defence."

"
I shall give a reasonable accmnt of how I

came possessed of this fellow's trumpery watch.

I shall prove
"

" Take care what you are about," said Charley.
" If you call witnesses, (J race may make a 8|>cech

in reply, and so will have the last word with the

jury."
"I don't care. The watch was sold to me by

two men "

" Take my advice, Jack," said the learned judge,

"and make it one."

"Why?"
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"
Because, if you have two, Grace will have

them ordered out of court, aud cross-examine them

separately. Their accounts—false ones, of coiirse—will agree in the main incidents
;

but when
Grace enters into particulars, and asks where you
were standing when yoii bought it, what sort of

money you paid for it, tvhere they got it
"

" Oh ! they found it."
' '

Exactly ;
that will not be the most probable

part of your case. People constantly find watches

in the street ! In other minor particulars j^our

•witnesses will differ hopelessly, and break down."
" I see I am to be convicted," said Jack, mourn-

fuUy. "Get it over."

Charley then summed up the case to the sup-

positional jury, with great solemnity, in these

words: "Gentlemen of the jury,
—If you think

that the prisoner really committed the crime

charged against him, you will find him guilty ;

and if you think that he did not, you will acquit
him

;

"—a direction which enabled them at once

to dispose of the mass of e\'idence before them,
and to find the prisoner "Guilty."
"I now as judge," said Charley, "order the

Clerk of the Com-t to call upon the prisoner, which
he does in these words : 'John Wardleur, you
have been convicted of highway robbery ; what
have you to say why the court shoiild not proceed
to pass sentence upon you according to law ?

' "

"I've said all I've to say. What's the use of

bothering ?
"

replied the criminal.
" You are not now called upon to make any

defence upon the facts of the case, but to answer
whether you have to complain of any error upon
the record. For example : suppose you are indicted

for burglary, and the jury find you gxiilty of

murder
; that verdict would show a palpable error

in the record. You can find no error in the

record, oh, miserable Jack ! The sentence of the

court vipon you is, that you proceed forthwith to

your room, and select from your case four of the

very best Manilla cigars that you possess, and
that you present them to your prosecutor and

myself in the hall, where you will find us pxitting
on our coats. But remember this. Jack, that you
have been giiilty of felony ; and should you rejDeat

joxir offence, this conviction will be charged
against you in your indictment."

"To show how infamous a character you are.

Jack," added Grace.

"Not so," replied Charley, "for no mention
will be made of it until you have been again

proved guilty, and then, being proved, it will go
in aggravation of punishment."

Here we wished them all good night, and went
home to our lodgings, consoled by Jack's cigars,
which I am bound to acknowledge were capital.

IS THE YELLOW JACK AT SHOEN-
CLIPFE ?

The newspapers have lately contained some
statements regarding the appearance of a species
of fever at Shorncliffe, which, if they were

thoroughly reliable, would afford us a novel cause
for alarm. Thus it has been stated that a disease

had broken out there, and that this disease,

although not strictly speaking genuine yellow
fever, was so near akin to that tropical malady,

that the doctors were sorely puzzled to make a

distinction. " The symptoms," it was said, "are

so similar to those of the terrible yellow jack of

Jamaica, that the doctors are sorely puzzled to

call it anything else." This statement has been

subsequently controverted in the " Times "
by the

Incumbent of Sandgate as having been based on

reports in vai-ious particulars exaggerated. Now
we are inclined to accept the Incimibenfs view,
and questioning the appearance of any disease

which is new to these islands, we think it may be

useful to state the symptoms of those fevers which
alone are acclimatised here.

The three forms of fever which always prevail
to a greater or less extent in this country, and
which at times produce great domestic desolation,

are severally named typhus, typhoid, and relapsing.

The terms, we admit, are unsuitable and unfor-

tunate ;
but as they are in common use, we shaU

here accept them, and seek to state their resijcctivc

significations. Putting aside mild and imperfectly
marked cases, so as to give sharpness and brevity
to our descriptions, we offer the following as a

simple and yet rigidly accurate account of the

characters of these three fevers.

1. Typhus Fever, or, as it is also called, "filth

fever," and "low nervous fever," has certain very
distinctive characters. An ordinary imcomplicated
case has generally the follo'wdng symptoms and
course : The attack is ushered in by shivering fits,

prostration of strength, and pain in the back
;
the

tongue becomes dry and hard ;
and thei'e is head-

ache, accompanied by more or less wandering of

the mind, or a low muttering form of delirium.

When there is no mismanagement, convalescence

usually begins about the fourteenth, and is seldom

delayed beyond the twenty-first day. The dia-

gnostic symptom of this fever is a viulherry rash,

which appears most commonly between the

fifth and eighth day, and fades away after a few

days in favourable cases. The spots do not dis-

appear when pressed by the finger. In this, and
in other respects, it essentially differs from the

fever which so nearly resembles it in name,

typhoid fever. It very rarely twice afiects the

same individual. By protracted contact, and in

crowded dwellings, it is contagious. In such

places it likewise spontaneously rises among the

inhabitants, j^robably, as Mr. Simon suggests,
from "the putrefaction of theii- undispersed
exhalations."

2. Typlioid or Gastric Fever.—This is the fever

which created so much anxiety in 1S5S, at Wind-
sor. Then and there, as in other weU-observed
outbreaks of it, the engendering morbific influence

was proved to arise from emanations consequent

upon defective ventilation in the drains, and from
the gases which belong to such nuisances as pig-

sties, dungheaps, and foul gulleys. There is no
class -which suffers so much from typhoid fever as

domestic servants, a circumstance which may be

explained by the fact of their living and sleep-

ing apartments being so often in the basement of

houses, proximity to the sink holes and crevices,

whence emanate the sewer gases. They must,

therefore, oftener breathe the poisonous gases in

a less diluted form than other members of the

same household, Cowkeepers and others ex-
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posed to concentrated exhalations from excre-

meiititioiis matter are peciiliarly lialtle to typhoid
fever. i

The liaunts of cholera and typhoid fever are :

identical. In other respects, which we cannot I

now enlarge upon, the two pestilences arc closely
'

related to each other. In the meantime, the point
to be remembered is, that when we dislodge one

we dislodge both.

Passing over minor characteristics, we may at

once mention that tlie diagnostic sym.2)tom of typhoid

fever is an (devated rose-coloured rash, occurring
abovit the seventh day in patches of papules, which

lose their colour when pressed. In fatal cases,

certain glands of the intestinal surface are found, on

examination after death, to be in an ulcerated state.

Neither the elevated rosy rash disappearing on

pressure nor the idcerated intestine arc ever met

with in cases of typhus. The importance of

these medical facts as guides to the employ-
ment of the proper measures of preventive sani-

tary police must have already suggested them-

selves to the reader. A single case of ty])hoid

fever ought always to be at once attended to,

as a call to test with care the state of sewers and

stink-traps, and to remove aU reeking cess-

pools and such like nuisances from the vicinity of

dwellings.
3. Rtlapsing Fever has sometimes manifested

great severity as an epidemic. During a portion

of the duration of the celebrated epidemic of 1S43

(as appears from Dr. Cormack's description) it was

a very severe fever in Edinburgh, Glasgow, Dun-

dee, and other towns. Speaking generally, how-

ever, relapsing fever is much less serious than

either typhus or typhoid, provided the patients

are adecpiately clothed and fed during the whole

period of convalescence. When there is neglect in

these particulars, many perish from dropsy and

other secondary affections, after passing well

through the fever.

Relapsing fever possesses great social import-

ance, from its relation to, or w-e may say its actual

dependence npon destitution. It is the "famine

fever," just as typhus is the "filth fever" and

typhoid the "sewage fever." At the commence-

rnent of an epidemic all, and during its continuance

nearly all, its victims, are among the destitute and

imperfectly nourished. Like typhus, and unlike

typhoid fever, it is contagious under certain con-

ditions. It does not spread readily by slight and

casual contact with the infected, but is freely

communicated when the contact with or contiguity

to the sick is ]irolonged and takes place in con-

fined rooms. Relapsing fever sets in abruptly and

violently. The pyrexial condition continues fm- a

few days ;
it then ceases for a day or several days ;

and afterwards returns once or oftener. Hence

the name of "relapsing fever," by which it is now

generally designated.
i The practical conclusions to bo drawn from the

above statements are apparent. Use all possible

means to prevent peoj.le crowding together in

filthy ill-aired houses, and so prevent typhus ; give

protection from sewage gases, and so prevent

typhoid fever ;
and lastly, in times of scarcity and

destitution, give timely succour, and so prevent

the poor from faUing imder the relapsing fever.

The thorough application of tliese
]

recpiires a better system of sanitarj* ixilic

possess, and a higher grade of oflicere to carry out 1

the administrative details. The supcrvisiou of
j

dwellings must be made stringent and general, iu i

respect of number of occupants, ventilation, cleau-

liness, and sewage gxses. In respect of all of

these conditions, authoritative and intelligent bu-

pervision is required, liut particularly in reflj)ect

of house and town drain;ige. Sewers may Ik;

good ;
but if they are ventilated into the huUBCS,

in place of external to them, they become the iuo»t

pestiferous agencies which can be imagined.

Moreover, all drains arc liable to go wrong, and
all of them, tliercfore, rccjuire frequent inHi>ection

by experienced persons. L^nfortunately, the in-

spectors of nuisances appointed by the ratc-paycra
are very often not comjietent. They arc gene-

rally tradesmen who have failed or arc failing in

business, who by favour of some parochial coterie

manage to be placed in office. The Priv-y Council,

by the Puldic Health Act of 1S58, liavc jxjwer to

issue rcgidations for securing the due qualiiicatiou

of public vaccinators. Why should they not have

a similar contr.)l over the appointment of officer*

of health and inspectors of nuisances ?

S.U.CS PoruLi.

KINDLING THE NEED FIRE.*

INQTTIRIE.S having been made as to the method

employed to kindle the Need Fire (not the bonfires

on St. John's Eve, as one inquirer supposes), I

have only to direct attention to the practice of

producing fire by the friction of wood which is

common among all uncivilised tribes. The Red

Indian, the black African, and the brown Mon-

golian, all use the same method till they l>ecoine

acquainted with tinder-boxes or lucifer matches.

By what I remember of the loss of time over the

tinder-box, before lucifers were invented, I should

imagine the savage method is superior. I have

witnessed the process iu wild countries, but not

in our own,—in the case of the Need Fire or

otherwise. It is to be supposed, however, that

the best method is used in Cumberiand, as in

California or the Kobi desert.

The woman makes the fire in savage life. She

coUects a handful of dry leaves, or wisps of dry

grass ;
also twigs of various sizes up to th.at which

will maintain a fire. She then places herscli

with her back to the wind, with a sharpened

stick in one hand, and a bit of woml with a

hole in it in the other. Any kind of wooil will

do if it be but dry. She steadies the larger yu-

with her foot or knee, and twiris the other will,

its sharpened end in the hole,—as we twirl a

chocolate mill,—as f:ist as it will go, and without

stopping for an instant. Smoke come.- m thrcv or

four minutes, if not sooner; and then a spark,

This is the critical moment ;
and the art is so to

apiily dry grass, or leaves, or a splinter of touch-

wood as to catch. It is a pretty sight to see how

skilfully the sparks are cherishc-l,—how they nui

through the grass, and how a gentle breath .n the

nick of time produces flame, and how the ll.anic »«

fed and coaxed, till the fire ^x\n>:hjc^sjr^^^£r^±^
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a sheltering pair of liands roars and rages among
the tree-logs of the camp tire, roimd which a

whole tribe finds warmth through the longest

night.
Some practice is required to produce fire in this

way ;
but every child can do it where the method

is in constant use. When the materials are in a

favourable state, five minutes will suffice to obtain

the flame. In rude places, where cart wheels are

mere wooden disks set upon wooden axletrees,
the driver knows too well how soon fire is pro-

duced, on any quickening of the pace. Steady
continuous friction will kindle dry wood in a

longer or shorter time, under any circumstances
;

but the shortest seems to be by the rapid twirling
of a sharjiened stick in a hole which just con-

tains it, with room to turn freely.
The Author of ' ' The Months. "

DARK GORDON'S BRIDE.

Young Helen has heard the fatal order,
Her English lover must banish'd be,

For Gordou, Chief on the Scottish border,
Comes hither to bend the wooer's knee.

She wildly vows to the heavens above her
She'll wed young Nevill, whate'er betide

;

But her father has banish'd her landless lover.
And the haughty chieftain claims his bride.

In after days they have met : far better

That parted lovers should meet no more,
When one is bound by that golden fetter,

With the love still warm at each true heart's cere.

So sadly he touch'd her lily finger.

Weeping she look'd on her ring of gold :

Ah, fotal thus by his side to linger !

Fatal to sigh for the days of old !

' '
I saw thee kneeling before the altar.

My haughty rival was by thy side.

But I could not hear thy dear voice falter

When vowing to be his faithful bride !"

' '

Vfhat, Nevill ! can'st thou be cruel-hearted ?

A father's blessing I could not win,
Unless we two for aye were parted,—

But, 0, I have wept for that deadly sin !
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"
Vowing to honour, I scorned and hated,
Dreaming on all I had loved and lost,

But, ah ! more lutter, more darkly foted,
That ever again our paths have cross'd !

"

Slie felt the clasp of his hand so tender,
One kiss he press'd on her cheek so lair,

Hark to that curse ! May heaven defend 'her !

Dark Gordon is standing before the pair J

Proudly he lifted his Scottish bonnet,
0, but his smile was dark to see :

"What ho ! Sir Nevill, my life upon it,

Thou comest to win my bride from me !

"

Now foot to foot, as the sun was sinking,
Both lover and husband frowning stood,

The tiery chieftain's blade is drinkin,'
The brave young Nevill's knightly blood.

She tore the ring from her lily finger,

With, "Nevill, beloved, I come" to thee !

In the Gordon's halls no more I linger
If this weak hand can set me free !

"

She pluck'd the dirk from her bleeding lover,
She buried it deep in her breast so white,—

With,
"

Nevill, beloved, our woes are over !—
To the Gordon's thrall a glad good-night !

"

The chief look'd down on the hapless lovers
;
—

0, but his frown was dark to see :

"I would give the best of my lands, proud Nevill,
To hold the heart thou hast lured from me I

"'

He knelt him down as her life was ebbincr,
On the trampled heather he bent the knee

;"
I would pluck the heart from my breast, false Ellen,
For one soft smile of love from thee !"

B. S. JIONTGOMERV.

THE INDIA-RUBBER ARTIST.

We have all of us laughed at the grotesque
appearance made by toy heads of viilcauised india-

rubber. A little lateral pressure converts its

physiognomy into a broad grin, whilst a perpendi-
cular pull gives the countenance all the appearance
that presents itself when we look into the bowl of

a spoon held longways. The pressure removed,
the face retm-us to its normal condition. Of the
thousands of persons who have thus manipulated
this i)laything, it perhajis never struck one of them
that in this perfect mobility lay the germ of a very
useful invention, destined to be, we believe, of

great practical value in the arts. If we take a

piece of sheet vulcanised india-rubber and draw a
face upon it, exactly the same result is obtained.

This fact, it appears, struck an observant per-
son, and out of his observation has sprung a

patented process, worked by a company under the

name of the "
Electro-Priuting-Block Comjiany,"

for enlarging and diminishing at pleasure, to any
extent, all kinds of drawings and engravings. It

must be evident that if a jtiece of this material

can be enlarged equally in all directions, the dif-

ferent lines of the drawing that is madeiij)on it in

a cpxiescent condition, must maintain the same
relative distance between each other in its

extended state, and be a mathematically cor-

rect amplification of the original draft. The
material used is a sheet of vulcanised intlia-rubber,

prepared with a surface to take lithogi-aphic ink
;

this IS attached to a moveable framework of eU-tL
which expands by means of very line scrcwg. On
this prepared surface lines are drawn at ri«Ut
angles ; these are for the puri>o.se of n,.

only. The picture to be enlarged is

upon its face in tlie usual way, and su •

j!
to be anqdilied four-fold, the screw U.. .^ ,»
stretched until one of the squares formed by' the
intersection of the lines, measures exactly four
tunes the size it did whilst in a state of rest. It
IS now lifted on to a lithographic stone and iirinU-.!,
and from this impression copies are worked off in
the usual manner. If the j.icture has to U
worked with type, the enlarged impression has,
of course, to be made from block plate«, the
printing lines of which stand up like those of a
woodcut. This is accomplished by printing the
picture with prepared ink, upon a metal plate :

the i)late is then subjected to voltaic action,
which eats away the metal excepting tho.se parts
protected by the ink. On the next page are exami)les
of the amplification and reduction of a woodcut by
this process. Both are exact transerii)ts of the

original, even to little defects. The human
hand, with unlimited time, could never rejiroduce
such a fac-simile as we have here performed in a
few minutes, at a very trifling expensv. Where
it is required to make a reduced coj)y of a draw-

ing, the process is inverted ; that is, the vulcanised
india-rubber sheet is stretched in the frame iM-J'ure
the impression is made upon it. It must be evi-

dent, that on its being allowed to contract to its

original size, it will bear a reduced picture upon
its surface from which the copies are jirinted.
The application of this art to mai)-work is very

apparent. Let us instance the ordnance maps.
Both enlargements and reductions of the original
scale on which they were drawn have been inatle

in the ordinary way at an enormous expense, the

greater part of which might have been avoided
had this process been known. As it is, we have

gone to work in a most expensive manner. The

survey for the whole of England was made on the

very small scale of one inch to a mile for the

country, and of six inches to the mile fur t"wn'<.

and now there is a cry for an eulargcil scale <ii'

twenty-live inches to the mile. In other countries,

comparatively speaking poor to England, this

scale has been far exceeded. For instanoo, even

poverty-stricken Spain is mapi)etl on t!: ;h

scale of as many ;is sixty-three inches i
•

. o.

The Government maps of France and of Swe<len

are equally large ;
it does, therefore, seem strangi'

that, when we are making a second edition of our

Doomsday books, with the pencil rather than with

the pen, our Legislature should shrink from

undertaking a scale of only twenty-five inches t<»

the mile for so rich a country .as our own. But

w ith this question we have nothing to do ; our

2)urpose is only to show that it would be a gre.it

saving if the twenty-five-inch scale had l>ocn

originally carried out, a.^ with this new procesii

all the smaller scales could liave been jinxluoo.!

with perfect accuracy from this one at a vorj*

small cost. Indeed, the public could, if they

wish, have pocket facsimile copies of th^* • vti.'

map of England and .Scotland on the t

inch scale, which, according to Sir M. I'cto, would

=d
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be larger than tlie London Docks, and

require the use of a ladder to examine

county. The new art is

applicable to engraving
of every kind; and, more-

over, it can very profit-

ably reproduce types
itelf in an enlarged or

reduced form. This is a

fact of great importance
to all Bible Societies,

for enormous sums are

spent in producing this

'work in all imaginable
sizes. The clearness and

beauty with which a

page of tyjie can be

reduced is such as will

surprise Mr. Ba^ster or

Lcrd Shaftesbury.
But, it will be asked,

what advantage does this

method present over a re-

setting of the page in the

usual manner ? Two very
important ones— speed
and price. Let us sup-

pose, for instance, that we
wish to make a reduc-

tion of a royal octavo Uni-

versity Bible to a demy
octavo. The price of

resetting the type alone

would be SOO/., and the

"reading for corrections
"

another 300^. at the least.

Now, an identical copy could be produced

process employed by the Company for 120?

would
even a

v^Tsr^r

would be no charge for "reading,'.., i,.c copyia a
fiicsimile. Wliere there arc many rules, inarMiial

notes, and diirt-re:
•

of types, as in 1'

Bibles, the
ailvaiitagc of

re|trodiicing by the india-

rubljer proceas would U?
of course projiortionat -ly

greater. Any uociciy

possessing one Btand.ird

Bible have thus wntliin

their reach the mcanK <.f

bringing out as many
ditlerent-sized cditioius as

they like, from the larg.)

type fitted for the eyes of

very old men, U> the dia-

mond editions that re-

quire a microscope t'»

read them.

We may m lo-

ther power ] . I)y

the new method, which
will prove very valuable

to puldishers. It some-
times happens that when
a new edition of a work
is called for, some of

the origin.al blocks, or

stereotyped imiiressions,
are found to be wantiii;:.

Heretofore new drawings
and engravings wouM
have to be ma<le ; but

now all this difficulty
(K^jduced size.; ^g obviated, by simply

by the I taking the engraved page out of the old book, and

;
there

j reproducing the block required from it. This

(Ungiiial &i/.c.,i

actually occurred with respect to the well-known
j

which have been reprodticcd from soms old prinK-.l
^

work " BeU on the Hand," the missing blocks of
| pages. It is scarcely known yet lio.v m.iny ccn-

j
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tiiries may elapse ere the ink of old books becomes
so dry that

itj
cannot be transferred by the new

process ; but it is quite certain that a couple of

hundred years does not so far dry it as to render it

incapable of giving an impression, so that we may
have the earliest folio copies of Shakspeare's Plays

reproduced with exactness, in more available sizes,

through the medium of a few sheets of India-

rubber. It seems only the other day since this ex-

traordinary substance performed the solitary duty
of rubbing out pencil-marks : now there is scarcely
a manufacture in which its agencies are not em-

ployed, and it bids fair, as we have shown, to

revolutionise one branch of the fine arts, and to

add very largely to the sum of enjoyment among
the refined and educated classes of society. When
the first savage tajtped the india-rubber tree,

how little did he dream that the turgid stream

that flowed from the bark was destined to work
such changes in certain branches of trade, and to

add a new and most important civilising agent to

the pale-faced nations !

THE MAN IN THE lEON MASK.

Js spite of discrepancies in the many notices

which have come down to lis relative to this mys-
terious personage, it is impossible to doubt that

a prisoner, whose face was always covered by a

mask, whose identity was concealed by precau-
tions unparalleled in the annals of tyranny, and
who was, nevertheless, treated Mith a degree of

respect and personal indulgence such as would

scarcely have been accorded save to an individual

of the most exalted rank, did really pass the

greater i)art of his life in various State-prisons of

France, in the immediate custody and guardian-
ship of M. de Saint-Mars, a man of some eminence
under Louis XIV.

,
a coiintry gentleman of Cham-

pagne, Lord of Dinon and of Palteaii in Burgundy,
who M'as one of the King's body-guard, and filled

successively the post of governor of the State-

prisons of Pignerol, Sainte-Marguerite, and the
Bastille.

Voltaire, Soidavie (secretary to the Marshal Due
de Eichelieu), Pera, Griffet, the Abbe Papon,
Desodoard, De Landine, Beth, and a host of others—French, German, English, and Spanish—have
written on this subject ; collecting, commenting
upon, and in some instances evidently embellish-

ing, by the eflForts of their own imaginations, the
traditions regarding this mysterious i>risoner which
have been handed down in the various places in

which he was confined. But amidst the host of

contradictory assertions, discrepant dates, and

apocryphal anecdotes which complicate the sub-

ject, the authenticated facts at which the industry
of consecutive inquirers has arrived Avith regard
to it, are briefly as follows.

Shortly after the death of Cardinal Mazarin,
about the year 1662, a prisoner, whose face was
concealed by a mask, was brought with the utmost

privacy by M. de Saint-Mars to the chateau of

Pignerol, in Piedmont, a citadel built by the

French, and demolished in 1696. The prisoner
appeared to be young; was tall, well-made, and
of noble bearing. The mask he wore was not of
"
iron," as generally beheved, but of black velvet.

stiffened with whalebone, and furnished about its

lower part with steel springs which permitted its

wearer to breathe, eat, drink, and sleep, without

ditficulty. It covered the whole of the face, and
was fastened behind the head with a padlock,
of which the governor kept the key. This

functionary was under orders from the King to

put the masked captive immediately to death if

he attempted to show his face, or to communicate
a knowledge of his identity to any one.

About the year 169S, this same prisoner, was
removed to the castle in the little island of Sainte-

Marguerite, off the coast of Provence, where he

occupied an apartment lighted by a window on^

the north side, pierced through a wall four feet

thick, secured by three iron bars. A sentinel was

always placed at the two extremities of the fortress

towards the sea, with orders to fire on any vessel

that should approach within a certain distance.

In 169S, M. de Saint-Mars was appointed go-
vernor of the famous fortress of the Bastille ; and,
on qiiitting Sainte-Marguerite, took the masked

prisoner thither in a litter. The new governor is

stated by M. de Jonca, then lieutenant of the

Bastille, to have arrived at the dreaded fortress

with his masked charge on Thursday, the ISth of

September, 1698, at three o'clock in the after-

noon. The latter on his ai-rival was placed in the

tower of the Basini^re, where he remained until

nine o'clock at night, when he was conducted by
M. de Jonca to an apartment in "the third tower
of the Bertandifere," which he occupied until his

death. This apartment was the best in the Bas-

tille ;
and had been previously prepared for its

new occupant by order of the governor, and
furnished with everything that was deemed neces-

sary for his use. The masked prisoner was

accompanied on his installation in this apartment
by an attendant named De Eosargues, said to

have been a major in a Company of Free Lances,
who was appointed to wait upon him, and who
continued to do so until the death of the captive.
As this De Rosargues had accompanied the new
governor and his mysterious charge from Sainte-

Marguei'ite, it is probable that he had i^reviously
served the latter in the same capacity. Very few
of the other officials or servants employed in the

Bastille were allowed to approach the prisoner,
and none were ever permitted to speak with him.

He was sometimes visited, when indisposed, by a

medical officer attached to the prison; and also

on one occasion by the surgeon Kelaton, who bled

him in the arm. These gentlemen were allowed

to feel his pulse, examine his tongue and other

parts of his body, and to address to him a few

queries respecting his health
;

but they were
neither permitted to see his face, nor to speak
with him. M. Nelaton described the masked

patient as of dark comj)lexion, possessing a voice

so sweet and touching that it could not be heard
without awakening sympathy ; making no com-

plaint of his position ; grave and dignified in man-

ner, and having the air of a person of distinction :

a description which tallies with that which was

given of him to Voltaire by the son-in-law of the

physician of the Bastille.

Kigorous as was his sequestration from the

world, he was imiformly treated with the utmost
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respect by all who approached him. Already, in
the Castle of Sainte-Margucrite, he had been
visited by the Duke de Louvois, whose intimacy
with the king had probably gained for him a

knowledge of the identity so much disputed in
later times ; and this noblemau, whose haughtiness
was proverbial, remained uncovered and standing
throughout the interview, and is even said to have
addressed the prisoner as "vwit Prince." M. de
Saint-Mars—a man of repulsive exterior, harsh

manners, and dubious principles, but whose devo-
tion to the king was entire and unhesitating

—in-

variably remained standing in the presence of his

captive ; and, on the day when he entered the
Bastille as its governor, himself waited upon him
at table. The apartment occupied by the prisoner
was richly furnished

; his apparel was of the most

sumptuous description : and he was sujiplied with
the most luxurious viands, served vip in silver

plate. Of his avocations during his long confine-

ment no record remains, except that he amused
himself with playing on the guitar.
On Sunday, Nov. ISth, 1703, the masked

prisoner,
" on his return from mass," was taken

ill, and died on the following day. As soon as he

expired, his head was severed from his body, and
cut to pieces, to prevent his features from being
seen. The headless trunk, registered under the

designation of "
Marchiali, aged forty-five," was

interred on the 20th inst. in the cemetery of the

Church of St. Paul, in the presence of De Eosar-

gues, and of M. Ileihl, Surgeon-^Iajor of the

Bastille. The mutilated remains of the head wei'e

buried in diflerent places, in order the more effec-

tually to disappoint curiosity. Immediately after

his decease, an order was given to destroy every-

thing that had been iised by him. His clothes,

linen, mattresses, bedding, and furniture were

burned; the plate which had been used at his

table was melted down
; the walls of the apart-

ment in which he had been confined were care-

fully scraped and then whitewashed, its doors and
windows were destroyed, and its flooring was
taken \\p to make sure that no scrap of paper, no
distinctive relic, or mark of any kind, had been
hidden beneath it by its mysterious occupant.

It will be seen, from this rapid sketch of the

life of the unhappy individual in question, that

while little, beyond the mere fact itself, has been

gleaned by the above-mentioned writers respecting
his imprisonment at Pignerol, no trace whatever of

his existence previous to that event has been dis-

covered by them ; and yet, as Voltaire has perti-

nently remarked in commenting upon this fact, no

political character of sufficient importance to jus-

tify the precautions exercised with regard to the

masked prisoner, and the efforts made, after his

death, to blot out, if possible, his very remem-
brance from among the living, had disappeared in

Europe at the period when he was sent to Pignerol.
Entire sil-ence appears to have been maintained

on the subject of the masked captive, by the per-

sons to whom this singular State-secret was con-

fided
; and the successors of Louis XIV. have in-

variably maintained the same attitude with regard
to it. M. de Chamillard seems to have been the

last person, out of the royal family of France, who
was entrusted with this secret. The second

Marshal de la Feiiillade, who married hi» daughter,and who had always been tormented hv the d.-uire
to penetrate the mystery, conjured li in-
law, on his knees, when M. de Chaini

, on
his death-bed, to reveal to him the name of the
prisoner then, as now, known by the name of
"The Man in the Iron Mjisk." But the expiring
minister refused to sati.sfy hi.s curiosity, dt-cLiriiig
that it was a secret of State, and tlint he had awom
never to reveal it.

Louis X\'. to whom the secicL is -aid to have
been revealed by the Regent, remarked, on one
occasion, when certain courtiers liad Itoen discUBS-

ing this subject in his presence : "Let them dit-

pute; no one has yet said the tnith upon thia
matter." .

j\I. de Laborde, first valet to Louis XV., and
who stood high in the favour and contidence of hiu

master, once besought him to tell him the secret of
this imprisonment ; when the king rejilied,

"
I

am sorry that it happened ; but the confinement
of that unfortunate man did no wrong to any «ne
but himself, and saved France from great calami-
ties ;

"
adding, "You are not to know who it

was."

Among the legends which sprang up around the

prison-homes of the mysterious individual in

question, is one that tells how, while at Sainto-

Marguerite, the prisoner one day wrote something
with the jjoint of a knife, on one of the silver

plates used at his table, and fiung it out of the

window towards a boat that stood near the bank,
almost at the foot of the tower. A fisherman,
who owned the boat, took up the plate, and
carried it to the governor, when tlic latter, with

great surprise, asked the fisherman,
" Have you

read what was written on this plate ? Or has any-

body else seen it in your hands? "

"I cannot read," replied the fisherman, "I
have but just found it, and nobody else has seen

it."

The fisherman was detained until S.-iint-M-ors

was well assured that he coidd not read, and that

no one else had seen the jilate ;
when he was dis-

missed by the governor with these words :
—

"
Go, then ; it is lucky for you that you do not

know how to read.
"

A similar story is told by the Abb6 Papon, who
claims to have gained his information rusiH'ctint: the

mysterious captive in tlie Island of Saintc-Mar-

guerite itself. This writer was informe<l by .on

officer of la Franche Comtc, that his father, wlio ha»l

served in the same company, and h.-ul cnjoytHl the

confidence of Saint-M.irs, h.id assuretl him that a

"frater" (barber's boy). Itelonging to the corjw,

one day perceived something white tl<).ating under

the prisoner's window; tliat ho took it up, and

carried it to S.aint-Mars ;
that it w.as a very line

shirt, neatly folded up, on which something waa

written. That Saint-Mars, having tinfolded it.

asked, with a face expres.sivc of great «nib.-irr.i.HS-

ment—"if the boy had h.i<l the curiosity to rxad

what was written on it ?
" That the Wy solemnly

protested he h.id read nothing ; but that, two days

afterwards, he w;vs found de.id in In-
' '

d

that he (the ofiicer), had often he.iM r

relate this incident to the chai>lain of the lortn- .

as an undoubted fact.
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The Abbg was also informed by the same officer

that his father had been obhged, on the death of

the woman who used to wait on the prisoner, to

take the corpse on his shouhlers, at midnight, to

the place of burial
;
and that he had imagined the

deceased to be the prisoner himself, until he was
ordered by the governor to find another woman to

take her place. That he had discovered, at a

neighbouring village, a woman who seemed hkely
to suit, and that the governor had assured her that

her acceptance of the proposed situation would be

the means of making the fortune of her children
;

but on condition that she shoidd never see them

again, never leave the service she was invited to

enter, and never again hold any intercourse with

the rest of the world ; and that the wosaan refused

to allow herself to be incarcerated for life iipon
those terms, especially as she was informed that

the least indiscretion on her part would cost her

dear. The same writer tells us, in his History of

Fi-ovence, that, one day, when Saint-Mars was con-

versing with the prisoner, as he came out of the

chamber (a sort of corridor or gallery whence he

could see from a distance those who came thither),

the son of one of his own friends arrived, and
was advancing towards the place where he stood.

Hearing the noise (of some one approaching), the

governor hastily shut the door, and coming up to

the young man, demanded of him, with a troubled

coiintenance, "If he had seen anybodj', or had
heard anything he had been saying?" Being
assured that he had not, he made him return

home the same day, writing to his friend "how
imprudently his son had acted, and how great a

danger he had run."

It has also been asserted by M. Grange Chancel
that a person named Du Buisson and some other

prisoners were placed in a room under that occu-

pied by the masked captive, and conversed with
him by the tunnel of the chimney ;

and on Du
Buisson asking him to tell him his name and

condition, he replied that "to do so would cost

his own life, and the lives of those to whom he
should reveal the secret." This writer does not
state in which of the prisons inhabited by the

mysterious captive this conversation took place ;

but we know that it could not have been in the

Bastille, as the apartment occupied by him in that

fortress was foimd, on the destruction of the

building in 1789, to be absolutely without com-
miiuication with any other. The incident of the

plate has been related of many other captives ;

and, moreover, so closely watched and guarded as

were the State-prisoners of France at that period—neither pen, ink, nor knife being left in their

possession—it is difficidt to believe that either

that, or the incident of the shirt, could really
have happened.

But without attaching much importance to
these stories, enough, as we have seen, is certainly
known with regard to the history of the prisoner
in question to justify the conclusion, that he must
have been not only a person of very high rank,
but also one whose existence was a source of

danger to the monarch by \\hom he was retained
so long sequestrated from all that gives value to
life : and, as already remarked, a problem so

eminently calculated to stimulate inquiry as the

secret of an identity which coidd at once inspire
so much uneasiness, and command so much defer-

ence, on the part of a sovereign so proud and so

unscrupulous as Louis XIV.
,
could not fail to lead

to a vast amount of research, and to prompt the

formation of various hypotheses explanatory of the

mystery ; these hypotheses being almost as numer-
ous as the writers who support them, and, with

the exception of those advanced by the two first

named, agreeing only in their obvious impossi-

bility.

Thus, some have supposed the masked prisoner
to have been the Count de Vermandois (son of

Louis XIV. and the Duchesse de la Valliere),

punished in this manner for ha^^ng struck the

Daiiphin ; the disgraced minister Fouquet ;
the

Duke of Monmouth ;
the turbident Duke de Beau-

fort, commonly known as "the King of the

Markets ;" the schismatic Armenian Patriarch,

Arwediecks, noted for his hostility to the Catholics

of the East ; and Count Ercolo Antonio Matthioli,

Senator of Mantua and private agent of the

Duke, who, after having entered into a secret

treaty Avith Louis XIV. for the sale of the fortress

of Casale—the key of Italy
—thwarted and dis-

appointed the policy of that sovereign, and
incurred his vengeance by inducing his master to

break off the negotiation with the French king,
and to accept the higher bribe which had been

subsequently offered by the emissaries of Spain
and Austria.

As for the Duke of Monmouth, who was pub-

licly beheaded on Tower Hill, on the 6th of July,

1685, and the Duke of Beaufort, who, having

escaped from the prison in which he had been

confined on a charge of conspii-ing against the life

of Cardinal Mazarin, began a civil war, made his

peace with the king, was created Admiral of

France, defeated the Tiu-kish fleet near Tunis in

1665, and was killed in a sally at the siege of

Candia in 1669, the pretensions put forth on
their behalf are clearly inadmissible

;
while the

other hypothetical explanations of the mj'.?tery

appear to have been suggested solely by certain

coincidences of dates and places in the fragmentary
notices that attest the varioiis imprisonments
undergone by the masked captive, and the pei'sons
whom he has been supposed to be. None of them
can stand examination

;
a simple comparison of

other ascertained dates in the history of the

captive in question with those of various authen-

ticated incidents in the lives of these other persons,

sufficing to show that no one of these coidd have
been identical with the unfortunate prisoner in

question. Nor, indeed, even were not the hypo-
theses alluded to thus positively disproved, would
it be possible, in the case of anj'' of the persons
thus brought forward, to exfilain the excessive

])recautions employed by the government with

regard to the masked prisoner, both before and
after his death, the secrecy so scrupulously main-
tained in regard to him by Louis XIV. and his

successors, or the assertion of Louis XV. that

the incarceration of this captive had " saved

France from great calamities."

Voltaire, who was the first to call attention to

this subject, and who declares that he gained
his information from parties still living in his



August 25, 1360.] THE MAN m THE IRON MASK. 245

time, eye-witnesses of the particulars he gives,
and who may possibly have gathered some infor-

mation on the subject during his two imprison-
ments in the Bastille, was the lirst to suggest
a logical solution of this curious problem, by sup-
posing the masked prisoner to have been an ille-

gitimate son of Anne of Austria, wife of Louis
XIII. The scandalous intimacy existing between
the queen and her brother-in-law, the turbulent
and unprincipled Gaston of Orleans, supplied
Voltaire with a not improbable hypothesis as to
the possible paternity of the captive ; and, un-

doubtedly, this hypothesis would do much towards

explaining the apparent inconsistencies of the
treatment he is known to have received.

It is evident that the rpieen, under the supposed
circumstances, would naturally cause her son to

be brought up carefidly, but at a distance from
the Court, and in ignorance of his parentage ; and

equrdly evident that a monarch like Louis XIV.,
jealous above all things of his rank and i)rcroga-

tive, utterly selfish, and shrinking from the inflic-

tion of no amoimt of suffering in the care of his

own interests, would, on learning that he had a
brother older than himself, probably resembling
him in features and person, a brother who might
not only cause a terrible scandal by showing him-
self to the world, or even endanger his crown by
asserting his own legitimacy, and claiming the

rights of primogeniture, woidd be quite capable of

causing that brother to be incarcerated for life,

and of blotting out his existence from the know-

ledge of his contemporaries, while avoiding the

actual crime of fratricide. The superstitious

punctiliousness of the king with regard to every-

thing connected with the etiquette he conceived

to be due to the personal treatment of i)ersons of

royal blood, would explain the ceremonious respect
and the luxurioixs conditions of daily life, accorded

to this unfortunate victim of State policy. Tes-

timony of no slight importance, and confirming
Voltaire's views, as set forth in the ' ' Dictionnaire

Philosophique," is adduced by M. Beuchot in the

following note, which he has appended to his

edition of the works of Voltaire :

" One day, at the royal levee, a short time

before his death, Louis XVIII. appeared
• absorbed

in his own thoughts, as was often the case with

him, when a conversation sprang up between the

Coiuit de Pastoret, one of the chamberlains of the

king, and one of his colleagues, il. de Pastoret

warmly maintained the hypothesis of A'oltaire.

The king, as the disciission went on, seemed to

rouse himself from his stiipor, but said nothing.
Next morning, at the levee, a fresh discussion was
entered into by the same speakers on another

controverted historical question, when M. de

Pastoret was interrupted by the king, W'ho re-

marked to him,
'

Pastoret, you were right yester-

day, but you are wrong to-day.'
"

But notwithstanding the many weighty argu-
ments that have been brought forward in favour

of Voltaire's hypothesis—based, as he declares, on

secret revelations made to him by persons of the

highest rank—it may fairly be doubted whether it

constitutes anything more than an ai)pi'Oximation
to the truth.

M. de Laborde, whose curiosity on the subject

of the masked prisoner was so littl'
' '

with his royal master, is said t*. hav--

at a subsequent period, among the m^r^ ot the
Marshal Duke de Kichelieu, an autogranh letter
addressed by the Duchess of Modena, daughU-r of
the regent, to the duke, who had formerly \»<:<

included in the list of her adorers. The lutt- .
.

which was in ciiiher, commenced thus :
—"

li,.-.

hold, at last, this famous history. It haa cost
me horrible " Towards the end of the la-st

century, copies of this letter were j>rivat"ly circu-

lated in Paris. In it the duchess states lliat h--r

' father had revealed to her that "the Man in the
Iron Mask" was a twin-brother of Louis XIV.,
bom a few hours after him ; that the fact of this

double birth had been predicted to the king by
two shepherds, who declared that civil wars
would result from the rival pretensions of two

dauphins to the crown of France
; that the birth

of the first child took jilace in presence of all the

great officers of state whose duty it was t<j Ite

present on the occasion
;

that the birth of the

second child— " handsomer and more lively than
the other"—was witnessed only by the king, the

chancellor, the queen's almoner, v. Lord of tin-

Court, from Burr/undy, iclio had come in the suit':

of tJie person wlio suh.'>e(/nentl>/ became the i/omi-j

Prince's Governor, and Madame Peronnet, midwife

to the queen ; that the birth of this second child—the procis verbal of which was drawn up sevcr.il

times by the king, and at length signed by all

present
—was kept strictly secret, the king com-

})elling all who were privy to it to take an oath

never to divulge the fact, which, he said, must bo

concealed for reasons of State ;
that the second

infant was confided to Madame Peronnet, to be by
her brought up as the child of a h-uly of the

court—the latter, between whom and her royal

nursling a strong affection always existed, remain-

ing -with him imtil her death ; that the young
Prince, when old enough to need a tutor, wxs

entrusted to the care of the Burgiindian noblem.in

who had witnessed his birth, and who took him to

his own residence near Dijon, where he kept him in

the strictest privacy, maintaining an occasion.-U

correspondence on the subject of his wanl witli

the queen-mother, the king, and the canlin.-il,

educating the young Prince with the utmost care,

and treating him with all the respect and defer-

ence due to one who might some day l>c his

sovereign ;
that these marks of deference, on the

part of one whom he had hitherto suppo.se<l to !«•

his father, led the Prince, when approaching man-

hood, to seek to divine the mysteiy of his birth ;

that he contrived, unknown t4) his . to

gain access to certain Icttei-s which ti. 'ivl

received from the Court, and, having thus j

himself in part of the secret of his paronta^ .

trived to i)rocurc a likeness of the king, whose

close rescml)lance to himself siitliced to c.uiv.rt

his suspicions into certainty, on which th- k"_-.

. being informed by the governor of this .1

! on the part of his brother, .ind fearing i.^.i ...

j

latter might attempt sonu' assertion of his clainw.

I

ordered both governor and pujiil to be at once

\ imprisoned for life.

I This explanation of the mystery of the m.vikod

j
captive is supported by various details given in he
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"Memoirs of Eichelieii," published in 1790, by
Soiilavie

;
a work which contains many errors,

but whose information on the subject of the

famous prisoner whose identity we are endeavour-

ing to ascertain, is strongly conlirmed in other

quarters. Now Soulavie expressly asserts that a

portion of the details he has given were ' ' derived

from a statement drawn up by M. de Saint-Mars,

governor of the ca])tive prince, some time before

his death ;" and, singularly enough, after the

Revolution of Jidy, M. Auguste Billiard, formerly

secretary-general of the Ministry of the Interior,

recounts, in a letter addressed by him to the
" Review of the Historical Institute," that, luider

the First Empire, he had held in his hands a state-

ment written by Saint-Mars himself, relative to

the secret mission which had been confided to him.

This manuscript, taken from the archives of the

office of the Minister of the Interior, had been
lent by M. de Hauterive, Guai'dian of the

Archives, to M. de Montalivet, Minister of the

Interior, to whose cabinet M. Billiard was at-

tached. This latter gentleman affirms that no
doubt can be raised as to the genuineness of this

document, the jiaper, the writing, the style, all

indicating that it really belongs to the age of

Louis XIV. He gives the name of the clerk who
made the copy retained by the minister, and adds

that the son of M. de Montalivet was then in

possession of the copy so obtained. He finishes

(See p. 213.)

his statement by asserting that two other persons
(M. Goiibault, Prefect of the Var, and M. Labiche,
Chief of Division in the cabinet of the Minister of

the Interior) had also read the manuscript of

Saint-Mars.

A few years after this letter appeared, a copy of

the statement of M. de Saint-Mars was offered to

the editors of the " Memoirs of Everybody," then
in course of publication. This copy was at once
submitted to M. Billiard, who declared it to be a

transcript, word for word, of the document which
he had read in the original. The editors, there-

fore, felt justified in publishing it in their work,
in the third voliune of which it may be read at

length. The following passages are extracted
from it :

—

" The unfortunate Prince whom I have brought
up and guarded to the end of my days, was born
the -Dth of December, 1G38, at half-past eight

o'clock, when the king was at supper. His

brother, the present king, was born at noon of

the same daj', while the king was at dinner.

But, just as the birth of the present king was
Isrilliant and splendid, the birth of his brother

was sad and secret. The king, informed by the

midwife that the queen was about to gi^'e birth to

a second child, had ordered the Chancellor of

France, the first almoner, the queen's confessor,

and myself, as weU as the midwife, to remain in

her Majesty's chamber. He told us all, in the

queen's presence, in order that she might hear

the command, that we should answer with our
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heads for tlie revelation of the birth of a second

Dauphin, that he Avilled his Lirth to be kept a

State-secret, the Sahc Law making no i)rovision
for the inheritance of the kingdom in case of the
birth of two eklest sons of the monarch.

" What had been predicted l)y the midwife
came to pass, and the queen gave birth to a second

Dauphin, still prettier and better made than the

one previously born
; this latter prince ceased not

to cry and moan, as though he foresaw the life of

suffering and denial upon which he had entered.

The Chancellor of France drew up the proces
rerJjol of this marvellous birth, unique in our

history ; his majesty was not satisfied with this

document, and caused him to re-write it several

times, until he was satisfied with it, burning the

first copy, although the almoner remonstrated on
the subject, declaring that the king could not

keep secret tlie birth of the Dauphin, to which
the king replied, that he had reasons of State

for so doing.
" The king then made lis all sign an oath that we

would never divulge the birth of the last-born

prince ; the chancellor signed first, then tlie

almoner, then the queen's confessor, and then I
;

the oath was also signed by the queen's surgeon,
and by the midwife, and the king attached tliis

oath to the jj^'oces verbal, and carried away the

document, of which T have never heard anything
farther. After this the midwife took away the

last-bom prince, whom she was charged to bring

up ;
and as the king feared lest she should

gossip about his birth, she has often told me that

he frequently threatened to put her to death

if she ever divulged this secret
;
he also forbade

the rest of us, who had witnessed his birth, to

speak of this fact even between ourselves. Not
one of us has hitherto broken this oath. The king
had ordered us to make a thorough examination

of the unfortunate prince, who had a mole above

the left elbow, a yellow mark on the right side of

the neck, and a still smaller mole on the thickest

part of the right thigh ;
for his majesty intended,

in case the first-born prince should die, to substi-

tute in his place the royal infant whose guardian-

ship he had confided to us ;
and for this cause

he required our signature to the registration of

birth, which he sealed with a small royal seal

in our presence, and which, as already said, we

signed according to his majesty's order, and after

him.
" As regards the childhood of the second-born

prince, Dame Peronnet brought him uj) at first as

though he were her own child ; but he was thought
to be the illegitimate child of some great noble-

man, because it was clear from the great expense
she was at for him that he was the son of some

very rich man, although not acknowledged.
" When the prince grew older, Monseigneur le

Cardinal Mazarin, to whom was confided the direc-

tion of his education, after Monseigneur le Cardinal

de Richelieu, placed him in my care that I should

educate and bring him up like a king's son, but in

secret. Dame Peronnet remained in his service
|

until her death, being greatly attached to him, and

he still more so to her. The prince was educated

in my house, in Burgundy, with all the care due

to a king's son.

" T have had frequent convereatioiis with the
queen-mother during the troubles of tho VrwiAo.
and her Majesty ai)peared to me to fear that if

ever the existence of this cliihl should Jk- known
during the lifetime of his l)r()tlier, the youni* king,
certain mal-contcuts might make it a' jiretext for-

getting up a revolt, as many doctors think that
the last bom of two twins is, in reality, the elder,
and that therefore this cai)tivo prince bh-.uld
be rightfid king, though other doctors give a con-

trary opinion. This fear, however, could never
induce her to destroy the written proofs of tho

young prince's birth
; because, if the young kin;;

had died, she intended to make the ])rincu king
in his room, although she had another son. She
often told me that she i)reserved these written

proofs in her casket.

"I gave to the unfortunate prince all the
education I should have wished to receive myself,
and no prince in the world ever had a better. The
only thing with which I have to reproach myself
is, that I made him unhapi)y without intending to

do so ; for, as he was seized, about the age of

nineteen, with a strong desire to know who ho

was, overwhelming me with questions upon tho

subject, and as I showed myself more resolutely
silent the more he implored me to tell him his

history, he resolved thenceforth to hide his curio-

sity, and to make me believe that he thought him-
self my son.

"
I often, when we were alone, and he called

me his father, told him that he was mistaken ; but

I no longer opposed the sentiment which he

affected to feel towards me, perhaps in order to

induce me to sjieak ;
I allowing him to fancy him-

self my son, and he pretending to rest in that

idea, but still seeking some means of ascertaining
who he was.

" Two years had passed thus when an unfortu-

nate piece of imprudence on my part, for which I

reproached myself bitterly, revealed to him in

part who he was. He knew that the king fre-

quently sent me messengers ;
and one day I h.vl

the misfortune to leave unlocked the casket in

which I kept the letters from the queen and

cardinal. He read a part of them and gue.sscd tlic

contents of the rest with his usual penetration,

confessing to me afterwards that he h.-vl po-s-siics.
d

himself of the letter which was the most expressive

with regard to his birth.

"I remember that about this time his Whavionr

to me became harsh and mde. inst<\iil of friendly

and respectful as it had formerly been ; but I

did not at first suspect the cause of this change,

for I have never been able to imagine by what

means he got at my casket, and he woidd never

tell me how he had done it. He one d.ay committal

himself so far as to ask me for the portraits of tho

late and the present king. I replied that .all the

entiraviugs of them were so bad that 1 w.-u w,\it-

ing for the ajiiiearance of some better one-i In-foro

having them in my house. This reply, whioh di<i

not satisfy him, was followed by a request to l>c

allowed to go to Dijon. I have since learnctl that

his object was to see a ]<ortrait of the King which

was there, and to go thence to the Court, which

was then at St. Jean de Luz. on account of th-

king's marriage with the Infanta, that he might
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compare himself with his brother, and see whether
he resembled him. This project of his came to

my knowledge, aud from that moment I never left

him.
" The young prince was exceedingly handsome ;

aud having fallen in love with a young lady

employed in my house, whose affections he had

gained, he procured from her a portrait of his

brother. Although the strictest orders had been

given to aU my household to give him nothing,
she gave him an engraving of the king. The un-

fortunate Prince recognised the likeness—and well

he might, for one portrait would have served for

both, so like were the two brothers—and this

sight threw him into such a fury, that he came to

me, exclaiming :

' ' ' This is my brother's portrait ! This shows

who I am !

'

"He then showed me the letter of Cardinal

Mazarin, which he had stolen from my casket, and
avowed the discovery he had made. This scene

took place in my house.

"The fear of seeing him escape, and make his

appearance at the king's marriage, compelled me
to send a messenger to his Majesty to inform him
of the opening of my casket, and my need of fresh

instructions. The king sent his orders by M. le

Cardinal, commanding that we shoidd both be

imprisoned until further orders ; and that he
shoiUd be informed that this severity was brought
upon us both through his pretensions.

' ' I have sufifered with him in our common

prison until this time, when I believe that my
sentence of recall from earth has been pro-
nounced by my Judge on high ;

and I cannot

refuse, for the tranquillity of my soul, and for

that of my pupil, a sort of declaration which will

enable him to deliver himself from the ignominious
state in which he is, if the king should die with-

out children. Can a compulsory oath force me to

keep secret that which ought to be made known to

posterity ?—Saint-Mars."

The authenticity of this document, notwith-

standing the intrinsic evidence it contains of being
a geniiine production of the epoch whose date it

bears, has been questioned on account of its sig-

nature ;
as the name of "Saint-Mars" has been

supposed to be that of the Governor of the Bastille,

in whose wardship the luifortunate prisoner is

known to have passed so many years, and who, it

is evident, coidd neither have acted as tutor to the

captive, nor—as he survived his wai-d— have
written a statement destined to throw hght
on the identity of the latter, after his own
decease.

But the letter of the Duchess of Modena expressly
states that the Burgundian nobleman who wit-

nessed the birth of the second of the twins, and
to whose care the ill-fated prince was confided

during his boyhood, had come to Court in the

train of the person who was afterwards his

governor, that is to say, of the M. de Saint-Mars
who held the posts of governor in the prisons of

Piguerol, Sainte-Marguerite, and the Bastille ; and
the whole difficulty vanishes if we suppose this

unnamed lord, brought to St. Germain by M. de

Saint-Mars, and like him a native of Burgundy,

to have been a relative of his patron, and to have
borne the same name

;
a supposition which, con-

sidering the general aptitude of successful courtiers

like Saint-Mars to introduce their kinsfolk into

the sphere of royal favour, is certainly by no
means improbable.

Assuming this supposition to be correct, and
the first twenty years of the young prince's exist-

ence to have been passed in retirement under the

care of this first governor, the blank already
noticed in the history of the masked prisoner

previous to his incarceration at Pignerol is at once

accounted for
;
while the choice of that fortress as

the residence of the mysterious captive is satis-

factorily explained by the fact that it was already
under the command of an officer who was not

only a devoted and unscrupulous agent of the

king, but also a kinsman of the young prince's
first guardian ;

one who was probably initiated

already into the secret of the prisoner's birth, and

who, moreover, on account of his relationship to

the guardian whose remissness had incurred the

royal displeasure, would be doubly vigilant in his

custody of the captive thus confided to him.

The woman mentioned by the Abbe Papon, as

having waited on the masked jjrisoner, and who was
buried at night in the Island of Sainte-Marguerite,

may probably have been Madame Peronnet ; and
as no second prisoner is mentioned by M. de

Jonca as ha\'ing been brought with the masked

prisoner to the Bastille, it would seem that the

death of the unfortunate tiitor must also have

preceded that event : the Sieur de E-osargues, who

accomi)anied the masked captive to the last of his

prison-dwellings, and to his grave, having probably
been admitted to his service on the decease of his

former guardian.
The editors of the "Memoirs of Everybody"

affirmed, in 1835, that the original of this docu-

ment still existed in the archives of the Minister

of Foreign Affairs ; and this statement has never

been contradicted. It is natural that this docu-

ment, supjiosing it to be authentic, should be in

the archives of that dejiartment rather than of any
other, as it would, in all probability, have been
sent by the writer to some foreign ])lace for safety,
and would be brought back thence by some agent
of the French government. It is true that the

assertion of Louis XVIII. to M. dePastoret woidd

appear to invalidate the statement of Saint-Mars ;

but it is quite possible that he may have preferred
to allow it to be thought that Louis XIV. sacri-

ficed an illegitimate half-brother, rather than a

prince of the blood royal, whose claims might be
held to invalidate those of that monarch, and

consequently of himself as his descendant. On
the other hand, if we consider the confirmation

which the letter of the Duchess of Modena—with

the exception of the legendary addition of the

prophecy of the two shejiherds
—the Memoirs of

Richelieu and the declaration of Saint-Mars lend

to each other, and the perfect explanation thus

afforded of the various contradictory points in the

history of the prisoner in question, we may fairly

conclude, that we have at length arrived at the

true explanation of an historical puzzle which has

been sought in vain for the last hundred and fifty

years. Anna Blackwell,
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V. BOURBOX.
not know why

THE TWO SICILIES

Majsty Euglisbmen may not know why the
Sicilians and the Neapolitans dislike the Bourbons.
A few words upon the suliject just now may not
be amiss, for the chances are, before these lines are

published, the warning on the wall may have
received practical fulfilment. Young Francis II.,

the pitiless son of a most pitiless father, has been

weighed in the balance long since, and has been
found wanting. The ships are waiting in the

ofhng to take him away to Austria, the asylum of

deposed kings. Empire has passed from his hands.

Now, in talking of Neapolitans and Sicilians, Ave

are not si)eaking of people like ourselves. This

quick, impulsive, sensuous race does not breed

Hampdens and Sidneys. Northern nations are

gluttonous, metaphysical, aud hard to guide. The
old Viking blood moves in our veins still, and the

sturdy Saxon si)irit fires us to action. Englishmen
are discontented, and a Cromwell expounds their

grievances, or they seek a home on the other side

of the globe—say in North America, or in Aus-
tralia. We are an immanageable set. Not so with
these warmer and more comfortable fellow-crea-

tures of ours, Avho are content to bask all day
under a Calabrian sun, and to wander about at

night under the great moon which silvers over
tlieir beautiful bays and creeks, or to watch the

liery play of Vesuvius or ^Etna. Give the peasant
in these regions a handful of maccaroni and a slice

of melon to sustain his body, and a little image of

the Virgin all over spangles to inspire his poor
soul Avith devout thoughts, and you have done

enough for him. The maccaroni is his here—the
little doll his hereafter. Of course this description
does not apply to the number of highly intellec-

tual and highly educated men Avliom Na|)les has

produced. England and France might be proud to

insert the names of many of the Neapolitan his-

torians and men of science on their bead-roll of

worthies. The tyranny of the Bourbons, hoAV-

ever, has been so impartial that it has struck at

both classes. It has paralysed the intellect and
tortured the mere muscle of the coimtry. With
the story of Poerio and his companions so'freshly
before us no one would attempt to deny the cruel-

ties that haA^e been systematically practised by the

Government of Naples iipon the educated classes.

Jjut it has been the fashion to say that, howcA'^er

harsh the Government of the late and the present

lang has been wherever they found or suspected
brains, still, on the whole, and as far as the pea-

santry Avere concerned, it was a good, s_>nnpathetic,

rollicking sort of rule enough. Had this been so,

both Ferdinand and Francis might haA'e snap])ed
their fingers at the advocates and men of letters.

A hundred Garibaldis would not have sufficed to

driA'e the young Bourbon from his throne if he had
the peasantiy of the country on his side. To say
the least, there would have been two parties in

the country ; but the only Eoyalists in the country
knoAvn as The Two Sicilies—leaving the Camarilla

and the mei-e hangers-on about the court out of

the question—have turned out to be Austrian

recruits, and the rump of the Swiss regiments.
This requires explanation.

Now a few words may not bo amitt m to tho
causes of the discontent Avbieh seema to be uni-
A^ersal. The mission of the Bourbons
is to put loyalty out of fashion. In 1 .;,

Si)ain, and now in Naples it is the Bau.e thin;;.When Mm-at had been disjiosed of at I'izzo, Cy
the easy process of putting h.olf-a-dozen balln

through his head, the restored Bourbons li.vl it

for a Avhile all their own Avay. Their own wan
to trust the management of their affairs to onc'of
the vilest scoimdrcls who ever disgraced tho
human form. The name of this wretch was
Canosa

;
he was the head of the secret police. To

be sure, not much could have been e.vj>ectc(l from
a royal race, Avho in the temporarj- eclipse of their
fortunes had suffered Cardinal Kuffo to organise
assassination into a system Avithin tho dominions
which had been theirs yesterday, and miglit Imj

theirs again to-morrow. Fra Diavolo Avas their

trusted agent. This robber and cut-throat is a

very romantic personage, when introduced upon
the operatic stage : but in reality he Avas a most

sanguinary ruffian. In the year IS'Jl, Canosa
caused the Sicilians to be murdered by hundreds
for alleged complicity Avith the Carbonarist soci-

eties. Del Carretto Avas the successor of Canosa ;

now, here, u])on very trustworthy authority
—

namely, that of the historian Colletta, is an ac-

count of what this man did in Sicily, in the year
1837—twenty-three years ago.

" Order had been
restored in Sicil3% but he instantly institutid

courts martial to try the ottenders. A thousand

of the Sicilians were siunmarily sentenced to

death, and more than a hundred executed. Tho
leaders had escaped, or fallen in conflict, but Del

Carretto hoped, by the number of his victims,

to strike terror, prove the magnitude of the revolt

to Europe, and justify the subsequent acts of the

Government, Avhich had been already decided

upon. Such Avas the haste Avith Avliich the execu-

tions were conducted, that in one instance there

was found one too many among the death A la-l

of fourteen perished, besides many priests and

women, while to add to the horror of the scone,

a band of music Avas ordered to i>l.iy during the

execiitions. Del Carretto passed his time in feast-

ing and dances to Avhich he invited the Avivcs and

daughters of those Avho had tied, or been compro-

mised." It is needless to say Avh.it Avas thi- obj.-.-t

of these inA-itations. Now after 1S4S, these horrors

were renewed. Can any one wonder that Gari-

baldi found so hearty a Avelcome in Sicily ?

For forty long years tliis sort of Avork h.as been

going on, both in the island and upon the main-

land. For a fcAV years after the Congress of

Vienna, the Neapolitan Botirlxms were kejit quiet

by the jmblic opinion of civilised n.itions. But

Avith IS'20, the hanging, shooting, imprisonment

loathsome dungeons, and bodily tortiir- .

commenced. From 18-20 to 1S:<0, Ferdinand I.,

and Francis I., under the d.irk .sh.ade of the

Austrian banners, had it all tln>ir oAvn Avay.

Then barricades Avere erected in Paris, and the

nations of Europe had a short breathing-time. As

a set-off against this, the late King of Napl«s

Ferdinand II., succeeded to the throne; and in

the year 1833, Avhen the revolution.irj- spint h.v

been somCAvhat stamped out in Euroi)e, he oi)ened

1 m
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his shambles. From 1833 to 1847, there were
several attemiits at revolution within the Nea-

politan dominions—all put down in sanguinary
fashion enough. This, however, does not appear

very strongly to confirm the view that the

humbler classes of Neapolitans were attached to

the King's government. With 1848, the revo-

lutionary spirit again broke out yonder in Paris,

at the end of the Rue des Cajjupnes. The Tiberius

again became the Policinello of Naples. For a

short time he was hail-fellow-well-met with all

classes of his subjects ; but if there was one

amongst them dearer than another to the Royal
heart, it was the one who had given some evidence

of liberal opinion. Wonderful to relate, he won
back the confidence of his subjects ;

but the

delusion was a short one. On the 15th of May,
1848, he got iip a sham emeute in the streets of

Naples, and turned his great guns upon his people—sent in his drunken soldiers as husbandmen,
and the lazzaroni as gleaners. The pavements of

Naples were red with human blood on that day—
and then, for a while, there was terror and silence.

If any one wonders why the Neapolitans are

not so quick as the friends of order and com-

promise might wish to believe in the promises of

the son, let him consider how the father kept his

word. On the 10th of February, 1848, this worthy
sovereign, being in much the same kind of jiosition

as his son at the present moment, took a right

Koyal oath. Ferdinand II., being by the grace of

God King of the Two Sicilies, of Jerusalem, and

many other places, in the first place swore very
hea^aly to defend the Catholic, Apostolic, Roman
Religion

—and, so far, no doubt he was sincere.

He then went on with the swearing, as thus :
—

"I promise and swear to observe, and cause to

be inviolably observed, the constitution of this

Monarchy, promulgated and irrevocablj'^ sanc-

tioned by me on the 10th day of February, 1848,
for the same kingdom. I promise and swear to

observe, and cause to be observed, all the laws

actually in force, and the others which shall be

successively sanctioned within the limits of the

said constitution of the kingdom. I promise and
swear never to do, nor to attempt, anything
against the Constitution, and the laws which have
been sanctioned, as well for the property as the

persons of our most loving subjects. So may
God help me, and preserve me in His holy keep-

ing !

"
This is pretty hard swearing ;

— the

gunners of the 15th of May were the commenta-
tors \ipon the Royal oath.

We are speaking of only twelve years ago.
These matters are fresh in the recollection of the

Neapolitan people. Trust to the word of a Nea-

politan king ! Why, upon tbe 24th of May, when
he had blown a good number of his subjects off

the face of the earth, and further hypocrisy was
quite needless, Ferdinand II., of blessed memory,
published another proclamation in which he de-
clared it to be his fixed resolution "to maintain
the constitution of the 10th of May pure and un-
stained by any kind of excess, which, being the

only one compatiljle with the real and present
wants of this i)art of Italy, will be the Holy Ark
upon which the destinies of our most beloved

people and our crown must repose." After this

preliminary falsehood, Ferdinand II., in an
unctuoiis paternal kind of fashion, tells his sub-

jects to resume their usual occupations,
" to tnist

with effusion of mind to our loyalty, our religion,
and our holy and spontaneous oath, and live in the

fidlest assurance, &c., &c., &c." The good King
wanted to catch his loving subjects, and he caught
them. In 1851, when Mi-. Gladstone visited

Naples, there were still between 15,000 and

20,000 state prisoners in the two Sicilies, although
a good number had been worked off in the interval.

Settembrini and the other leading prisoners of the

time have left an account of what these prisons
were

;
and how they were dragged through the

streets by the hair of their heads, beaten, spat

upon, pinioned for days togethei", and made to sit

in chairs in the presence of soldiers, who told

them they had orders to shoot them. Settembrini,
after being sentenced to death, was confined in a

room fifteen feet square with eight other jtersons
—

one of them a notorious assassin. Poerio, with fifteen

others, was shut uj) in a small room, where they
were chained two and two together. It is well to

remember these things at the present time, when
there seems a probability that the Neapolitans

may be able to rid themselves of a family, where
the son is like the father—and this is what the

father did.

Ferdinand II. for a quarter of a century and
more murdered and tortured his loving subjects,

and Francis II. has only held the reins of empire
for a short time, yet in this short time he has

contrived to bombard Palermo, and do a few other

acts which would lead one to dread the contin-

gency of another 15th of May in Naples itself

should he ever gain the upper hand again. Before

concluding it is proper to recur to the fact that

the government of the Two Sicilies has been—
with short intervals—a government by the secret

police. A rumour of disafTection is held to be a

sufficient title for a man's arrest. Special com-

missioners are appointed for political trials—one

of whom is a lawyer, but withoiit deliberative

voice. The decisions of the commissioners are

without appeal. The imi^eachment, the defence,

and the trial of the accused are secret. The
statements of the police prove the crime. The

police may liberate or detain any individual in

prison without sanction, and even though he has

been acquitted of the charge on which he was

originally arrested. The police may flog prisoners
at their pleasure. Espionage is enforced so

strictly, that not to be a spy is a crime. The

police may penetrate into prisons, and extract

confessions from prisoners. Such hafe been the

Magna Charta of Naples in use for well-nigh half a

century. Does not all this explain Garibaldi's

Sicilian successes ?—and if the Royal authority at

Naples should melt away upon his approach as

wax before fire, who would wonder at it ?

This miracle of the liberation of Italy from

foreign and domestic tyranny has been so

much a miracle, that one sometimes doubts if

it had not been better if the march of events

had not been quite so sudden. Last week
there was talk of a simultaneous attack from

two quarters upon the Papal forces, to be

accompanied by a general rising of the Pope's
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lieges, and, at the same time, Gariljaldi was to
disembark upon the mainland. On the other hand
the Austrian has again been giving signs of life.

Let us hope that Lord Palmerston's speech upon
the National Defences has not misled the oi)inion
of the present Cabinet of Vienna as to tlie state of

feeling between England and France, as some
expressions of Lord Malmesbury's misled their

predecessors at the beginning of ISoO. It is said

that the Austrian army has repaired its losses, and
could again hope to take the tiekl with advantage,
if not against France, at least agamst any military

power which Italy could bring into the field.

A SINGULAR SESSION.

Sir Richard Bethell, on Friday night, being
engaged in a little passage of arms, or tongues,
with his learned brother, Mr. Edwin James, said,

that the peculiarity of the i)resent session was,
that it was a "singular" one. The singularity
consisted in the fact that 650-odd gentlemen had
been sitting together in council now for well-nigh
seven months, and had not much to show as the
result of their labours. No one can say that the

members of the House of Commons have been idle.

On the contraiy, they have been the hardest-worked
men in London—but they have done nothing.
Like the King of France, in the old chronicle,

they have marched up the hill, and down again—
repeating the manoeuvre as often as you please.
The toil of a session has produced a Penelope's
web at last. The very point at issue between
the learned gentlemen on Friday night afforded

a fair example of House of Commons work.
With infinite labour and pains, the Attorney-
General had introduced a Bill for the amend-
ment of our Bankruptcy Law. There was an
enormous amount of what was valuable in it.

As it was mainly drawn in harmony Avith

the views of the commercial classes, it seemed

probable that it would endure for ten years at

least, at which period of existence any English

system of bankruptcy seems to reach the last

stage of decrepitude. That would have been a

great gain. The House of Commons very properly
refused to pension ofT the existing officials on the

extravagant scale proposed by the author of the

measure. The Attorney-General got huffy. They
declined to allow non-traders who might be

debtors to the extent of 201. to be made bank-

rupts -with little or no ceremony. The Attorney-
General got huffier still, and in his huff with-

drew the bin. There was an end of that. Then
the Government had introduced some seven

or eight bills for the consolidation of the criminal

law. They were sent down to the Lower House

by the Peers at so late a period of the session that

it was judged useless to proceed with them. This

time the Solicitor-General was cast for the part of

Saturn with a commission to devour his own

progeny. It was so said, and so done. The

Solicitor-General, as he looks into the waste-paper
basket to which he has consigned these most use-

fid measures, must say with a sigh, like Brummel's
valet with the tray-fidl of cravats,

" These are Sir

Richard's failures !

" These bills, however, were

simply useful, and it would have been of the

utmost advantage to the public if they could liave

been converted into Acts of Parliament. They

had no political significance whatev^-i. , „m,
however, is not true of Lord John's failure, which
was the monster failure of the BeHsi.,n. What
about the Reform BUI ? It came in like a lion,
and went out like a lamb. As the event haa
shown, the cautious proi)het3 who t«l<l us that we
should find in the end that tlie English mind
was indifferent to the subject, have turned out
to be right. The bill is gone, and nobody can-*
to inquire where. Then, how much valuable
time was consumed in the discusaiou of the
excise duty on jiaper ! The abolition was carried

by the Nine Muses
; but despite of thia tune-

ful support—no sooner was the proposition
brought under the notice of the Peers than
it was summarily rejected. A collision be-
tween the Houses seemed imminent. Brave
words were spoken, and tame deeds followed.
Lord Palmerston jjroved himself to be the best

slack-rope dancer of the age. His lordship's lijw
flowed with milk and honey, for everylxxly's
benefit except poor Mr. Gladstone, whose financial

labours were pronounced a failure. Mr. Gladstone
walked out of the House while his leader was still

speaking. It was decided by the quid-nuncs of

the House that a dissolution of tlie Cabinet was
imminent. Mr. Gladstone walked back again. So
it has gone on throughout the session ; and when
it is at an end, we shall just have the Indian

Forces Bill, the vote for the Fortifications, and
the French Treaty, with its corollaries, to .show as

the jiractical result of labour done by lOOU legis-

lators, who have been bending to the oar morning,
noon, and night, for seven months. All the rest

has been strenuous idleness—crank work. With
considerable felicity of expression, Sir Rich.anl

Bethell has characterised the present as "a singu-
lar session." ^lay it never become plural !

THE WALWORTH MIKDEK.
The saine story which had been told the other

day before the jJoUce magistrates was repeated on

Thursday last before Mr. Justice Williams and a

jury. The result was, that WUliam Ginlfrcy

Youngman was found guilty of the nnirdor of his

sweetheart, Mary Wells Strecter, and condemned

to death. Had not the evidence proiluced in sup-

port of the indictment proved sufficient, there

were three others hanging over the jirisoner'a

head. Besides killing the poor girl t<i wh-im he

professed attachment, he had murdere«l his mother

and his two young brothers. Tlic matter hap-

pened on the morning of the :{lst of July—ju.st

about three weeks ago
—and already the murderer

is convicted, and sentenced to death. We do these

things expeditiously in our time. The story of

the murder h;is been told often enough, and it is

needless to go back to the shambles in Manor

Place, where the wholesale slaughter took jiLice.

If we notice the subject at all, it is on account of

the evidence given by I>r. Dtmcan, in whoso ser-

vice the prisoner had lived from the ISthof .April

until the Kith of July last. Now. aft-rr «]« akin-

to what little ho knew about the facts of the cas*.*.

Dr. Duncan gave it as his deliberate opinion, that

it was possil>le for a man to h.ive an imputae to

destroy another, while at the same time i>o«»c«»ed

of his reason. "He might commit the a.'t.

although aware it was a wicked one ;—in fact, he
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might be unable to control tlie impulse to destruc-

tion." Now it is not a little remarkable, that in

this instance, and despite of this testimony, the

gentleman who condi; ted the prisoner's defence—
and who, to judge b_y the rejjort, really did for

him all that coidd be uone, which was not much—
seems to have felt that he could not substantiate

the plea of insanity, and therefore did not produce
any medical witnesses on the trial. We are accus-

tomed in such cases, in the Criminal Courts, to

the presence of such gentlemen as Dr. Conolly,
Dr. Forbes Winslo^, and others, who have devoted

particxdar attention to the pathology of the human
mind. No man of professional mark was forth-

coming, although it had been elicited from the

prisoner's father, in cross-examination for the

defence, that his wife's mother was a lunatic, and
that she had died in Peckham Lunatic Asylum ;

that one of his own brothers (that is, an nncle of

the prisoner's) had died in a lunatic asylum ;

and that his own father had been two or three

times in a lunatic asylum. Surely, if all this

was true, here was a very good foundation on
which to rest a plea of insanity. All that woxild

have been needed woiUd have been to carry this

kind of evidence one step further, and to have
shown that at some period or other of his life the

prisoner himself had given signs of mental aberra-

tion. Here was proved insanity on both sides-
it may almost without stretch of propriety be said

in such a case that the burden of proving sanity
rested on the prosecxition. What could be done
was done. Dr. Duncan, in whose service he had
lived for three months, was produced in the

witness-box, and he stated that he had never
noticed anything in the prisoner's conduct which
could suggest that his mind was in any way
affected. " Of course," said Dr. Duncan,

" I saw
him very frequently, and I did not notice anything
peciUiar about him." More than this, it was
shown that the prisoner had made a proposal to

the Argils Insurance Company to insure poor
Mary Wells Streeter's hfe for 100?., and that on
the 19th of July he came to the office in the com-

pany of a young woman who paid the premium.
The policy was delivered to the prisoner. This
was scarcely the act of a man whose mind was
deranged. Ignorant of law he may have been,
but it is most probable that the same degree of

ignorance would be found in ninety-nine cases out
of a hundred amongst all persons in his own class

of life. Of course, it is not worth while to murder
your mother, your two brothers, and the girl whom
you are courting, for the sake of 100?.—(what is

the exact sum for which murder does become a

gainful speculation?)—but at least here was a
motive such as woidd be likely to have weight
with an unscrupulous ruffian in full possession of
his reason. AVilliam Youngman, for aught we
know to the contrary, was quite as sane at the
time he committed the crime, and during his

trial, as any other murderer who has stood in the
dock at the Old Bailey.

It is needless to insist at length upon the point
that in reality a jury must be told in all cases
that every man is presumed to be sane, and to be
possessed of a sufficient degree of reason to be re-

sponsible for his crimes until the contrary is proved

to their satisfaction. This cannot be too empha-
tically expressed ;

but when this is done, surely
tlie old doctrine, with regard to insanity as a

plea in criminal cases, is lax enough, and favour-

able enough to a prisoner without introducing the

modification proposed by Dr. Duncan. It is but

justice, however, to Dr. Duncan to give him the

benefit of a letter Avhich he addressed to the editor

of the "Times," and which was published on

Saturday last in the columns of that journal. In

them he states that, so far from wishing to prove
the prisoner irresponsible for his acts,

' ' he was

prepared to give a very positive opinion as to an

entire absence of any symptom of insanity, or even

eccentricity, during the period of his service." So

far in the particidar case Dr. Duncan has put
himself right with the public, but he adheres to

his general doctrine. He gives it as his belief

that a person
" may have his intellect perfect,

while his emotions, at the same time, have

become morbidly deranged.
"
Again, he says, "The

possibility of homicidal mania is no more to be

discarded than the cltptomauia, or the irresistible

impulse so frequently indicated by some ladies

of purloining." If this be so, what is society to do

with an offender who murders a fellow-creature,

and pleads
" irresistible impulse ?

"
Every murderer

may be acting under irresistible impidse. How is

the intensity of the impulse to be measured ?

We do not profess to have a scientific knowledge
of the pathology of the mind, but would suggest it

as a probability, that wherever true homicidal

mania exists, other sym])toms of mental aberra-

tion will not be found wanting. In Oxford's

case, what Lord Denman said to the jury might,
at first sight, bear out Dr. Duncan's view ;

but

how carefully the Chief Justice afterwards

guarded his first proposition. "If some control-

ling disease is, in truth, the acting power
within him which he cannot resist, then a man
wiU not be responsible," or, as Dr. Duncan puts

it,
" he may be imable to control the impulse

to destruction." Lord Denman, however, went
on to say :

' ' The question is, whether the prisoner
was labouring under that species of insanity,

which satisfies you that he was quite unaware

of the nature, character, and consequences of

the act he was committing ; or, in other words,

whether he was under the influence of a diseased

mind, and was really unconscious at the time

he was committing the act that it v/as a crime."

That is a very different thing. Consciousness,

as above, or unconsciousness, is the true test of

criminality, not the degree or intensity of the

homicidal impulse. The old course is the proper

one, which is simply to ask the jury if a pri-

soner has—or rather had at the time when the

crime was committed— a sufficient degree of

reason to know right from wrong. We might
well tremble at the consequences if it was once

established that a man's mind might be right

in all points, save a tendency to commit murder.

It is idle in cases of insanity
—as far as the ad-

ministration of criminal law is concerned—to

lose ourselves in fine-drawn distinctions. If a

man knows what he is about when he commits a

crime, he is amenable to justice, no matter how

strong his inclination may be to fiolate the law.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

(See p. 232.)

CHAPTER XXXVIII. IX WHICH WE HAVE TO SEE
IN THE DARK.

So ends the fourth act of our comedy.
After all her heroism and extraordinary efforts,

after, as she feared, offending Providence—after

facing tailordom—the Countess was rolled away in
a dingy fly : unrewarded even by a penny, for

what she had gone through. For she possessed
eminently the practical nature of her sex ; and

though she would have scorned, and would have
decUned to handle coin so base, its absence was

upbraidingly mentioned in her spiritual outcries.

Not a penny.
Nor was there, as in the miseries of retreat, she

affected
indifferently to imagine, a duke fished out

of the ruins of her enterprise, to wash the mud off

her garments and edge them with radiance. Caro-

line, it became clear to her, had been infected by
Evan's folly. Caroline, she subsequently learnt,

VOL. III.

had likewise been a fool. Instead of marvelling .it

the genius tbcat had done so much in spite of thr

pair of fools th.at were the riglit .ind left wv.

her battle array, the simple minded la»ly \»
,

She wanted success, not genius. Admiration she

was ever ready to forfeit for success.

Nor did she say to the tailors of e.irth :
"
Wcop

ye for I sought to eniancii)ate you from o]
•

,

by making one of you a gentleman ; I ivu^ .: a

great principle and liave failed." Heroic to the end.

she herself shed all the tears ; took all the sorrow !

Where was consolation ? Woidil any I'ri>U>.st.ant

clergyman administer comfort to her ? Could he 7

—might he do so ? He might listen, .lud quot«?

texts ;
but he woidd demand the harsh rude

English for everything: and the ('ouHt<

fessional tlioughts were all iuiU'ndni.Hli, at.

delicate to live in our shameless t<inguc. Con:' *

sion by implication, and absolution ;
she could

No. 62.
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kno^v this to be what she wished for, and yet not

think it. She could see a haven of peace in that

picture of the little brown box with the sleekly
reverend figure bending his ear to the kneeling

beauty outside, thrice ravishing as she half-lifts

the veil of her sins and her visage !
—yet she

started alarmed to hear it whispered that the fair

penitent was the Countess de Saldar : urgently she

]irayed thatuo disgraceful brother might ever drive

her to that !

Never let it be a Catholic priest !
—she almost

fashioned her petition into words. Who was to

save her ? Alas ! alas ! in her dire distress—in

her sense of miserable pennilessness, she clang to

j\Ir. John Kaikes, of the curricle, the mysteri-

ously rich young gentleman ;
and on that picture

with Andrew roguishly contemplating it, and

Evan, with feelings regarding his sister that he
liked not to own, the curtain commiseratingly
drops.

As in the course of. a stream you come ujion
certain dips, where, but here and there, a sparkle
or a gloom of the full flowing water is caiight

through deepening foliage, so the history that

concerns us wanders out of day for a time, and we
must violate the jiost and open written leaves to

mark the tvu'ns it takes.

First we have a letter from ^Ir. Goren to !Mrs.

Mel. to inform her that her sou has arrived and

paid his respects to his future instructor in the
branch of science practised by Mr. Goren.

" He has arrived at last," says the worthy
tradesman. " His appearance in the shop will be

highly gentlemanly, and Avhen he looks a little

more pleasing, and grows fond of it, nothing will

be left to be desired. The ladies, his sisters, have
not thought proper to call. I had hopes of

the custom of Mr. Andrew Cogglesby. Of course

you wish him to leara tailoring thoroughly ?
"

Mrs. Mel writes back, thanking Mr. Goren, and

saying that she had shown tlie letter to inquiring
creditors, and that she does wish her son to learn

his, business from the root. This produces a second
letter from Mr. Goren. which imparts to her that

at the i-oot of the tree of t.ailoi-ing the novitiate

must sit no less than six hours a-day with his legs
crossed and doubled under him, cheerfully plying
needle and thread ; and that, without this pro-
bation, to undergo which the son resolutely objects,
all hope of his climbing to the toj) of the lofty tree,

and viewing mankind from an eminence, must be
surrendered.

" If you do not insiJ^t, my dear Mrs. Harrington,
I tell you candidly, your son may have a shop, but
he will Ije no tailor."

Mrs. Mel understands her son and his state of

mind well enough not to insist, and is resigned to

the melancholy consequence.
Then j\Ir. Goren discovers an extraordinary

resemblance between Evan and his father : re-

marking merely that the youth is not the gentle-
man his father was in a shop, while he admits

that, had it been conjoined to business habits,
he should have envied his departed friend.

He has soon something fresh to tell
; and it is

that young Mr. Harrington is treating him cava-

liei'ly. That he should penetrate the idea or ap-

preciate the merits of Mr. Goren's balance wa.s

hardly to be expected at present : the world did

not, and Mr. Goren blamed no yoimg man for his

ignorance. Still a proper attendance was requi-
site. Mr. Goren thought it very singular that

young Mr. Harrington should demand all the

hours of the day for his own purposes,
—up to half-

past four. He found it difficult to speak to him as

a master, and begged that Mrs. Harrington would,

j

as a mother.

The reply of Mrs. Mel is dashed with a trifle of

I cajolery. She has heard from her son, and seeing

j

that her son takes all that time from his 7-i!,ht

studii-s to earn money wherewith to pay debts of

which Mr. Goren is cognisant, she trusts that

their oldest friend will overlook it.

Air. Goren rejoins that he considers that he

need not have been excluded from young Mr.

Hariington's confidence. Moreover, it is a grief

to him that the young gentleman should refi-ain

from accepting any of his suggestions as to the

propriety of requesting some, at least, of his rich

and titled acquaintance to confer on him the favour

of their patronage.
"Which they would not repent," adds Mr.

Goren,
" and might learn to be very much obliged

to him for, in return for kindnesses extended to

him."

Notwithstanding all my efforts, you see, the

poor boy is thrust into the shop. There he is,

without a doubt. He sleeps under Mr. Goren's

roof : he (since one cannot be too positive in citing
the punishment of such a Pagan) stands behind a

counter : he (and, oh ! choke, young loves, that

have hovered around him ! shrink from him in

natural horror, gentle ladies I ) handles the shears.

It is not my faidt. He would be a Pagan.
If you can think him himian enough still to care

to know how he feels it, I must tell you that he

feels it hardly at aU. After a big blow, a very
little one scarcely counts. What are outward
forms and social ignominies to him whose heart

has been struck to the dust? His gods have

fought for him, and there he is ! He deserves no

pity.
But he does not ask it of you, the callous Pa-

gan ! Despise him, if you please, and rank with

the Coxmtess, who despises him most heartily.

Dipping further into the secrets of the post, we
discover a brisk correspondence between Juliana

Bonner and Mrs. Strike.

"A thousand thanks to you, my dear Miss

Bonner," writes the latter lady.
" The unaflected

interest you take in my brother touches me
deeply. I knoiv him to be worthy of your good

opinion. Yes, I will open my heart to you, dearest

Juliana ;
and it shall, as you wish, be quite secret

between us. Not to a soul !

"He is quite alone. My sisters Harriet and
Loiiisa will not see him, and I can only do so by
stealth. His odd little friend sometimes drives

1 me out on Sundays, to a place where I meet him ;

and the Duke of Belfield kindly lends me his car-

riage. Oh, that we might never pai't ! I am only

hajipy with him !

"Ah, do not doulit him, .Juliana, for anything
he does ! You say, that now the Duke has cb-
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tiiinecl for him the Secretarysliip to my hxisbapd's

Company, he should not stoop to that other thing,
and you do not understand why. I will tell you.
Our poor father died in deht, and Evau i-eceives

money which enables him by degrees to liquidate
these debts, on condition that he consents to be
what / dislike as much as you can. He bears it;

yo\i can have no idea of his jiride ! He is too

proud to own to himself that it debases him—too

])roud to complain. It is a tangle
—a net that

drags him down to it : but whatever he is out-

wardly, he is the noblest human being in the
Oh ! what nhould I

forgive it, if you can.

world to me, and hut for hhn,
he .' Let me beg you to

]\Iy darling has no friends. Is his temper as sweet
as ever? I can answer that. Yes, only he is

silent, and looks—when you look into his eyes—
colder, as men look Avhen they will not bear much
from other men.
"He has not mentioned her name. I am sure

she has not written.

"Pity him, and pray for him."
Juliana then makes a communication, which

draws forth the following :
—

"Mistress of all the Beckley property—dearest,

dearest, Juliana ! Oh ! how sincerely I congratu-
late you ! The black on the letter alarmed me so,

I could hardly open it, my fingers trembled so ; for

I esteem you all at Beckley ; but when I had

opened and read it, I was recompensed. Yon say

3'ou are sorry for Rose. But surely what your
grandmama has done is quite right. It is ju.'<t, in

every sense. But why am I not to tell Evan ? I

am certain it would make him very happy, and

happiness of any kind he needs so much I I will

obey you, of course, but I cannot see why. Do
you know, my dear child, you are extremelj^ mys-
terious,, and puzzle me. Evan takes a pleasure in

speaking of j'ou. You and Lady Jocelyu are his

great themes. Why is he to be kept ignorant of

your good fortune ? The spitting of blood is bad.

You must winter in a warm climate. I do think

that London is far better for you in the late au-

tumn than Hampshire. May I ask my sister

Harriet to invite you to reside with her for some
weeks ? Nothing, I know, woidd give her greater

pleasure.
"

Jidiana answers this—
" If you love me—I sometimes hope that you do

—but the feeling of being loved is so strange to

me that I can only believe it at times—but, Caro-

line—there, I have mustered up courage to call

you by your Christian name at last—Oh, dear

Caroline ! if you do love me, do not tell Mr. Har-

rington. I go on my knees to you to beg you not

to tell him a word. I have no reasons indeed—
not any ; but I imidore you again never even to

hint that I am any thing but the person he knew
at Beckley,

" Rose has gone to Elburne House, where Fer-

dinand, hev friend, is to meet her. She rides and

sings the same, and kee2)s all her colour.
" She may not, as you imagine, have much sen-

sibility. Perhaps not enough. I am afraid that

Rose is turning into a very worldly woman !

"As to what you kindly say about inviting me
to London, I should like it, and I am my own
mistress. Do you know, I think I am older

than your brother! I am tyrenty-thrf. V-
when you write, tell me if he ih older than •

But should I not be a dreadful biinl.-u t-,

Sometimes I have to kee}) to my chamber .

days and days. When that happena now, I t

of you entirely. See how I open my heart t..

Yo\i say that you do to nic. I wiwh I

really think it."

A i)ostscript begs Caroline "not to forget alwut
the atjes."

In this fashion the two ladies open their hearts,
anil contrive to read one another perfectly m tli>.ir

mutual hyi>ocrisies.
Some letters bearing the fiignatiires of Mr. '

Raikes, and Miss Polly Wheedle, likewise

Polly inquires for detailed accounts of the hraJtii

and doings of Mr. Harrington. Jack replies with
full particulars of his own proceedings, and mild
correction of her grammar. It is to be noted th.it

Polly grows much humbler to him on paper, which

j
being instantly peiceived by tlie mercurial one,
his caressing condescension to her is verj' beau-
tiful. She is taunted wth Mr. Nichola.s Frim, and

I

answers, after the lapse of a week, that the aforf-aid

can be nothing to her, as he "went in a piiasion
to church last Sunday and got married.'' It

appears that they had quarrelled, "because I

danced with you that night." To this Mr.
Raikes rejoins in a style that would be signiticd

, by
" ahem I

"
in language, and an arrangement

of the shirt collar before the lookiug-glass, in
' action.

CHAPTER XXXIX. IN THE DOM.VIX Ol' TAILOKIMiM.

There was peace in Mr. Goren's shoji. Bail-

gered ministers, bankrupt merchants, dijilomntists

with a headache—any of our modern grandees
under difficulties, might have en\'ied that i>cacc

over which Mr. Goren presided : and he was an

enviable man. He loved his craft, he l.>elicved

that he had not succeeded the millions of antece-

dent tailors in vain
; and, excepting that tritling

coquetry with shirt-fronts, viz., tlie rod crossca,

which a shrewd rival had very soon eclipsetl by

representing nymphs triangidarly posed, he devoted

himself to his business from morning to uight, a«

I
rigid in demanding resjicct from those bc-ix Mi

I
him, as he was profuse in Lavishing it on \,\*

'

patrons. His public boast was, that he owed no

man a farthing : his secret comfort, that he pos-

sessed two thousand jwunds in the funds. P.iit

Mr. Goren did not stoji here. Behind these exU-r-

nal characteristics he nursed a pa-ssion. Evan was

astonished and ]ple.ased
to lind in him an enthiisi-

astic fern-collector. Not tliat Mr. H.irrington

shared the passion, but the sight of those brown

roots spread out, ticketed, on the stiinotl pajxr,

after supper, when the shutters were up anil the

house defeiuled from the hostile outer world ; the

old man poring over them, and naming this .-ii.l

that spot where, during his solitary S.itunl.ny .•»('< r-

noon and Sund.iy excursions, he had Iight4Hl on

the rare sanlph^s exhibited : this contrast of the

quiet evening with tlie sordid d,iy humanisod Nfr.

Goren to him. He beg.an to sec a spirit m

rigid tradesman not so utterly dissimilar to

own, and he fancied that he, too, li.vi a ta-stc

ferns. Round Beckley how tliey alwundwl I

the

his

for
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He told Mr. Goren so, and Mr. Goren said :

" Some day we'll jog down there together, as

the saying goes."
Mr. Goren spoke of it as an ordinary event,

likely to happen in the days to come : not as an

incident the mere mention of which as being pro-

bable, stopped the breath and made the pulses

leap.
For now Evan's education taught him to feel

that he was at his lowest degree. Never now
conld Rose stoop to him. He carried the shop on

his back. She saw the brand of it on his fore-

head. Well ! and what was Eose to him, beyond
a blissful memory, a star that he had once touched ?

Self-love kept him strong by day, but in the dark-

ness of night came his misery : wakening from ten-

der dreams, he would find his heart sinking under

a horrible pressure, and then the fair fresh face of

E.ose swam over him
;
the hoiirs of Becldey were

revived
; with intolerable anguish he saw that she

was blameless—that he alone was to blame. Yet
worse was it M-hen his closed eye-lids refused to

conjure up the sorrowful lovely nightmare, and
he lay like one in a trance, entombed—wretched

Pagan ! feeling all that had been blindly : when
the Past lay beside him like a corpse that he had
slain.

These nightly torments helped him to brave

what the morning brought. Insensibly also, as

Time hardened his sufferings, Evan asked himself

what the shame of his position consisted in. He
grew stiff-necked. His Pagan virtues stood up
one by one to support him. Andrew, courage-

ously evading the interdict that forbade him to

visit Evan, would meet him by appointment at

City taverns, and flatlj'' offered him a place in the

brewery. Evan declined it, on the pretext that,

having received old Tom's money for the year, he
must at least work out that term according to the

conditions. Andrew fumed and sneered at Tailor-

dom. Evan said that there was peace in Mt.
Goren's shop. His sharp senses discerned in

Andrew's sneer a certain sincerity, and he re-

volted against it. Mr. John Eaikes, too, bur-

lesqued society so well, that he had the satisfac-

tion of laughing at his enemy occasionally. The
latter gentleman was still a pensioner, flying about
town with the Countess de Saldar, in deadly fear

lest that fascinating lady should discover the seat

of his fortune
; happy, notwithstanding. In the

mirror of Evan's little world, he beheld the great
one from which he was banished.
Now the dusk of a winter's afternoon was clos-

ing over London, when a carriage drew up in front

of Mr. Goren's shop, out of which, to Mr. Goren's

chagrin, a lady stepped, with her veil down. The
lady entered, and said that she wished to speak
to Mr. Harrington. Mr. Goren made way for her
to his pupil ; and was amazed to see her fall into
his arm, and hardly gratified to hear her say :

"Pardon me, darling, for coming to you in this

place."
Evan asked permission to occupy the parlour.
"My place," said Mr. Goren, with humble

severity, over his spectacles,
"

is very poor. Such
as it is, it is at the lady's service."

Alone together, Evan was about to ease his own
feelings by remarking to the effect that Mr. Goren

was human like the rest of us, but' Caroline cried,
with unwonted vivacity :

"
Yes, yes, T know ; but I thought only of you.

I have such news for you ! You will and must

pardon my coming—that's my first thought, sensi-

tive darling that you are !

" She kissed him fondly.
"Juliana Bonner is in town, staying with us I

"

"Is that your news?" asked Evan, pressing
her against his breast.

' '

No, dear love—but still ! You have no idea

what her fortune—Mrs. Bonner has died and left

her—but I mustn't teU you. Oh, my darling !

how she admires j'^ou ! She—^she could recom-

pense jou ;
if you would ! We will put that by,

for the present. Dear ! the Duke has begged you,

through me, to accept
—1 think it's to be a sort

of bailiff to his estates—I don't know rightly.
It's a very honourable post, that gentlemen take :

and the income yoii are to have, Evan, will be near

a thousand a-year. Now, what do I deserve for

my news ?
"

She put up her mouth for another kiss, out of

breath.
" True? "

looked Evan's eyes.
" True !

"
she said, smiling, and feasting on his

bewilderment.

After the bubbling in his brain had a little sub-

sided, Evan breathed as a man on whom fresh air

is blown. Were not these tidings of release ?

His ridiculous pride must nevertheless inqiiire

whether Caroline had been begging this for him.

"No, dear—indeed!" Caroline asserted with
more than natural vehemence. " It's something
that you yourself have done that has pleased him.

I don't know what. Only he says, he believes

you are a man to be trusted with the keys of any-

thing
—and so you are. You are to call on him

to-morrow ? Will you ?
"

While Evan was replying, her face became
white. She had heard the Major's voice in the

shop. His military step advanced, and Caroline,

exclaiming "Don't let me see him!" bustled to

a door. Evan nodded, and she slipped through.
The next moment he was facing the stiff marine.

"Well, young man," the Major commenced,
and, seating himself, added,

" be seated. I want
to talk to you seriously, sir. You didn't think fit

to wait till T had done with the Directors to-day.
You'i'e devilishly out in your discipline, whatever

you are at two and two. I suppose there's no
fear of being intruded on here ? None of your
acquaintances likely to be introducing themselves
to me ?

"

' ' There is not one that I woidd introduce to

you," said Evan.
The Major nodded a brief recognition of the

compliment, and then, throwing his back against
the chair, fired out: "Come, sir, is this your
doing ?

"

In military phrase, Evan now changed front.

His first thought had been that the Major had
come for his wife. He perceived that he himself

was the s})ecial object of the \'isitation.

"I must ask you what you alhide to," he
answered.

' ' You are not at your office, but you will

speak to me as if there were some distinction

between us,
"
said the Maj or.

"My having married
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your sister does not reduce me to the ranks I

hope."
The iMajor drummed his knuckles on the table,

after this impressive delivery." Hem !

" he resumed. "Now, sir, understand,
before you speak a word, that I can see through
any number of infernal lies. I see that you're
prepared for prevarication. By George ! it shall
come out of you, if T get it by main force. The
Duke compelled me to give you that ajtpoiutment
in my Company. Now, sir, did you, or did you
not, go to him and deliberately state to him that

you believed the affairs of the Company to be in
a bad condition—infamously handled, likely to
involve his honour as a gentleman ? I ask you,
sir, did you do this, or did you not do it ?

"

Evan waited till the sharp rattle of the Major's
close had quieted.

" If I am to answer the wording of j^our state-

ment, I may say that I did not."
"
Very good ; very good ; that will do. Are

you aware that the Duke has sent in his resigna-
tion as a Director of our Company ?"

" I hear of it first from you."" Confound your familiarity !

"
cried the

irritable officer, rising.
" Am I always to be told

that I married your sister ? Address me, sir, as

becomes your duty."
Evan heard the words "

beggarlj'- tailor"

mumbled: "out of the gutters," and "cursed
connection." He stood in the attitude of atten-

tion, while the Major continued :

"
Now, young man, listen to these facts. You

came to me this day last week, and complained
that you did not comprehend some of our trans-

actions and aflfairs. T explained them to your
damned stupidity. You went away. Three days
after that, you had an interview with the Duke.

Stop, sir ! What the devil do you mean Ijj^ daring
to speak while I am speaking ? You saw the

Didie, I say. Now, what took place at that inter-

view ?

The Major tried to tower over Evan powerfully,
as he put this query. They were of a common
height, and to do so he had to rise on his toes, so

that the effect was but momentarj'-.
" 1 think I am not bound to reply," said Evan.

"Very well, sir; that will do." The Major's

fingers were evidently itching for an absent
rattan. "Confess it or not, you are dismissed

from your post. Do you hear ? You are kicked
in the street. A beggarly tailor you were born,
and a beggarly tailor you will die."

" I must beg you to stop, now," said Evan. " T

told you that 1 was not bound to reply : but I

will. If you will sit down. Major Strike, you shall

hear what you wish to know."
This being presently complied with, though not

before a glare of the Major's ej'es had shown his

doubt whether it might not be construed into

insolence, Evan pursued :

" I came to you and informed you that I coidd
not reconcile the cash-accounts of the Company,
and that certain of the later proceedings appeared
to me to jeopardise its jn-osperity. Your explana-
tions did not satisfy me. I admit that you
enjoined me to be silent. But the Duke, as a

Director, had as strong a right to claim me as his

servant, and when ho questioned me as to the
l)osition of the Company, I told liim what I

thought, just as I had told you."" You told him we were jobbers and swindlers
sir!"

"The Duke inquired of me whether I would,
imder the circumstances, whde proceedings were
going on which 1 did not approve of, take the

responsibility of allowing my name to remain—"

"Ha! ha! ha!" the Major burst out. This
was too good a joke. The name of a miserable

j'oimg tailor !
—"Goon, sir, go on!" He swal-

lowed his laughter like oil on his rage."
I have said sufficient."

Jumping ui>, the Major swore by the Lord,
that he had said sufficient.

"Now, look you here, young man." He
squared his figure before Evan, eyeing him under
a hard frown,

" You have been playing your game
again, as you did down at that place in Hamp-
shire. I heard of it—deserv'ed to be shot, by
Heaven ! You think you have got hold of the

Duke, and you throw me over. You imagine, I

dare say, that I will allow my wife to be talked

about to further your interests—you self-seeking

young dog ! As long as he lent the Comi)auy his

name, I permitted a great manj' things. Do j'ou

think me a blind idiot, sir ? But now she must
learn to be satisfied with peojile who've got no

titles, or carriages, and who can't give hundred

guinea compliments. You're all of a piece
—a set

of . . . ."

The Major paused, for half a word was on his

mouth which had drawn lightning to Evan's eyes.

Not to be baffled, he added :

" But look you,
sir. I may be ruined. I dare say the Company
will go to the dogs—every ass will follow a duke.

But, mark : this goes on no more. I will be no

woman's cidly. Mind, sir, I take excellent care

that you don't traffic in your sister !

"

The Major delivered this culminating remark

with a well-timed deflection of his forefinger, and

slightly turned aside when he had done.

You might have seen Evan's figure rocking,

as he stood with his eyes steadily levelled on his

sister's husband.

The ilajor who, whatever he was, was physi-

cally no coward, did not fail to interpret the look,

and challenge it.

Evan walked to the door, opened it, and said,

between his teeth,
" You must go at once."

"Eh, sir, eh? what's this?" exclaimed the

warrior : but the door was open, Mr. Goren was

in the shop ;
the scandal of an assault in such a

house, and the consequent possibility of his matri-

monial alliance becoming bruited in the news-

papers, held his arm after it liad given an involun-

tary jerk. He marched through with becoming

dignity, and marched out into the street ;
and if

necks unelastic and heads erect may be taken as

the sign of a proud soul and of nobility of mind,

my artist has the Major for lus model.

Evan displayed no such a presence. He re-

turned to the little parloiir, shut and locked the

door to the shoi>. and forgetting that one w.-is near,

sat down, covered his eyes, and gave way t

of tearless sobbing. With one foot in the

Caroline hung watching him. A pain

a tit

room

that she
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had never known wrung her nerves. His whole
j

manhood seemed to be shaken, as if by reguLir

pulsations of intensest miserj'. She stood in awe

of the sight till her limbs failed her, and then

staggering to him she fell on her knees, clasping

his, passionately kissing them.

(I'o be continued.)

TELEGRAPH REPORTING TN CANADA
AND UNITED STATES.

It is not surprising that an agent so useful

as electricity should, at an early period of its

application to telegraphic purposes, have been

forced into recpiisition by the conductors of

newspajiers. "The ordinary channels of iniorm-

ation,
"
as it is the custom in another place to term

the newspapers, would, without the aid of the

electric telegraph, present a very different ap-

pearance from that which they do at present. Elec-

tricity has, in fact, done for the press of our day
what the art of printing accomplished for knowledge
in the middle ages.
The agency of the electric telegraph was first

employed in a regular and systematic manner

by the newspaper press on the other side of the

Atlantic. Ever on the look out for means of

saving time or labour, the astiite Americans saw
when the first line of telegraph was erected between

Washington and Baltimore, what facilities the

new system would afford for the collection and
transmission of news, and they at once set to work
to discover some mode by which they might ob-

tain the maximum amount of information for a

minimum charge. To accomplish this task a vast

amount of ingenuity was displayed, and some of

the bitterest controversies which have distracted

the Union have been those which have been carried

on between "the gentlemen of the press
" and the

managers of the various telegraphic lines in the

United States.

Persons of sanguine disposition, who believe that

every great discovery in science is always made in

the interest of peace, will be disappointed to find

what an important part the electric telegi\aph has

played in connection with war ; and it is some-
what curious that the earliest news conveyed
by telegraph to the press of America was the

laimch of a slooji of war at the Brooklyn Yard, and
that the first regular organisation for the purpose
of telegra^jh reporting was formed for obtaining
news of the progress of the war in Mexico. A
daily horse-express was run between Mobile and

Montgomery, a distance of 200 miles, in order to

anticipate the arrival of the mail, and forward the
news by telegraph to New York and other places.
In 1847 the complete and efficient organisation of

what is termed the "Associated Press of New
York" was established, with "telegraph re-

porters" and agents in every important city or

port in the United States, as well as in Canada,
England, and other countries. The charge for

sending messages by telegraph was at first much
higher than is at present the case, and the great
object of the associated reporters was to devise
some means of getting as much as possible for

their money from the telegraph companies. As
the result of much anxious deliberation and fore-

thought, they at length prepared a complete system
of short-hand or cipher which, while it was per-

fectly unintelligible to the clerks of the telegraph,

was, when translated by those possessing the key,
found to possess remarkably elastic properties. A
message of ten cipher words would expand to

fifty or sixty, or even a hundred, when translated.

Some of the words sent were of enormous length,

and made up of syllables, each of which had a

hidden meaning, and when in combination defied

all the dictionaries of the civilised world. There

came, however, a limit to human endurance on

the part of the managers of the telegraphs, and

they ordered that no word sent by the Associated

Press shoidd contain more than five letters, that

the letters in every message should be counted,

and the whole divided by five for the number of

words, and charged accordingly. The new society

did not rest content with protesting against the

tyranny of "
Fog Smith," as they nick-named the

manager of the New York and Boston line, but they
ransacked the dictionaries for the jrarpose of find-

ing a siifficient numlier of words of five letters to

serve the purpose of a new cipher system, and
some thousands of short words were very speedily

selected, and were sent over the line, possessed of

even greater expanding powers than those under

the foirmer system.
From the many thoiisands of cipher words

which were adopted we will extract a few, in order

to convey an idea of the system as adopted by the
"
telegraph reporters." It was required to send to

different parts of the Union the particulars respect-

ino; the flour or wheat markets. The first word
of the message which would be sent commencing
^vith a consonant would express the "condition"

of the market
;
the second word beginning with a

difl'erent consonant would indicate the "price,"
whUe a third word which began with a vowel

woidd tell the "
quantity sold." Es'ery word sent

had, of course, its distinctive meaning attached

to it; thus "babe" signified "western is firm

with moderate demand for home trade and ex-

port ;

" " back" told that "the market is a shade

firmer, but that owing to absence of private ad-

^^ces, buyers and sellers do not meet ;

"
for

"bake "we read "markets dull; buyers do not

enter freely at the higher rates demanded ;

"

"bacon" was "
didl, but if anything a shade

firmer," and "basin" meant " there is a specu-
lative demand at better prices." The prices were

required, and for these words commencing with
the letter " C " were used. Thus "

camp
"

stood

for 5-18, "car "5-75, "carp" C"31, meaning, of

course, dollars and cents, and when it was required
to add half cents to the quotation, the letters
" ed " were added, so that "camp ed" was made to

stand for 5-1 8|, and so on. The quantities of

corn or flour sold were stated by words commencing
with the letter "A," as abaft, abuse, above,

abash, abate, abide, and others, each of M'hich had
its correlative numbers assigned to it in the

system. One instance will suflSce to show how

rapidly these cipher messages expanded when
translated. A message of nine words,

' '

bad,

came, aft, keen, dark, ache, lain, fault, adopt,"
told the following interesting facts :

" Flour

market for common and fair brands of western is
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lower, -with moderate demand for home trade and

export. Sales 8000 barrels. Genesee at $.5-12.
Wheat prime in fair demand, market firm, common
description dull, with a downward tendency ;

sales, 4000 bushels at $1-10. Corn, foreign news
unsettled the market ; no sales of importance
made. The only sale made was "J.^OO bushels at

67 c," or a total of sixty-eight words. "
Fog

Smith " once more issued his edict, and decided
that no English word should l)e S})elt with more
than three letters, but by this time tliere were com
peting lines of telegrai)h in existence, and the able

manager "locked the door after the steed was
stolen.

"

On the extension of the telegraph system,

arrangements were made for sending reports of

the proceedings in Congress, and for this a more

comprehensive and ingenious system of ciphers was

adopted, but founded upon the same princii)le as

that employed for commercial news, and an
immense niunber of congressional phrases and
forms of speech were represented by their par-
ticidar cipher. Thus " bacon " was equivalent to

saying that "a report was brought up from the

Committee on Agricidture ;

" and "bawl" that

"an interesting debate followed, in which several

honourable senators took })art." The fact of a

report being brought up from the committee on

military affairs, was represented by the M^ord

"l)ad," and the word " bribe "
signified that a Bill

to reduce and graduate the price of public lands

was taken up and discussed
;
in fact, almost every

variety of judicial, diplomatic, and executive

phrase was provided for in a voluminous and alpha-

betically arranged code of ciphers. "When the

scrap of news was received from Congress, the

cipher words were not only translated into their

legitimate meaning, but they were very largely

amplified, being treated in many cases as a clergy-
man woidd deal with a small text for his sermon.

Some occasional mistakes have occurred by this

practice, which have been ludicrous, and sometimes

highly inconvenient. On one occasion when a

measure was under disciission, the telegram stated

that a certain Whig orator addressed the senate,

but the wires of the telegraph being interrupted,
no portion of the speech came to hand. The

recipients of the message considered what were
the probable objections which a Whig woidd have

to the BUI in question, and a very violent speech

against it was duly printed the next morning.

TJnfortimately the honourable senator had spoken
and voted in exactly the ojiposite direction. On
another occasion the want of due attention to the

cipher word caused a serious mistake. Among
the words which were adopted in the system was
"dead." Its eqiuvalent was, "after some days'
absence from indisposition, the honoiirable gentle-
man reappeared in his seat." Now it happened
that the venerable senator John Davis had been

unwell, and had again taken his place in the senate,

and the telegram sent was "John Davis dead."

The words of the message were not translated but

adopted literally ;
and immediately the sade^entwas

communicated all over the Union of the death of

Davis, who, on the following day, had the privilege
vouchsafed to but few persons, of learning what
was the opinion of posterity upon his private life

and public career. In this countiy Ixjrd Brougham,
and more recently the Duke of Buckingham, have
had the privilege of reading their memoirs under
circumstances similar to those of senator Davis,

It is, however, in connection with the foreign
news that the most strenuous exertions and
greatest activity is displayed l)y the telegraph
reporters of America. They have fast sailing
yachts, which put out to sea to meet the l'2uropean
steamers, board them, carry oil' the heads of the
latest news, and si)eedi]y transmit the latest

intelligence over the continent. Among the
earliest of these attempts, was the ol)taii)iiig and
transmission of the news taken out by the Em-opa.
The foreign news by that ship was forwardetl
from New York at ten minutes past eight in the

morning, received at New Orleans, two thousaiul
miles distant, l)y the telegraph lines, and hiuig up
in the Merchants' Exchange by nine o'clock on
the same morning. The mode adopted was to

direct the agent of the Associated I'reas at Liver-

pool to prepare a synopsis of commercial news up
to the latest moment of departure of the steamer,
in such a form as to be ready for transmission the
moment the steamer reached New York. Some
" news boatmen " were ordered to cruise in the

harbour and watch for the steamer ;
and as soon

as she came up to quarantine, the bag of news
was handed to one of the boatmen, who imme-

diately made all possible speed with oar and sails

to the city, and then to the telegraph office, with

the prepared message. By this means the

news is not imfreqiiently received at New York
some time before the steamer is alongside the

quay. On one occasion great anxiety was felt

respecting the safety of the Atlantic, one of the

American line of postal steamers. News was

brought by the Africa, that the Atlantic was safe,

and the pleasing intelligence was known in all

parts of the country long before the ship that

brought the ne^vs had come to her moorings.
The intensity of delight with wliich the news was

received is thus described by Mr. Jones, one of

the earliest members of the Associated Press. He

saj's :
—" At last the news came. It was read

aloud to them—'The. Atlantic is safe!'
—when

there arose loud and enthusiastic shouts of joy.

It flew from mouth to mouth, from one extremity

of the city to the other, along the shipping,

among the ship-yards and ship-l)uilder3, among
those who had worked on the mis-sing ves.sel. It

flew abroad to the suburban towns. It became a

theme of exidtation at the hotels and theatres.

In some of the latter the managers came ou the

boards and announced to their auditors,
' Thr,

Atlantic is safe!' which was followed by the

rising of the whole audience to their feet, and

giving the most deafening and enthusiastic ap-

plause. In our whole experience in telegraph

reporting we recollect no instance in which a

piece of news gave such universal delight. No
battle ever won in Alexico diffused greau:r satis-

faction in New York than the safety of the noble

ship AtLantic.
"

These endeavours to anticipate by the tclegr,i]>h

the receipt of news by the ordinary means arc not,

however, contined merely to the neighlwurhootl of

New York and Boston. A fast-sailing y;voht h.is
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recently been provided, which is stationed near Cape
Race on Newfoundland, for the purpose of inter-

cepting the shijis in the Atlantic and obtaining
from them the highly-prized "latest news." The
steamers crossing from England or Ireland make fui-

Cape Eace, and when they ajiproach the cape, they
run np a signal or fire a gxm to attract attention. The
newsmen are on the alert, and start off with the

yacht to the large steamer. A tin canister or box
made water-tight, and to which a flag is fixed

which can be seen at considerable distance when
in the water, is thi'own overboard, and this con-

tains the latest news made up at Liverpool or

Galway. The yachtsmen make for the small flag,

pick up the box, and make all speed to St.

John's, Newfoundland, from ^^'hich place the news
is immediately telegrai)hed to all parts of Canada
and to the United States, a distance of more than a

thousand miles. The news is carried across a country

great part of which is little more than a savage
wilderness, over lofty hills, deep swamps, and
almost impenetrable woods. It passes by sub-

marine telegraph from Newfoundland to the

American continent, over a portion of the lines to

Nova Scotia and New Brunswick, and thence to

Portland, state of Maine, where the American sys-
tem of telegraphs commences. The news from

Europe thus precedes the arrival of the steamers

by several days.
When the Whig Convention met in Philadelphia

in 1848, great anxiety was felt as to the residt of the

proceedings in the nomination for the Presidency,
the chances lying between General Taylor, Mr. Scott,
General Scott, and Judge M'Lean. As the tele-

graph across the Hudson river was not completed,
a mode was devised of supplying the deficiency by
means of a system of coloured flags, which Avere to

be displayed and repeated by signals at diff'erent

parts. A A\hite flag was to denote that the choice

had fallen on General Taylor, red and diff'erent

colours for the other candidates. It so happened,
however, that, unknown to the telegraph reporters,
the brokers and stock-jobbers of Philadeljihia had
also a system of telegraphing the prices of stocks

and upward or doAvnward movements of the money-
market by the use of coloured flags. One of their

men on a commanding position waved his white

flag, as a signal to one of his own confederates at a

distance. It was mistaken by one of the signal-
men of the reporters who forthwith rushed to the

telegraph office, and the wires in every direction

were giving out the exciting news, that General

Taylor had been nominated by the imjiortant con-

vention. Portland, and some other towns—favour-
able to the gallant candidate—"blazed" away
with salutes of a hundred gims, and gave vent to

their gratification in the usual api>roved forms. In
this case the telegraph, imfortunately, went
" a-head "

of the fact.

Greater experience, and improved modes of work-

ing the telegraphic lines, have now removed many
[

of the difficxdties which, at an earlier period of
i

theii- establishment, restricted their iise for the

pm-poses of the daily press, both in the United \

States, and in this comitry. Even a President's

message does not now offer any difficulty to the
conductors of the telegraphs, and column after

column of these long and prosy official expositions of
i

the ijolitical principles of the government at Wash-

ington are carried safely along the slender wires

to all parts oi the country. On the same day as

that of its delivery, the message at Washington,
has been placed on board the steamers starting
for Europe from New York or Boston. Speeches of

some great American orator on the Kansas ques-

tion, or the ajipropriation of some plot of waste

land in the Far West—and in which are included

dissertations on the creation of the world, the

Deluge, the origin of evil, the decline of the

nations of antiquity, the marvellous growth and

develojmient of the American people, some very
"

tall
"

compliments to the "
Eagle

" and the
" Star Spangled Banner ;

" and glowing prophecies
of the destiny of the great republic

—travel as easily

along the silent highway of the electric fluid to the

newspaper-offices of New York and Boston, as the

prices of bread-stuffs. The ragged urchins of New
York who vend the daily papers at two cents,

are aiding in carrying out that which Congress,

repoi-ting in favour of the first telegraph line con-

structed in America, said, "From a feeling of

religious reverence the human mind had hardly
dared to contemplate.

"
E. McDermott.

JAPANESE FEAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERAED OSBORN, R.N.

CHAPTER V.

The execution of the disobedient Christian

priests and the death of Taiko-sama, followed, as

we have already said, close upon each other. The
new emperor, beset with difficulties, paused for a

while in the prosecution of his predecessor's views

against the Portuguese and Spaniards, although it

appears that the natives of the country who had
become Christians were treated with unmitigated

severity
—death or recantation being their only

alternative. We need not dwell on this painful

episode in Japanese history, but there is no doubt
that between about 1.580 and 1620 nigh upon a

million and a half of Christiaiused natives perished,
and that the Euroj^eans after the year 1600 made
few fresh converts.

Spain never appears to have had any great
commercial relations with Japan, and directly the

Franciscan monks were banished from Japan, the

Spaniards may be said to disappear from the field,

except by the accidental wreck of a galleon, bound
to Acapidco, upon the west coast of Niphon, and
the exchange of courtesies which ensued from the

generous treatment they received at the hands of

the Japanese authorities. The Portuguese, how-

ever, maintained their trading ports at Nangasaki
and its neighbourhood, and the Jesuit priests con-

stantly recruited from the great college at Goa,

perseveringly intrigued to regain the ground they
had lost in the confidence of the riding classes.

Portuguese interests, however, were doomed to

receive a blow from a quai'ter whence danger
could then have been little anticipated. The

ships of Holland and of England, not men-of-war,
not royal ships, but those of their enteri^rising

traders, were about this time, struggling to reach

a land of which marvellous tales were then rife in

the seaports of Rotterdam, Loudon, and Plymouth.
Drake and Cavendish in 1577 and 1586, brought
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home such astounding proofs of the untold wealth
of the various nations dwelling upon the shores
of the great South Sea, and of the arrogant
weakness of the twain bullies of Home who
wished to monopolise the plunder of those heathen,
that the stout burghers and hard}"- seamen of

Northern Europe, determined to contest that right
in spite of Dons, Jesuits, or Incpiisition. In ir)98,

two expeditions sailed from Holland—one from
the Texel, and the other from Rotterdam. The
Texel squadron of five ships M-as purely Dutch,
commanded by one Jacques Mahay, whilst the
Rotterdam fleet was a combined one, two oiit of

the four vessels being English. It is M'orthy of

note that the pilots of both these fleets were

Englishmen, who had obtained great experience
in long voyages. For instance, we find that in

the Texel fleet there was WiUiam Adams of Gil-

lingham, and his good
friend Timothy Shot-

ten, who had circum-

navigated the globe a

few years previously
with Cavendish ; whilst

in the Rotterdam fleet

another of Cavendish's

old followers, Captain
Melish, undertook a

similarly responsible
task. It is foreign to

otir purpose to follow

these stoiit seamen,
these pioneers of Dutch
and English enterprise,

wealth, and success in

the East, through their

long and hazardous

voyaging. The Rotter-

dam fleet saw and
heard but twice of

their brethren during

many years, and in

neither case was their

intelligence cheering.
In the Straits of Magel-
lan, they met one of

the Texel ships much
shattered by weather,
her crew broken down
and disheartened, and

only anxious to escape
Fusi-hania seeu through the rain. (Fac-simile.)

back in safety to their homes. They reported, how-

ever, that the ships in which were embarked the

English pilots, Will Adams and Shotten, had pro-
ceeded into the Great Sea. Our Rotterdam friends,

following Drake's example, went direct from a

little promiscuous plundering on the coast of South
America to the Philippine Isles, in the hope of

capturing something that would enrich them, and

repay all their sufferings. Less fortunate, they
had more hard knocks, and found no pieces of

gold, no ryalls of i)late, no galleon ladened with
Mexican silver to exchange for Chinese produce.
However, we find them one December morning of

1600, boarding off Manilla, a Japanese vessel,

which had been twenty-five days out from a port of

that country ; and Oliver van Noort and Captain
Melish then first learnt and recorded the news of the

thriving trade of the Portugals in Japan, and how
Japanese vessels came south "ladened with i.reciouB
metals, and much victual." The strong n..rthea«t
monsoon of that season forbade Captain Mt-lish pro-
ceeding in the direction of the much to be desirwl
El Dorado, so he wisely turned highwayman, and
obtained at " an easy rate," as he naively remarks,
all that they wanted, excepting gold and silver.

During the cruise of this Rotterdam fleet we are
told incidentally, that whilst in Borneo they heard
from a Japanese ship, of the ultimate fate of the
last of the other Dutch expedition. There is

something touching in the words, in which Melish
records his information. "We then heard," he

says, "of a great Hollander by tempests shaken,
which had put into Japan, the company by
famine and sickness all but fourteen dead !

"
Let

us turn to the adventures of that great Hollander,
and her gallant sur-

vivors. On a si)ring

morning, supposed to

be the 1 1th April, 1 GOO,
a sea-worn, temjicst-
tossed vessel drifted

rather than sailed into

a port upon the east

coast of Kiu-siu, or

Bongo. She was the

only survivor of the

squadron of five which
had sailed from the

Texel in 1598. The
last of her consorts,

piloted by Timothy
Shotten, went down in

the deep sea of the

North Pacific, and she

(The Erasmus), had
:iiiich to do to reach

any haven. From the

letters subsequently
received from Japan,
^vritten by the English

pilot of The Erasmus,
we learn how dire

was their necessity ;
for

when the anchor was

joyfully let go in that

port, "hard unto Bun-

go," he, Will Adams,
of the strong heart,

and ten others of her company were only able to

creep about uj)on their hands and knees, and the

rest, amongst whom was the captain, looked every

moment for death. The Japanese received these

new-comers with kindness, and the authorities

were not a little astonished to find there were

others, as bold seamen, as enteqirising navigators,

as they of Portugal and Si'nin.

The Zio-goon, or Tai-koon, sent for William

Adams, and must have been interested in the

honest fearlessness of the old scur\Tr-stricken

sailor, who, having tenderly bid his shijinLitea

Good-bye, and commended his soul to God, boldly

told the successor of Taiko-sama that his countrj--

men had long sought the Indies for mercantile

purposes, and that his sovereign was at war with

all Portugals and Spaniards, though at peace with
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the workl beside. The Tai-koon, no doubt, was

not sorry to see the prospect of European aid, thus

heUl out, to rid himself of the threatening military

preponderance of those two great powers. If

others dare beard the Don, why might not he ?

And the Japanese monarch must have marked the

contempt of the Hollander and Englishman for

the military prowess of those two nations of

southern Europe that had hitherto carried all

before them in the East. The Portuguese and

Jesuits used all their arts and influence to have

the wretched crew of The Erasmiis executed as

pirates. They failed signally ; and, although The
Erasmus was confiscated, and her people desired

to consider themselves to all intents and purposes

Japanese, the kindness they experienced in other

respects was very great. WiU Adams became
in time the European adviser to the emperor, and
for years afterwards we constantly meet the name
of our honest pilot as the transactor of business

between the court of Yedo and the subjects of

foreign powers. Mindful of his friends the Dutch-

men, he secured to them, in 1601, a place of trade

at a place called Firando, an island off the west

coast of Kiu-siu, not very distant from Nanga-
saki. Indeed, m his own quaint way, he teUs us

as much in a letter bearing date January 12th,

1613. " The Hollanders being now settled," says

Adams, "I have got them such privileges as the

Spaniards and Portuguese could never get, and
last year those nations tried to employ me to

obtain them like advantages ; but, upon consider-

ation of further inconvenience, I have not sought
it for them." There is little doubt, from the

rapid decadence of Portuguese commerce and
influence after the arrival of The Erasmus and
William Adams, that Englishmen and Dutchmen
contributed in no small degree to enhghteii the

Japanese as to the best mode of getting rid of

those then* first European friends. Year l:)y year,
fresh restrictions, fresh annoyances, rendered the

position of the Portuguese more and more intoler-

able, and at last they may almost be said to have

voluntarily withdrawn, leaving the field clear to

their more energetic oj^ponents, the heretics of

Europe. The Portuguese went not away empty-
handed, and either through their system of com-

merce, or system of plunder, they drew off a

quantity of gold from the country which, for

those times, seems almost fabulous—so much so,

indeed, that it became a common saying amongst
the Portuguese of Macao, "that if they could
have preserved the Japanese trade to themselves
for a few years more, that the streets of that

colony would have been paved with gold kobangs ;

"

a boast only on a par with the offer of the

Spanish citizens of Lima, who tried to induce the

emperor to visit that city by offering to lay down
silver ingots for him to travel upon from Callao to

the city gates, a distance of eight miles. According
to one writer the sum of gold and silver carried
off by the Portuguese during three years amounted
to the enormous figure of 2,713,795/. sterling;
but the Hollanders subseqiiently exceeded this con-

siderably, for, by an estimate made by ]\Ir. Rendall
in his curious compilation of Japanese information,
they exported, iu some thirty years or so, ni<Th

upon tAventy-nine and three-quarter millions'

worth of the precious metals from the two ports
of Firando and Xangasaki.

Whilst, on the one baud, the emperor thus

liberally entertained the newly-arrived Dvitch-

meu and especially our countryman (indeed, he
raised him to the high offices of imperial tutor,

and charged him with the responsibility of con-

structing vessels U2:)on the model of The Erasmus),
the Roman Catholic Christians in Kiu-siu were

perseveringly persecuted ;
and when they, in

despair, flew to arms, they were ultimately

exterminated, and, sad to say, in that flnal ex-

tinction of the faith implanted by the brethren of

Xavier, the Dutch took a lamentable part. We
need say no more, than that they subsequently
suffered the deepest humiliation, and although, as

the poet observes—
Gold helps the hurt that honour feels,

the Hollanders, in their wretched prison of Nan-

gasaki, had, for centuries, to regret that they
should have allowed themselves to he tempted by
Asiatics to take a part in exterminating men
who, v.'hatever were their faults, were never-

theless fellow Christians. The success of the Tai-

koon against the rex)resentatives of those two gi-eat

jiowers whose colonics and forces had hitherto

awed the kings and nobles of all Eastern nations,
rendered him perfectly at liis ease in the treat-

ment of the Dutch and English. At first they
were granted most liberal concessions. The treaty

arranged by Captain Saris, in August, 1613,
between the Emperor of Japan and King James
was a great deal more liberal than any which
ambassadors of to-day have been able to negotiate,
and the freedom with which the Dutch and

English passed and rejiassed from one part of the

countrj^ to the other, and the insight they obtained

into the manners and customs of this singular

peo[)le was very great. That commercial and per-
sonal liberty was, however, very short lived.

The English factory was voluntarily abolished at

Firando about 1620, a year after the death of

WiU Adams, and the Dutch were ordered to

occupy the vacated prison of Desima, in the har-

bour of Nangasaki,
—an imjirisonment from which

they may be said to have been only released by
the perseverance and pertinaciousness of the

Americans in our day, who have almost insisted

upon Japan 1:)eing again opened to the intercourse

of foreign nations.

Between those distant years 1600 and 1650,
the opi>ortuuities of studying the Japanese
people were very great, and we cannot accuse

oiir friends the Dutch or our own countryman of

having failed to take advantage of them. The
information they gleaned, however, is spread over
such a vast area of print, and often given in such

impalatable forms, that the wheat is in most cases

buried under a mounta,in of chaff, and it is only
now that we are in a position to separate one
from the other. There is hardly a prospect of

our countrymen being able, for many years to

come, to pass and repass as our forefathers did in

the interior of Japan. It may never arrive,

perhaps, that another Englishman shall be taken
into royal favour, and be granted estates and
rank like unto a lordship in England, with eighty
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or ninety retainers to support liis rank
; and we

must therefore content ourselves, for the present,
with the commercial advantages secured by the

Earl of Elgin, and satisfy ourselves as to the con-

dition and habits of the people of the interior of

Japan as they were reported and observed by our

forefathers. Happily for us, the aspect of an
Asiatic nation does not change as rapidly as in

Eui'ope. A picture of any state in our quarter of

the globe drawn two hundred years ago would

hardly be recognisable to-day ; but it is not so in

Japan, China, or many other places wo could
name. The Japanese of to day are juut the
same peojile lirst seen by Pinto and ].r:ii8ed by
Xavier. The very cut of thuir garinenUi in un-

changed, they shave the tops of their heads and
brush up their back hair as in the sixteenth cen-

tury, aud although their curiosity and skill are as

great as when they imitated tlie jtetrnnela of their

Portuguese visitors and Toledo blades of the

Sjianiards, yet they are in all otlier re^ijccts that

same people of the isles of the day-dawn who

Sti-eet in the suburb of Ycdo. (Fac-simtlc.)

repelled Kiiblai-khan's fleets and armies, and pre-

ferred heathen independence to the Christian

vassalage of the Church of Rome.
Let us turn therefore, to the people them-

selves, and leave the history of their foreign

relations until we again take up the theme, in tlie

modern visits to Jajianese seaports. The iirst

thing that strikes us is the strange coincidence

Ijctween Marco Polo's report of 129'), and the ac-

counts given in letters written by Adams three

hundred years subsequently, of the general cha-

racter and disposition of the Japanese. He dwells

especially upon the good administration of tho

laws, and the order everywhere prevalent, as well

as the courtesy and valour of the people. Uut it

must not be denied, that there was a dark side to

this picture, for none of our writt-ra pretcn<l th.it

the Japanese are a lieaven-born race, free from tho

usual taints of frail mortility. Jealous of forenjii

interference, contented with their own laws and

institutions, they at the same time, unlike tho

Chinamen, were fuU of curiosity as to the
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habits, manners, arts and sciences of other nations.

Every visitor to Japan was struck with their

intellectual superiority over all other Easterns—
their sound sense, and powers of reasoning, their

ready wit, keen perception, and great taste. The

Jesuits, the soldiers and merchants of Europe, all

bear testimony to their quickness in acquiring

languages—their love for the exact as well as

si)eculative sciences. The self-possession and

self-respect, so ajiparent in the present day
amongst all classes, was constantly noted. " Their

rustics," said Ambassador Spex, "appear gentle-
men by the side of our churls :" and it was

remarked, in favourable contrast to the relative

position of Eiu'opean classes of the community in

those days, that although the inferiors were most

respectfid to their superiors, their superiors were
ever mindful of civility to those beneath them.

Brave, prone to appeal to arms, and ruthless in

battle, the Japanese exhibited at the same time a

strange contrast in a hardened indifference to the

sufferings of his fellow-creature : there was a total

absence of all piiiblic charity for the relief of the

aged or diseased
;

infanticide was frequent ;
and

there was an anomalous mixture of love and

respect for women and the sanctity of the

marriage tie, with legalised prostitution and pubUc
indecency. Then, as to-day, the stranger visiting
a Japanese city, was struck with the strange olio

of civilisation and utter barbarism—of extreme

delicacy and good taste, combined with grossness,
and disregard of those commonest conventionalities

which raise us above the beasts of the field.

Take, for instance, the preceding illustration,
that of a street in the suburb of Yedo. Evening
is setting in

; travellers are iinloadiug their horses
and seeking a hostelry for the night. INIark the
advanced condition of civilisation in the appear-
ance of the dwellings, the neatness of the road,
the trees allowed to grow as ornament and shade,
the monumental arch ei-ected to woman's vu-tue,
or man's valour, the policeman in the distance

;

and, above all, the mingling of the sexes, so dif-

ferent to what is generally witnessed in the East
;

and, lastly, mine host, of the Hotel of Ten
Thousand Centuries, praising the advantages of

his establishment to the passing traveller. Then
look at the reverse. The hotels are to be recog-
nised by the courtesans, who both in the balconies
and on the door-steps ai'e inviting the passers-bj'-.
The three travellers in the fore-ground are criti-

cising the poor girls, and debating at which hoiise

to put up. Neither parties seem in the least

ashamed of the part they are performing. This is

a trathful every-day scene, sadly illustrative of the
remarks we have just made

;
and we fancy the

admirers of the ancient civilisation of Greece
and Rome, will in Japan find a strong and
living example of the stand point to which those
various nations reached.
We have hxmdreds of sketches made by natives,

illustrative of the wayside scenes of Japan. They
were not made for the purpose of impressing
foreigners with the comfort and well-to-do ap-
pearance of the people, any more than of the

beauty of the scenery in the interior : yet there
is in all a total absence of squalor, misery, or
want. Could an artist, in most continental coun-

tries of Europe, we ask, sit down and sketch
what was passing before him in a street or on
a highway, without introducing figures from
which one would turn with loathing ? Not only
does it appear to be otherwise in Japan, but the
remarks of Euroi)ean travellers in the interior

confirm the fact to a very great degree. We do
not in Japan find, as in India, the roadside lead-

ing to some great shrine or temple beset with

starving disease-stricken pilgrims ; neither, as

Abbe Hue has recently seen in China, do you
meet with the tens of thousands who formerly
inhabited some prosperovis province, forced by
war or famine to leave their home, and marching
in quest of sustenance—an army of starving
creatures, more dangerous than wild beasts, more

destructive, wherever they come, than locusts.

Beggars there are in Japan ; but it appears to be
a lawfiU institution, not an unpleasant occupation,
and kindly supported out of the surplus of their

neighbours,—somewhat resembling the religious
mendicant societies once so common in Europe.
Yet the Japanese mendicants are original : the

beggars do not trust to j^our mere charity to

move your heart. If they be old, a,nd fail to

move you with the tale of their wants, they
immediately, we are told, change from grief to

gaiety, and either perform
' '

coach-wheels,
"
as the

London gamin does, or tell you some vdtty tale,

or sing a song,
—in short, attest the fact that

they are jolly beggars after all, and are ready to

earn their penny if you will let them.
The mendicant priesthood of Fusi-hama, men

who form their homes in lonely spots or dangerous
places around the immortal shrine they worship,
who giv^e themselves up to the contemplation of

what they believe to be the good and pure, praying
ever for the sinning sons and daughters of Nipon,
only mortify the flesh by abstaining considerably
from ablutions and in forswearing razors

; but

they have cosey houses burrowed out amongst
rocks and forest-covered ravines. Of course they
are necromancers ;

so were our early monks ; but
these worthy Yamanboos—piiests of the moun-
tain—marry and bring up their families of moun-
taineers, of whom the young lady portions are
notorious for their beauty, and would we coidd

say for theii- virtue also. These children—at

least the daughters of the mountain-priests—are
born to beg, as mendicants, unless their beauty
or talents induce the wealthier sons of the jJains
to raise them from their humble occupation to be
the mistresses of their households. Under the
term Bikuni, these pretty damsels travel in pairs,
clothed in a dress not unlike that of a sister of

charity, and frequenting the great routes which, at
certain seasons, are thronged with pilgrims and
travellers, these fair nuns are said to seldom beg
in vain. The artfid hood hides a laughing black

eye and rosy cheek, the modest robe covers far

too faultless and well developed a form to pass
xinscathed where warm hearts are untrammeled, in

a climate of Italian fervour, by those social rules

which we have the Poet Laureate's authority for

saying, "Sin against the strength of youth."
More than that, love and religion in Japan have

a certain mystic connection on which it were not
well to dwell. It comes of old, old time, and is
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not altogether heathecish. We all know how it

crops up here and there, as Michelet tells us,

amongst the mysteries of Rome, and even soher
Protestantism cannot deny that the abodes of love,
the Agapemones, are not confined to the neigbour-
hood of Tannton.

Fling not stones, therefore, most righteous ones,
at the poor priestesses of Japan. We, at any rate,
shall not, and insist iipon the fair Bikuni being
allowed to pass in peace until it shall please God
to call them to a better form of faith. For, after

all, is it worse to touch your heart and sympathies
by a pretty face, and a wild mountain chaunt,
than to do so by exposing the sores of a Lazarus or

the social horrors of a Magdalen ? Bikuni, thou
art as welcome to our mite as any beggar that ever

idled /upon the steps of St. Peter's, or cowered

imd^? the shade of Westminster.

The religious element enters so largely into the
social condition of the Japanese people that we
must allude to some of the different forms of faith

and superstition, the distinction beirlg but small.

Hecent visitors to Yedo, as well as those of olden

time, have been struck with the superior condi-

tion of the priesthood there as compared with those

of China. The attendance in the temjjles, the

orderly and reverent iierformance of the religious
services aU attest the fact that, in Japan, there

is none of that sad stoical indifference to any
faith, to over- ruling Pro^'idence, or a future

state, which renders the Chinaman such a hoi:)eless

object of conversion to Christianity. The old

Jesuits who did not love the Japanese ijriesthood,

acknowledged nevertheless that, amongst the

higher orders, there were men elocpieutly impres-
sive in their preachings, and that their rhetoric,

logic, as well as good manners and elegance of

style
—whether in conversation or their writings—was not a little to be admired ; in short, that

the chiu-ch of the devil—as they charitably styled
the Japanese religion

—was cpiite as well adapted
to enlist the feelings and touch the senses of the

lower orders as that of Rome.
There is much confusion as to the particular

form of faith which might be considered the state

religion of Japan ; but, so far as we can glean, it

appears to be a form of Budhism modiiied by the

Spiritualism of the ancient Sintoo faith. We
hear of many orders of priesthood, but those

of the highest class are indubitably better

educated, more intelligent, and far more re-

spected than in China. They are spoken of as

the encouragers of intellectual progress and educa-

tion, and the natives give them credit as the

introducers and inventors of many of their arts

and sciences. Next to these stood formerly, and
in all probability do still, three or more orders of

military clergy, somewhat resembling iu character

the knightly priesthood of ancient Europe. They
are, however, said to be unpoj)ular on account of

their turbulence, and of the bad odour they fell

into in the sixteenth century, when, by way of

checking the progress of Christianity and other

innovations, they, to the number of thirty thou-

sand, took up arms against their sovereign, and

actually captured the spiritual capital. The

Emperor Nebonanga punished them with great

severity ; but it seems likely that his assatwination
was brouglit about by this reactionary party, and
that the severities of Taiko-sama and his hostility
to Christians arose from a fear of thia iKtwerfill

confederacy of warlike priests. There are other
sects of the priesthood, who rigidly abstain from
all animal food, and spend a life of penance and
mortification. Celibacy, though not general
amongst the Japanese priests, ia enforced amongst
particular sects ^vith severe j)enalties, inconti-
nence being puni.shed with death. The IkkoiB
take charge of certain templed, in which hospi-
tality and kindness are earned out to a very pro-
fane extent

; they never, says a scandalised father,
trouble each other or dispute with the citizens

upon fpiestions of faith
; their temples are the

houses of good-fellowship, built in pleasant places;
in short, these are the Friars Tuck of Japan. And
lastly, wc have the mountain i>riesthoo<l, the Ya-
manboos before mentioned. All these sects are
more or less mendicants ; and amongst these

thrifty people a system of loans, not gifts to

the ministers of their Gods, has been intro-

duced, which is as perfectly uni(pie as the con-

clusion they arrived at, to prevent a dispute about
the colour of the "EvU One" bringing about a
schism in the church. Each sect declared the

said ])ersonage to be of a particular hue ; all the

churches were by the ears upon the subject, all

the authorities at variance ; the dispute became

serious, and was referred to the emperor ; he
solved the question with a wisdom worthy of

Solomon. The de\41, he declared to be of all

colours ! and we suppose the harlequin attire of

the Japanese policeman, as seen to-day, is to

remind those who stray from the' i^aths of virtue

and the law, that the representative of the many-
coloured one will have them unless they mend
their ways. But to return to the loans to the

Church
;
it is a standing law amongst the Jajianese

bonzes that he who lends them cash in this world

will receive in the next world the capital and ten

per cent, at simple interest. Bills of exchange

payable hereafter are didy given to the lender,

who carefully preserves them ;
and it is not

unusual for dying persons to leave especial tli-

rections as to these bills. They are generally

buried with the corjjse, in onler that principal and

interest may be claimed in the other world, as

well as to frighten olf the E\-il One, who Ls re-

puted to have a very natural horror of sucli

I.O.U.'s.

Another religious custom of a truly jminful

nature is often spoken of by all old writers

upon Japan, and that is the self-sacrifice of the

more enthusiastic priests in their desire to

inherit more quickly the blessings of the future

state. The neighbourhood of the giv;it religious

college of Conay
* is especially mentioned as the

scene of these suicides. The enthusiasts usually

announced their intention of proceeding U> the

other world on a given day, and exi)reas<Kl a

willingness to undertake any commissions for

» This college of du.iv appeirs to bo cI-tbo It} tlic nudcot

city of ScriinK:i, about uiilf w;iy between Tcdo nuii Osac.%. It

was visited ia 1619 by h Dutoli Embassy, wli.i M.v h.lher

repair all the learned of Jap;iu to dispute in tnool-^iy xai

philosophy, and tliey appejir to have witucascU sumo ol lho«e

suicidal attempts to reach Paradise.



266 ONCE A WEEK. [trEPT. 1, ISoO.



Sept. 1, I860.] THE GOVERNESS.
iti7

departed friends or relatives. They carefully
noted down all such messages in books carried for

the purpose, they loaded their wallets with alms,
and armed themselves with a sharp scythe, to

clear the road of the many thorns and briars said

to impede the i>aths to Paradise. Tiius o(piijii)ed,

the poor creatures would embark on a deep lake

in a small canoe ; paddling out a short distance,

they attached heavy weights to tiieir bodies, and

sprang into the water, whilst their admiring fra-

ternity calmly regarded them as men much to be

envied, and took care that the canoe should be

burnt with tire, as a vessel too sacred to be ever

defiled by being applied to less noble purposes.

JOLLY ANGLERS.
Four of us went out iishing,

Marj-, Fair3% 1, and the man :

No use in grumble or wishing,

People may catch who can.

Mary was lucky that morning,

Lucky almost, I think, as the man,
And she laughed with her sauey scorning
As the fishes they filled her can.

The man was lucky in hooking :

Off the perch with his trimmers ran,

And he caught us a dish worth cooking,
As your Maidenhead fiaherman can.

I caught nothing worth keeping.

Things about the length of a span ;

When a genilemau's lieart is leaping
He may strike a fish, if he can.

But Fairy, she made a capture,
On her darling own original plan,

And Fairy's eyes looked rapture
As her great soft violets can.

With a single line she made it,

0, such a line you'd have liked to scan !

One line, and the lady laid it

Where loving young ladies can.

In a gentleman's hr.nd she placed it

Before our Maitlenhead fishing began,
How his chances of fish were wasted,

Tell, lovers—who only can.

Over-night an enraptured dancer

Had handed a passionate note in a fan,

And tlie line was this gracious answer—
"

Y<ju may love me— if you can." S.

THE GOVERNESS.
HER HEALTH.

" The Governess ! What sort of governess?"
my readers may ask, in the first place.

Of four orders of female teachers, I do not pro-

pose to consider the case of those who have a

home. Women who have a home usually have

their health in their own hands ;
and all that I

can say to such has been said already.
It may be consideied that there are four orders

of female teachers : schoolmistresses, private

governesses, daily-governesses, and teachers of

music, drawing, dancing, and other arts.

There is no apparent peculiarity in the condi-

tion of the schoolmistress which can have much

bearing on her health. She h:us few or no
sj..

. .1

liabilities to ill-health
; and, if she is proi>ci;y

qualified, she has the essential advantage of ex-

emption from that dismal cla-ss of ailments, the
malndus d'ciiuiu. She has her trials, like every-
body else. There is a suburb of London where
the rides of the book-club contain, or did recently
contain, a provision that no person engaged in

education shall be admitted ;is a .subscriber. J •:

are still wives of merchants and majiufacti.i. :

who, pondering the prospects of their daughters,
say, "The truth is, no woman who h;w been

engaged in education ever can oljtain tlie position
of one who has not." There is still a reluctance

in men to refer to the fact that their motiiers or

sisters have kept a school. Between this mode
of feeling among grown peoi>lc, and the awe and
dread with which young people regard all educa-

tors, the schoohnistress may encounter some little

difficulty in society, till she has won lier own

way, and made her own friends
;
but this is no

hard^^hip worth mentioning in connection with
health. A woman whose nerves cannot staud

the prejudices of the ignorant and vulgar is untit

to be a schoolmistress, and is npt worth our con-

sideration here.

The schoolmistress has the grand advantage of

a line of duty accordant with her faculties.

Women are made for domestic administration ;

and the little realm of a school is precisely the

proper kingdom for an able woman who enjoys
the exercise of her faculties. She may l>e an

egotist, as anybody may ; but her occupation
adbrds no encouragement to that source of disease

and misery. Naturally, she should be incessantly

occupied, exercised, interested ; so as to have her

nerves in a good state. There are anxieties be-

longing to the function. The children arc faulty,

of course, more or less ;
and occasionally one is

corrupt
—a heavy anxietj', and grave embarrass-

ment and grief. Parents are often unreasonable,

ungrateful, or ill-mannered ;
but they can imj»ose

only occasional annoyance. In a general way the

schoolmistress reigns supreme in her i>roper do-

main, seeing, on the whole, a happy progress

made by her pupils in growth, and countenance.

and in moral intelligence ;
and finding at last that

she has been providing for her latter years a rich

store of friends, and the means of independence

when her working days ought to cease. It is

true, we see women mismanage their health in

that as in other positions. 1 have known a jiair

of them who set up a pony carriage, and sinnt the

afternoons in country-drives, who declaied that

they "had not time" to wash below their

shoulders. They had poor health ; and this wajj

the excuse for the afternoon absence ;
but tluy

could not be induced to rise one ipiarter of an

hour earlier, to relieve themselves of the obvioun

cause of their ailments. Inder no circumstancts

woidd they have " had time
"

to do what they

did not hke. The same may be said of habits of

late sittiug-up, insufficient exercise, an unfavour-

able mode of dress, and other follies of the kind ;

but the vocation itself seems, by the number of

aged schoolmistresses, to be, on the whole, favour-

able to longevity, ilany of us may recall some

cheerful specimen of the order; some gay old



268 ONCE A VfEEK. [Sept. 1, 1860.

lady, always souglit and courted by old pupils or

tlieir cliildren, free from personal cares, and full

of scholarly interests, as well as instructive

experiences. Not long ago, one was seen closing
a very long life, in the course of which she and

her younger sisters had educated many hundreds

of girls in a way which was then superior to any-

thing commonly seen, though it woukl hardly do

now : but it was so congenial a mode of life to

the venerable head of the household that, during
a long decline, and to the very last, her never-

failing delight was in the Odes of .Horace.

Charming old pedagogue that she was ! nobody
woidd have insulted her by j)ity for her mode of

life.

The daily-governess also has that great secu-

rity for health—a home. That is, in the provinces,
and for the most part in London, the daily-

governess lives with parents, brother or sister :

and if alone in a lodging, that retreat has the

comfort of independence and quietness, at all

events. To a woman who has seen many faces in

the course of the day, heard many lessons, and
walked several miles, there is great comfort in the

solitary room in the evening, where she can study,
or think, over her sewing, or write letters, or

otherwise institute some contrast with the bustle

of the day.
' ' Let me only have some room

where I can throw myself down on the rug in

the evening, and have myself to myself," was
once the aspiration of a diligent worker

;
and

the same thing is in the minds of hundreds of

women always. In possessing this partial liberty
and repose, daily-governesses have one of the ad-

vantages of the schoolmistress. But much of

the benefit is lost from the absence of another.

When i)hysicians tell us that by far the largest
classes of insane women in asylums are the maids-

of-all-work and the governesses, we see at once that

the two classes may have been affected by the same
evil influences,—overwork and imderpay. The

daily-governess is not usually so overworked as to

be deprived of a due sujiply of sleep, as the maid-
of-all-work is ; but, if successful, her vocation is

one of great fatigue ; and if not particularly suc-

cessful, she is sadly poor. At best, if she is em-

ployed in two or three families for six days in the

week, and about her work from seven or eight in

the morning till seven or eight in the evening,
she cannot possibly save money to secure anything
like an independence for her latter days. More-

over, few women so employed are at liberty to

appropriate the whole of their own earnings.

They are seldom alone in the world
;
and some

broken-down parent, some young brothers need-

ing education, or means to start in Hfe ; some sick

sister, or some graceless member of the family,

may carry oji" every shilling that is left, after the
barest food and clothing are paid for. It is pro-
bable that very few of the sixty thousand female
teachers in England work for themselves alone ;

and it is certain that an exceedingly small propor-
tion of them have any effectual provision whatever
laid by for tlie years when they can no longer earn.
It is no wonder that the gloom and the risks of

such a prospect weigh upon the spirits, and fret

the nerves. It is rather anxious work, counting
the weeks till the pay-day comes roimd

; wonder-

ing whether the employer will remember to be

punctual when the landlord is sure to be so ; and
when a new dress is absolutely wanted, and per-

haps school-books and stationery have to be paid
for ; or family calls are pressing. It is dreary
work emptying the purse when all is received that

can come in for weeks or months, and there is no

way of planning which will make the sum suffice.

If any is laid by, it is such a trifle that each act

of deposit is a reminder of the long series of

years during which the same pinching must go on,
without any chance of a sufficiency at last. This

sort of anxiety acting upon a frame already worn
with fatigue, may account for the overthrow of

many minds, and the shortening of many lives.

The daily-governess is subject to the evils of

our climate, like any out-door worker, and with
less choice than most as to working or staying at

home. Weary or rested, with or without a head-

ache or a cold, the giver of daily lessons must
fulfil her engagements, in all weathers, and with

perfect punctuality. She cannot rest in bed an
hoiir longer. She cannot Avait till a shower is

over : at each house she must appear as the

clock strikes, through all difficulties. The omni-

bus is an admirable invention for the class—cabs

being entirely out of the question, except at the

sacrifice of the means of hving ; but the omni-
bxis is no longer to be depended upon for speed
or regidarity : and a mere sixpence a day—two

threepenny rides—amoimt to neai'ly 8/. in a

year of working-days. A stout heart and gene-
rous spirit will reduce these evils to something
very enduraljle. The necessity of disregarding
variations of health is an evil, certainly ;

but it

l^resses upon many of the most prosperous people
in society, from cabinet ministers and the Speaker
of the Commons down to the popidar preacher and
the commercial traveller. The weather is really a

matter of small consequence to a healthy, active

woman, prudently dressed, and sensible in self-

management. Kain-proof coverings and stout

shoes, put off on entering the house
;
a bonnet

that covers the head
;
and under-garments that

may defy keen winds, may make the worst
weather as safe as the best. The regular exer-

cise is anything but a hardship, if it is not immo-
derate in amomit; and it need not often be that.

Perhaps the greatest temptation to a solitary, hard-

working woman is to live too low. If the i^hysi-
cians are right in saying that few Englishwomen
take enough of noiu-ishing food (though enough in

bulk of food that is not serviceable), the solitary
diner is too likely to take up with what is cheapest
and gives least trouble, instead of regarding it as

a duty to get good meals of the best articles of

diet.

A great blessing to this class has lately risen up
in the Ladies' Heading-room, at 19, Langham
Place. This institution, which has grown up out of

various needs, answers various excellent purposes ;

and among these there is none more pleasant
to think of than the comfort and pri\'ilege it

yields to working-ladies. Tdl now there has

been no establishment where a lady could go
alone for a luncheon, or half an hour's rest, such
as daily-governesses need in the intervals of their

engagements. Now, by an easy subscription, and
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satisfactory references, the daily-teacher oLtaius a

comfortable place to go to in an odd half honr
;

a jilace where there is a good tire, soap and water,
the newspapers of the day, and the best periodicals,
and a comfortable luncheon to be had cheap.
There are few chances for daily-governesses seeing

newspapers and reviews
;

and hitherto it has
been much too common to go hungry for many
hours of the day, or to snatch food in a shop, at a

dear rate, and in awkward circumstances. Now
that improvement has begun, we may hope it will

go on. The new refreshment houses may prove a

valuable resource to ladies emjiloyed within dis-

tances which will enable them to meet for dinner,
at a moderate contract price, or who may keep
one another in countenance at such tables dlidte

as will probably be instituted at the new esta-

blishments.

When the ill-health of governesses is spoken of,

however, the allusion is to the family-governess
class, which undergoes all the evils of the other

varieties, ^\ith grave and peculiar sufferings of its

own. I am not disposed to repeat here the well-

known descriptions and appeals, of which the

world's heart is weary, derived from the life and
lot of the governess, and used as tragic material

for fiction, or opportunity for declamation against

society. I have too much sympathy with the

class which suffer keenly and indignantly under
such picture-drawing as the Brontes, and many
other novelists have, thrust into everj^ house.

Keenly indignant women may reasonably be, who
know that the Brontes' prodigious portraits and

analyses of love-lorn governesses have been read

by their employers, and their pupils, and every
visitor who comes to the hoiise. They feel that

they have their troubles in life, like everybody
else ; and that they ought, like other pco[)le, to

have the pi-ivilege of privacy, and of getting over

their griefs as they may. They have no gratitude
for the Brontes ; and will have none for any self-

constituted artist, or any champion, who raises a

sensation at their expense, or a clamour on their

behalf. Moreover, there is too much to be said

on the part of the employers to render it at all fair

to carry on the advocacy which has thus far been

entirely one-sided. The worthiest of the governess
order are among the readiest people in society to

discern and admit the hardships of the employing
class who are at present very unpopular. They see

and feel what the sacrifice is when jiarents receive

into their home a stranger who must either be

discontented from neglect, or an intruder upon
their domestic party, who is scarcely likely to ])e

happy herself, or acceptable to them ;
and who is,

at best, a constant care upon their minds, and a

pei'petual restraint in their home. If it is so at

the best, what description could exaggerate the

misery of the household in which there is a series

of bad governesses ? From the overcrowding of

the vocation, bad governesses are very numerous ;—adventuresses who hope to catch a husband
and an establishment of one or another degree of

value
; fawning liars, who try to obtain a main-

tenance and more or less luxury by flattery and

siibservience
; ignorant pretenders, who, wanting

bread, promise things which they cannot do :
—

these, and the merely infirm in health or temper,

might furnish as much true material for domMtic
tragedy as any number of oppressed govenjesse*.
While the fact is so, it must be wrong to make a
party in favour of an employed ehixs at the

expense of an employing one which might make a
strong imiircssion in its own favour by condescend-

ing to an appeal to the imagination and passions
of society. Some of the best members of both
classes teU us that the relation of parents and
domestic governess is an essentially false one

;

and that all declamation and all reproach is con-

sequently thrown away upon it. This is a view
of extreme imiwrtancc, which demands grave
consideration. Meantime, as there are actually
far more governesses than are qualified for the
work to be done, and as the order will cer-

tainly continue to exist for some time to

we ought to consider what to desire, and wli .

aim at, in the case of the very sufTering class of

governesses.
The physicians have something else to tell ub,

besides the disproportion of insanity in that class.

The propensity to drink is occasionally seen among
them

;
and hence, no doubt, much of the insanity.

What is it that incites to drink ?—wretihediic.'t.s.

What is the cause of that wrctclicdiic-s ;—There
are several causes. These must be understood

before the health and morals of the class can ])c

rectified.

Among the commonest items of popular igno-

ranee, are the two ideas that to know a thing is

to be able to teach it
;
and that intercoxirse with

children is a thing which everybody is capable of.

Hence arisfs much of the suffering and destruction

of governesses.
As to intercourse with children's minds,—

there are multitudes of parents who are incapable
of it. It is even a rare spectacle M'hen the mother

who has been the best possible guardian and j'laj'-

mate of her infants is an equally good friend in

their childhood and youth. If it is so with

parents who have the di\'inc aid of maternal

instinct and passion, how can it be with tlio host

of strangers who enter into relations with the

children for the sake of bread? What arc the

chances that, in that multitude, any considerable

number can be found who can j'.-us easily into a

child's heart and mind, and be happy there?

Again, if we see in actual life that the faculty of

developing and instructing inferior minds ia

wholly separate from that of acquiring, holding,

and using knowledge,
—the former being also more

rare than the latter.—what are the chances in

favour of children being well taught and made

intellif^ent by any out of a host of candidates who

are examined in regard to their acquir<>ment.'<, but

not about their faculty and .art of enabling others

to learn ? Our business now is only with the

effect of these mistakes on the health of

governesses.
In their chiss, a-t in socii'ty generally, thrr

very few who have such synipath)' \nth chil

as is necessary for ])assing life with them. Tho.«o

who have that sympathy generally find a n.itunU

exercise for it, and are not likely to t,ike wy th-ir

objects of affection at random. To .all others, a lif«>

spent with children only is a terrible i>cnalty.
Tlie

pecidiar requisite organisation Iwing absent, not
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even mothers can get over the irksomeness. We
see it by the number of mothers who are strict

and hard with their cliihlren ; who are making
their children feel dc trop in their })resence and in

the house ; who first consign their little ones to

nursemaids and then to governesses, without a

sense of sacritice on their own 2)art, till jealousy

awakes, when nurse or governess has won the

ittle hearts.

The same temperament in a governess makes

her life almost unbearable. So does a love of

study, whether in the way of books or art. So a

dozen other characters of mind which are aggrieved

by the perpetual restlessness of children,—by
the incessant interruption they caiise,

—by their

importunity, their irritability, and the petti-

ness of their minds and interests. Living all day
and every day with these little companions, with

a consciousness of not getting on well with them,
or doing well by them, is cause enoiigh for a per-

petual fever of mind and wear of nerves, leading
to illness, to failure of temper, to a resort to

stimulants by slow degrees. A lower order of

governess will, in the same circumstances, grow
despotic and savage,

—the demons of the school-

room \vho have destroyed so much J'oung pro-

mise, and shed a blight over the whole life of early
victims.

The mere absence of the special power of teach-

ing is nearly as bad. The children seem stupid :

lessons become to them a mere infliction, and the

notion of knowledge a terror. A child who cries

every day from the same distress is doomed to

ill-health ; and so is the teacher who sees no
result from her toil biit growing stupidity on the

part of her pupils. These are the governesses who
are to go to Bedlam by-and-by.
A wise and experienced clergyman once said

the very kindest thing, and the richest in meaning,
which could be said to a young governess about

to leave home for the first time :
" Don't be too

anxious to give satisfaction." There is no need to

enlarge on the significance of this advice. It is in

itseK guidance to jiower, health, comfort and
cheerfulness : biit it is for the few only who have
the natural gifts requisite for their work. Those
who are not in instinctive alliance Avith the

children must be anxious about giving satisfaction

to the parents.
These are the wearing cares under which health

decays. Then there are the privations. No mothei-,

brother, sister, or friend to speak to every day—or

any day ; no domestic freedom under which life

flows on in a full and easy stream ; none of the
social considei-ation which persons of all ranks

enjoy in their own homes ; no choice of friends and

companions with whom to travel and enjoy the

daily stage of life ; none of the support which

family love and pride afford to self-respect. These
and many more are the privations endured by the
alien of the household.

Of the mortifications I will not speak, because I

could not do it without having to explain why I

consider that the weakest point of the governess's
case. I have no sympathy vdt\\ the governess who
thinks so miich more of herself than the children
as to stipulate for a place at the table when there
are dinner parties, and for a permanent invitation

to the drawing-room in the evening. Her pupils
want her most when everybody else is engaged in

hospitahty ;
and she certainly cannot keej) iij) her

qualifications, or increase her knowledge, if she

spends all her evenings in society instead of

study.
One of the embarrassments of the conscientious

governess is to decide between gaining knowledge
and losing ease and good manners by solitary study
in leisure hours ; and keei)ing her social ease and

losing knowledge and power by going from the

school-room to the drawing-room. Each miist

decide for herself in her own case ; but there

seems to be no doubt that the ease of mind which
arises from a cultivated intelligence is best pro-
moted by a general habit of intellectual pursuit,

sufficientlj^ varied by social intercourse. A close

and equal friendshi}) in the house or neighbour-
hood is an impossible blessing to a resident

governess. With the mother it is out of the ques-

tion, from their irreconcileable jiositions in regard
to the children

;
and with anyone else it is practi-

cally (and naturally) never tolerated.

Then come the personal anxieties,—inseparable
from the position. Every governess must want
to earn money, or she woidd not be where s'he is ;

and she has no means of earning enough for her

peace of mind. The salary does not afford any
prospect of a sufficient provision when health and

energy are worn out.

Sir George Stejihen, who, as the legal champion
of a host of governesses, knows more of their

circumstances than jierhaps any other man of his

time, declared* that he knew of one governess

being paid 400^. ayear
;

of three receiving ;iOO)!.,

and a few more 200/. ;
but that 120/. was the

received limit of salary for the most accomplished
ladies. Kot many get more than 80/. There is

no occasion to set about 2)roving that a woman
can lay by very little out of 80/. or 100/. a-year,
after paying for her clothes and washing; her

annual journey home or elsewhere ;
medical

advice, and the means of pursuing her arts and
studies. The accumulation must be so small

at best, that the encouragement to save is very
weak. It rarely happen.s, too, that the governess
has only herself to maintain. In most instances,

every shilling is wanted as it comes in. And
then, how vast is the majority of cases in which
there cannot possibly be any surplus at all ! Every
few months some sort of protest is publicly
made against parents who advertise for a governess
who is to do the work of three persons for ten or

fifteen guineas a year ; but the evil of insufficient

pay goes on. It must go on till governesses are a

less numerous and better qualified body than they
have ever been yet. I have seen Quakers sur-

prised at my exclamations on hearing that in

wealthy families in their body fifteen pounds
was considered a sufficient salary for the family

governess. It is true, the Quakers permit no

liauperism and no actual want in their sect ;
so

that worn-out servants, gentle or simple, are

secure from the workhouse
;

but it is a fearful

thing to give, and yet more to receive, such a

pittance as can barely provide clothing in acknow-

ledgment of the entire devotion of the life, of all

* •"Giude to bervice." Ihe Govekness. 1S44.
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the time and all the powers. Per.sons who are not

Quakers, however, nor bound by the (^)uaker rule

of maintaining the helpless of their own sect, jiay
less than that pitifid salary ; twelve pounds, ten,
and even eight. The comparison of such salaries

with the wages of servants has become a common
theme. My business with the subject now is in

view of its effect uj^on the health of this class of

hard workers. What can be tlio state of nerves of

a woman who, by laborious and })recarious means,
is earning a present subsistence, with no prospect
whatever before her at the end of a few years,
and no particidar relish for the time which lies

between. She cannot avoid hearing the dreadful

stories that we all hear, every year of our lives, of

old governesses, starved, worn out, blind, para-

Ijrtic, insane, after having maintained relatives,

educated nephews and nieces, ])ut themselves out

of the way of marriage, resisted temptations of

which no one but the desolate can comprehend the

force, and fought a noble fight, without receiving
crown or tribute. If the testimony of physicians
is true as to the existence of intemperance among
this class of working nuns, how can we wonder,

any more than we shoidd at the same weak-

ness, if it were practicable, within the Avails of a

convent ?

Sir George Stephen pointed out, sixteen years

ago, that one of the singular evils of the lot of

governesses was the absence of combination, and
even of esprit de corps. Servants stand by each

other, almost as artisans and operatives do ; but the

governess is, or was then, all alone and desolate.

The anecdotes given by him of the helpless misery
of girls worth ten times more than their oppressors
in all but wealth, would be scarcely credible, if

they were not seriously disclosed as evidence on
which legal proceedings had been grounded.
Matters have mended since then. Governesses

are protected, pensioned, counselled, and aided ;

and they can insure, and save, and buy annuities

to advantage. Various new occvipations have
been opened to women, and more will open

continually, lessening the pressure upon the pro-
fession of education. Still, there is misery enough
to impel us to inquire what more can be done ;

and ill-health, in jiarticular, which afTm-ds the

gravest admonition that there is something yet

fearfully wrong.
The profession is understood to preclude mar-

riage in all but a few exceptional cases. I will

not go over ground fully treated by Sir George

Stephen, but assume that the fact is so
;
as indeed

the observation of any person living in society
must pronounce that it is. This enforced celibacy
can be got rid of only (or must be got rid of first)

by shortening the period of professional woi-k, in

the case of young governesses. This can be done

oidy by means of a large increase of salary ;
and

that increased salary again can be had only by
raising the cpiality and lowering the number of

governesses. We shall arrive at the same issue

in considering every one of the special disad-

vantages of the occupation. The conclusion is

always the same—that there must be far fewer

goA'ernesses, and of a far better qiiality. Then the

experiment may be fairly tried, whether the whole

arrangement is too faulty to last, or whether its

advantages are sufficient to aflford it a new atart,
on better terms for all parties.

Meantime, female education ia aomcwhat im-
proving. That is ])erhaps the chief .

'

,

in the case. A high order of edu( .

women who may have to become governeHs<-.s will

keep out of tbe profession a multitude win. now
get a footing in it

; and the more highly (pialilifii
a woman is for the office of educator, th--

'

will suffer in it. The main obstacle to th

diate improvement of female education,—the
indifference or the grudging reluctance of parcnta,—is a sore trouble at ]ircsent ; and wlieii frcah

instances of close economy in the cducatifin of

girls, combined with ostentation in other m.attera,
come under our notice, we are ajjt to doubt
whether the day of grace and justice will «ver
ai-rive. But it is approaching. With such iiiati-

tutions as the Ladies' (JoUcges of Lonrlon and

Edinburgh before us, and while ob.serving the

troops of certificated students whom they aend
forth to educate the rising generation, we cannot

rationally doubt that the profession of the gover-
ness is about to assume a new aspect. The time
must be nearly at an end when ])arents can aave

the exj>ense of schooling for their whole batch of

daughters, including sons under ten years old, by
engaging a young lady on the wages of a nurse-

maid. When the time comes for the schooling to

be paid for in the governess, if not directlj' for the

children, there may and will be fewer governessea

employed ; but tliere will be more money spent

upon them, and a higher consideration awarde<l

to them. Either that, or the arrangement will

expire. Each is only a question of time.

The next i)oint of importance is the opening of

a variety of industrial occupations to women, by
which the greater number may earn a resjicct.ihlo

maintenance more suitably and hap]>ily than by
attempting to teach what they have never j>ri>-

perly learned. The relief to the over-crowded

governess class of every draught from their num-
bers into a fresh emplojincnt needs no showing.
All encouragement given to the eflbrts and the

industry of any other class of working women
benefits the governesses.

There is another resource, of such evident

fitness and efhcacy, that I wonder more and

more that English parents have not long ago

adopted it with the vigour they will one day ahow

about it. Wherever we go among parents of

the middle class, we find the one gnawing anxiety

which abides in their hearts is the .head of their

daughters "having to go out as governesses."

"Anything but that!" says the father, when

talking confidentially after his d.iy's work at the

office, or the mill, or the counting-house, or in

going the rounds of his patients. "Anything
but that !

"
sighs the mother, as she thinks of her

own girls placed and treated as she h.as aeon ao

many. Yet we see, year by year, the .lisporsion

of families of ]ietted darlings, or jimuil aspirant,'*,

whose fathers have died, leaving them peninle-v.

Now a barrister,—now a ]>hysician.
—novr a clergy-

iua,n,—with a merchant or l>anker, or country

gentleman here and there.—dies in middle life, or

in full age, without having had courrt-'.- t.. warn

his dear ones, or to admit to himself what waa
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coming. There is nothing for the girls bnt to
"
go ont," either as governesses or emigrants ; and

it is imiiossible to say which is the hardest.

There is a way of saving all this, and, at the same

time, of improving the prospects of the governess
class. If the method were generally known, it

must snrely have been extensively adopted by
this time : and if it is not so known, it ought
to be.

Mr. Brace, the American traveller, has explained
to us the structure and operation of the Danish
institution of "the Cloisters," which, if we knew
anj^hing about it at all, we had supposed to be

something in the way of a convent ; whereas its

main principle is the commercial one of mutual

assurance, applied to the case of a provision for

daughters. In ancient days, no doubt, it must
have had more or less of the conventual cha-

racter
;
but the essential parts of the scheme are

fit for the handling of middle-class parents in our

maiuifacturing towns, or the jirofessional classes

in the Loudon of our own day.
The Maiden Assurance Companies, which are

the present form of the old " Cloister
"

institution

of the Danish nobility, consist chiefiy of the

daughters of gentry of small fortune ; for nobility

there, as in Russia, extends very far down in

society. When a daughter is born, the father

deposits a sum—say 2000 dollars—in the funds of

one of the societies, reafisterins; the infant as a

member. By beginning thus early, and whole
classes joining in the scheme, all unpleasant

speculation as to probable marriage or single
life is obviated. The child receives four per
cent, interest on the deposit till she is married.

'When she is married, or if she dies, the sum
lapses into the general fund.

While single, she enters, with the names above

her, into the enjoyment of the privileges of

the institution, according as marriage and death
occasion vacancies. There are three stages of

privilege. The lowest, whose occupants are called

the third class, confers an income of 250 dollars,
and rooms and appointments in the institution,
where there is no conventual restraint, but

simply a comfortable jirivate residence. The
memljers of the second class have an income of

500 dollars, and those of the first class of 1 000

dollars, also with residence and appointments.
A member who has received nothing beyond the

interest of her deposit is entitled to a grant of 500

dollars, in case of becoming a widow in needy
circumstances. A member marrying after receiv-

ing nothing more than the interest maj^, when
the fund permits, have a dower of 1000 dollars

from it.

The property of these institutions has increased

very largely by means of the principle of assur-

ance. There is so much more marriage and death

among the members than ultimate celibacy that a
sound basis of assurance is afforded

;
while the

parents find their share of advantage in the

peace of mind attendant on the certainty of a

provision for unmarried daughters in good time,
and meanwhile a small income for purposes of
education.

Who can doubt that, such associations once

formed, they would be eagerly supported by pro-

fessional men, and parents of all classes in which
there is not a large accumulated property ? We
might have associations differing in their scale of

deposit and allowance with the station and pros-

pects of the members—from the physician, or

barrister, or engineer in large practice, who covdd

deposit 1000?. for each daughter, down to the

tradesman who coidd spare only lOOl. Even this

lowest sum might go far to keep unqualified
women out of the education market ; while the

highest woidd afford a real independence. The

project, illustrated by centuries of success in

action in Denmark, commends itself to the atten-

tion of parents in all European countries—as Mr.
Brace says it does in the American States. If it

ever gains a footing in England, it will be the

brightest event in the history of the governess
class.

It does not follow from any detail of the evils

of the governess system that it is always a failure.

Most of lis have known some one happy governess.
It certainly takes a great deal to make one—
natural constitution, in harmony with the natiire

of childhood
;

intellectual and moral i^ower ade-

quate to a great work ;
a nice union of self-respect

and modesty ; a steady good sense, resolution,

fortitude, and generous cheerfulness, not to be
daunted by personal privations and solicitudes—
all these are requisite to make a happy governess.
Some will s\iggest as an addition, favourable cir-

cumstances in her position ;
but such a governess

makes her own circumstances—not in the form of

money, but of opjiortunity to do her duty well.

Such a governess has also as fair a chance as any
woman of a vigorous old age, rich in ideas and

affections, if not in fortune.

Hajreiet Martineatj.

A GROUP OF GEAYES.

It is but a short walk from the former dwelling
of the living to the last home of the dead poet
Wordsworth. In the little garth of S. Oswald's,
Grasmere ("the lake of the. wild boar"), the

Churchyard of the Excursion, and the subject of

Wilson's verse, there are three lych-gates, accord-

ing to the country folk one for each of the parishes
of Ambleside, Grasmere, and Langdale. To the east

of the church, hung with a screen of larches, the

Eothaglides not far off, and under the gloom of j'ews
which he saw planted, are the graves of Words-
worth and his household. The turf is washed

green by summer dew and winter rain, and in

early spring is beautifully dappled with lichens

and golden moss. The graves are in a line, and a

pathway has been worn to them from the wicket-

gate on the bridge. Dorothy Wordsworth is the

name we read on the first grave—that of the poet's
favourite sister

;
then an interval filled by the

grave of Mrs. Wordsworth, near William Words-
worth

;
then the grave of Dora Wordsworth, with

the Agnus Dei, and the text,
" Him that cometh

imto Me, I will in no wise cast out ;

" then the

grave of her husband, Mr. Quillman, the trans-

lator of the " Lusiad ;

" and behind them,
marked by two little head-stones, the graves of

Wordsworth's two infant children. The inscrip-
tion upon the stone, written by Wordsworth, is :
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Six weeks to six years added he remained

Upon this Sjinful earth, by sin unstained.

blessed Lord, whose g0i>diit'ss then removed
A child which every eye that looked on loved,

Support us, help us calmly to resign

What Thou once gavest, now is wholly Thine.

Hartley Coleridge's gi'ave is behind, with the

inscription, graven round a cross entwined, with

thorn, "By Thy passion, good Lord, deliver me."
At the foot of the cross we read : "The stones

which mark the grave of Hartley Coleridge, eldest

son of (Samuel Taylor Coleridge, were erected by
his surviving brother and sister towards the close

of the year 1850." There Hartlej' Coleridge was
laid on a snowy day in January, the white-haired

Wordsworth following the bier, which was light
as that of a child, and a crowd of country people

filling up the pi'ocession. Before spring gave way
to summer, Wordsworth himself was Ijorue along
the same path by others to his rest.

" I have no

particular choice," Hartley Coleridge wrot*?,
" of

a churchyard ; but 1 would rei)08c, if possible,
where there arc no proud mouumenta, no new-
fangled obelisks or maiUjoleum.s, heathen in ev.rv-

thing but taste, and not ChriHtiaii in th wi.

Notliing that betukeueth aristocracy, unless it

were the venerable memorial of some old family
long extinct. If the \'iliage- school adjoined the

churchyard, so much tlie better. But all
''

must be a.s He will. 1 am greatly pleased .

the fancy of Anaxagonvj, whose sole request to

the people of Lampsacus wafj, that the children

might have a holiday on the anniversary of his

death
; but I would have thi; holiday on th-

of my funeral. I would connect the happini-
childhood with the peace of the deatl, not with

the struggles of the dying." The shadow of

Grasmere churchyard, where at that time tliere

were no obelisks, wa-s probably in the jKXjt'a

thoughts, "i should not like," he said t<t a

»Si^'-

:\§w''^<-^W^
Wordsworth's Grav^'.

friend, "boys to play leap-frog over me, but I

would not mind little girls running over my
grave." The little building by the gate on the

north no long time ago was the school-house.

There little Barbara Lewthwaite was taught ;
and

as Wordsworth one day looked in, he saw " that

child of beauty rare
"
reading in Lindley Murray's

selection the poem he had written, and, as of

course, very vain of the compliment he had paid

her. The interior of the church is very different

from what it was at the date of the Excursion.

Churchwardens' whitewash and paint and hideous

pews have defaced all the features of interest ;
and

the old Basilican fashion of men and women sitting

on opposite sides of the nave, and the custoui ot

flower-bearing, are the only relics of the olden time.

The monument of Wordsworth, near the spot

where for so many years on Sundays his place was

never vacant, is decorated with his favourite liowers

daisies and wild celandine ; the inscription is m

follows, slightly altered
fromthewonlsof Mr.Keble

To the memory of

William Wori'Swortii,

a true Philosopher and Poet,

who, by the special calling of

Almighty God,

whether he discoursed on man or nature,

failed not to lift up the he;irt

to holy things,

tired not of mainUiining the cau.so

of the poor and simple,

and so, in perilous times, was raised up
to be a Chief Mini^ter,

not only of noblest j^ic-sy,

but of high and S:icred Truth,

this memorial

is placed here by his friends and ncighboum,

in testimony

of respect, affection, and gratitude,
anno 1851.
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Hero, rather than in the long-di-awn aisles of

Westminster, the memoi-ial of the poet appears

appropriate ; bnt, indeed, he needs no monument.
As king as the mountains stand and the lakes

brighten the dales which once he celebrated, and
with which now his name is imi)erishably asso-

ciated, he needs no other monnment than his own
immortal verse, which he has bequeathed to all

who can apjireciate and love what is ])ure and

good, and beautiful and holy—a KrriiJ.a t'y Th aei.

M. E. C. W.

TWO DATS IN WEIMAR.
" German Weimar "

is Matthew Arnold's

picturesq^ie phrase, summing in one word the

many characteristics of the modern Athens.
The modern spirit, the spirit of scoffing and
fast travelling, has been so much diffused, even
over Germany, though accepted only in a limited

sense as regards speed on railways and still

resisted by eilimcjen, that few towns retain that

idyllic aspect we are accustomed to call Ger-
man. No town, to me, retains it so completely
as Weimar

; and it is fit that simplicity, which

lingers last with great men, should plant its

extrema vestigia on their long abode and resting-

place.
When I woke in the morning, and went out

into the streets, I felt as one who wanders through
Pompeii, and expects at each turn to meet a
resuscitated ancient who has slept through time.
The streets looked like rows of toy-houses. The
absence of all movement, the listless air of the

town, confirmed the impression. And Avhen,

tm-ning a corner, I came on a statue looking as

much at home on its pedestal as if it had stepped
up there, with an air of unconsciousness, not j^vsc
as all other street statues, it seemed as it would
step down and resume life, or that statues walked
in the streets of Weimar like men. I stopi)ed

unpromjited before a white house in one of the
first squares I passed, nor knew till later it was
Goethe's house. Something there must be in all

that belonged to Goethe to make it stand apart
from all else of its age. Why should 1 look at his

house first, before churches or palaces, without

knowing it was his ? Why should I select a
small low cottage in the park, and say it was,
what it actually proved, his Garten-haus, unless
there is some cachet, some stamp of distinctive-

ness impressed on his dwellings, just as there is

on his works ?

Neither of Goethe's houses are to be seen, save
a part of his town-house once a week. Schiller's
house is always open. It is a low cottage of two
storeys, with a shop on the ground floor, and on
the upper floor the room he occupied. His bed,
the bed he died in, is still there

; his desk, which
he could raise or lower at pleasure, as he coidd
raise or lower the mind, and some other relics,

—
little pianoforte, some of his writing, and a few
books,—ore all that remain in his house. If you
want to see more of him, go into the world. Ask
the first German you meet, or the tenth of any
other nation. Go on the 10th of November, and
see aU cities on the continent uniting to celebrate
his name—enthusiastic crowds in every theatre

assembled to fete him. In front of the theatre is a

group recently erected of Goethe and Schiller

together, each holding one side of a wreath with
one hand, Goethe's other hand jilaced on his

brother's shouldei'. Schiller looks u]), as befits an
idealist ; Goethe looks straight before him, as

suits the man who united all views, idealist and
realist, as he united ai-t and science. There is

something friendly, something unstudied in the

group, that makes it come home to the heart
more than Schwanthaler's majestic Goethe at

Frankfort or Thorwaldsen's musing Schiller at

Stuttgardt.
What else I saw may be summed up in very

few words. A beautiful bust of Goethe when
young in the Library, realising all the rejiorts of

the beauty that made men look at him and stop

eating when he entered a room
;
a large statue of

him in a building in the jiark, called the Temple
Salon

;
and the coffins of Goethe and Schiller in

the Fiirstengruft, that is. Princes' Vault. The
two poets lie side by side, a little removed from
the obscurer princes, their cothns covered M'ith

bay-leaves. Karl August, the friend of Goethe
and Grand Duke of Saxe Weimar, wished his

coffin to be placed between the two jjoets, but

courtly etiquette forbade. It is better, much as

one respects a prince who could protect such great
men, that he should derive no adventitious honour
from being buried in a higher place than befitted

him. He might befriend them while they lived,
while fortune placed them lower than him, but
to sleep between them in death is no moi-e

allowed him than to patronise them in their new
sphere.
The Park of Weimar was my great resort. Laid

out by Goethe, changed from unreclaimed wild
to a shady pleasance, with winding walks under
the boughs, open spaces of meadow grass and
flowers, and a concert of singing-birds in this

young summer weather, it tempted to stroll

slowly through the cool alleys, or sit under the
shade and muse. Schiller's Walk was written
in this imi-k ;

and the poet might often be seen

wandering in it alone with his muse, turning
down unfrequented jiaths to avoid interrupters.
Here it was that Goethe, walking in that majestic
pone with his hands crossed behind his back, his

secretary following with the work he had broken
off in-doors to continue in the air, had to move
out of the path to avoid a labourer who stood

ga-^ing at him in mute amazement. The river
11m that runs through this park, in which Goethe
bathed day and night, to the horror of well-

regulated German mmds, did not tempt me
;

it

seemed dirty and small, more of a ditch than a
river.

One by one T called up my scattered recol-

lections, the thoughts which made the name
Weimar more familiar to me than any place that
had been my home. I wondered which square of

the town had seen the strange sight of Goethe and
Karl August, the young poet and the young
prince, cracking dray-whips by the hour. But
the earlier days, the (jenialtache zeit, had not so

strong a hold over me as the later time when
Goethe had developed from the wild youth into

the serene man, -\\hen he gave laws to the world.
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I thought of the decree he gave out to check the

vagaries of the Schlegels, and to reinstate classic

art in the ap]>rcciation of his subjects, of which
Heine says :

" After that, there was no more

question of the romantic school or of the classic

school, but of Goethe, and always of Goethe !

"

And the quotation from Heine recalled his inter-

A-iew with the Jupiter of Weimar, how the

majestic presence of the god drove out from his

memory ail his prepared speech, and he could but
stammer a praise of the plums that grew on the

way-side from Jena.

Happy thoughts, oue would su])pose ; yet they
filled me witli an invincible mi.'lancholy as I sat

in the park at Weimar, and looked across the

meadow space to Goethe's garden-house. What
right had I to be unhappy, who had not the

excuse of greatness ?

I returned to the tahle d'hote, and found an
antidote to any thoughts of past V/eimar in viewing
the reiiin that has succeeded to Goethe's. Perhaps
to a thinking man the folly that surnmnds him is

more mournful than the wisdom of the past, but
thei-e is at times something cheering in folly when

you are saddened by memories. A farce follows

a tragedy, and you are not so much shocked ; you
are relieved from lamenting the state of South

Italy when you hear Mr. Bowj^er's comments on
it. Thus, when I found myself at the fable

cVhote, in the midst of a liand of zuhunftiMs, I was

cheered, and listened without bitterness. Perhaps

you do not know the meaning of this German

word; it maybe literally translated "futurists,"
and is the name applied to those gentlemen who
cultivate the music of the future. This grandilo-

quent phrase has been given to a school of music

intended to supersede Mozart. Its prophet-in-
chief is Richard Wagner ; one of its heads is

Franz Liszt, the pianist, Kapellmeister at Weimar.
I fear it may be said of the name of this school,

as it was said of some poet's E[)istle to Posterity,
that it is never likely to reach its address ;

and of

its pi-etensions to supersede Mozart, what Person

said of Southey's poems, that they would be read

when Homer and Milton were forgotten, but not

tiU then.

Wagner, the chief prophet, is a better poet than

musician. He writes his own libretti, and very
well ; they merely need setting to music to be

excellent operas. The reforms he desires to intro-

duce on the lyric stage are more connected with

the libretto than with the partition. He has

succeeded in reforming the words, but another

school will be needed to reform his music. For,

however many reforms music can bear, there is

one it cannot bear, the omission of tune. Diffi-

culty of comprehension is but a slight impedi-
ment to the success of a musician, so long as he

conceals it beneath melody. But when he despises

melody, and is not to be understood, he appeals
to that limited class whose appreciation is like

St. Augustine's faith. Credo, quia impoiMbile,
is the original of Tadmire, because it is un-

intelligible.
Of Wagner's operas I have only a limited ac-

quaintance with one, Tannhiinser, at one time

considered his ultinuxtum, 1)ut now almost super-

seded. Twice I have tried to hear this opera ;

the first time 1 sat out two acts, the second tiiiK-
I could only sit out one. Its Rtoiy \n a iKipular
legend of Germany, telling how T.iiuilitt.wtr. a

knight and minstrel, was decoyed by a feui&lu

devil, once a goddess, and still named Venus,
to spend a year with her in her eiichaiit4.>(l hill.

On returning to life none would spvak with
him, so great was his crinn', ami hu h.id to

go to Rome to ask absi)lutiim from the Po|>e.
But the Pope, on hearing the enormity of hi«

sin, refused him absolution, drove him out of

Rome, and he returned to the enchanted hill

to ])ass the rest of his life with \'eiiu«. This
is the legend which the reader will liud in

Heine's work, "De L'AUeraagne,
"
or iu " Lewes 'b

Life of Goethe."
The opera was to be performe<l that night at

Weimar, and ray neighl tours at the I'dtle tFlidte

held themselves in readiness to applaud it. One
was a Russian, on his way to England, who had

already preached the gospel of Wa;;nor in his own
land. He boasted that he had set the overture to

Tannhauser for four pianos and sixteen hands.
As the said overture is remarkable for the jiain it

gives the nerves wlien performed by a full orches-

tra, 1 shoidd be loth to hear eight musicians of

the future banging it out on four ]>iano3. The
rest of their conversation was in the same vein,

speaking with bated breath of Wagner and Liszt,

with occasional depreciation of greater names. It

was not without reluctance that 1 paid my two

shillmgs for a st.oll at the theatre. I had a great
desire to see the stage on which so many
of Goethe's and Schiller's works had been

performed, the theatre of which Goethe was

manager ;
but I had an idea that this theatre

was a building subsequent to their time, erefttnl

on the ruins of theirs. But putting this out

of the question, I wanted to have a glimpse
at the music of the future in its chief strong-
hold.

The difference between North and South Ger-

many, so puzzling to politicians, is nowhere more

ajiparent than in their music. The .South < Jerman

music is considerably qualified by the neighbour-

ing intluences of Italy, and exjiresses sentiment

if not passion ; the North German is confin<»d by

rules, and unless acted upon by some iH-ouliarity

in the composer's character, is pedantic. Meloly
is far more an object with South Gennany. though

search of it they almost ab.andon the hiijher

of music. Compare the fresh nvlody of

Mozart and Haydu iu their symphonies with the

correct but colder symphonies of Mendel8!»ohn ;

see how Beethoven was intbienced by his life in

Vienna. Wagner is almost universally .sooutol in

South Germany. It is in the North that his

influence prevails. His disciples woidd say with

Voltaire :

C'est du Nord aujourd'hui que nous vient la lumi^rc,

I only sat out one act. The overture waa lou<lly

aiq)lauded, not altogether undeserve<lly. It h.^9

great faults ; it is far too long, and the first part

abounds in passages that rend the oars, and send

a grating shiver through a sensitive framn ; hut

towards the end there "is some meIo<Iy and some

good instrumentation. But at Weimar the singers

m
aims
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seconded so cordially the Avislies of the com-

poser by singing out of tune, even beyond the

composer's own efforts, that it was impossible to

stay longer than the lirst fall of the curtain.

South Gennans would say they only sang the

parts as they were written, and would refer to

a caricature in which a leader of an orchestra

at a rehearsal of one of Wagner's operas was

represented stojiping suddenly and asking for the

partition.
" Give me your part," he says to one of the

instrumentalists. "There is some mistake. It

is in tune !

"

Wagner went to Paris last winter to try the

taste of the Parisian i^ublic, which considers itself

the most infallible judge of musical pretensions.
To be sure, when the young Mozart went to Paris

he did not meet with undivided approval. Wagner
may lay this flattering unction to his soul to com-

pensate for his failure. But how will he recon-

cile himself to the treatment he received from

Berlioz, on whose help he had relied, whom he
had considered his alter ego, the Wagner of Paris,
and from whom he received a most unflattering

dressing in the /eM;7fe<o« of the "Debats." That

Scndo, the musical critic of the " E6vue des Deux
Mondes," an unflinching lover of old music, and
the champion of Mozart, should attack an inno-

vator, was to be expected ;
but Berlioz, who had

composed unintelligibility to its most unintelligible

development,—Berlioz, who had written heroic

symphonies and obscured Beethoven,—if he de-

serted the cause of Wagner, who would support
it ? This was everybody's expectation, and to

everybody's surprise Berlioz took the oppor-

tunity to disclaim all connection with Wagner
and Wagnerism. And to a lady who said to

him,
' ' But you, INI. Berlioz, you ought to like

Wagner's music," he rej^lied in his feuilleton,

"Oui, madame, cninme j'aime 3, boire du vitriol,

comme j 'aime a manger de I'arsenic.
"

E. WiLBEEFOECE.

THE MEETING.

The old coach-road thro' a comraon of furze
With knolls of pines, ran white :

BeiTies of autumn, with thistles, and burrs,
And spider-threads, droopt in the light.

The light in a thin bhie veil peer'd sick
;

The sheep grazed close and still
;

The smoke of a farm by a yellow rick
Gurl'd lazily under a hill.

No fly shook the round of the silver net
;

No insect the swift bird chased
;

Only two travellers moved and met
Across that hazy waste. •

One was a girl with a babe that throve,
Her ruin and her bUss

;

One was a youth with a lawless love.
Who claspt it the more for this.

The girl for her babe made prayerful speech ;

The youth for his love did pray ;

Each cast a wistful look on each,
And either went their way. G. M.
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LAST WEEK.

POIJSON.

Thomas Winslow hcas been acquitted by the

verdict of a Liverpool Jury. He ^\•as charged with

tlie murder of Ann .Tames, by administering to her

antimony in small doses, whereby her death was

hastened, if not caused in the first instance. This

crime of poisoning is on the increase amongst us,

and we had best look round and see what steps
we can take to ensure ourselves against the

murderer who approaches the bed-side of his

%'ictim as a husband, as a wife, as a friend. Your

biu'glar or highwayman is, by comparison, an

honest villain—a right gentle ruffian, lie kills you
with a bludgeon—you kill him with a halter. He
levies war upon you, and is ready to take the con-

sequences of defeat. When one thinks of Palmer

and his doings. Rush is almost worthy of canoni-

sation,—always, be it understood, with the mur-
derer's doom as the first stepjiiug-stone to glory.
The modern poisoner has discarded the rough

agencies of his earlier brethren. He ti'eats you
secundum artem, and gives you the benefit of the

latest discoveries in toxicology. He considers your
circumstances—your little peculiarities of constitu-

tion—yoiu- habits, and then passes his arm under

your own, and, Avith soft expressions of sympathy
and commiseration, blandly edges you into your

grave. He knows that the business in hand is a

ticklish one. He is playing a game of chess—with

poisons and antidotes for his pieces
—

against Mr.

Herapath of Bristol, and Dr. Alfred Taylor of Guy's

Hosjiital for his adversaries, and must give them
check-mate—or stale-mate at the least—under very

sharp penalties in case of defeat. The two gen-
tlemen named are supposed to possess some skill

at the game.
AVhen one comes to think out the details of

these crimes, it seems as thougli the mere bodily
tortures which the victim must undergo, form the

smallest part of his suiTerings. He is struck down

apparently by disease, and acquiesces in his in-

firmity as the mere condition of mortality. We
must all part. The last half-choked words must

be s^Joken sooner or later, so that in idle grief

there is no use. That which alone can soothe—
even whilst it aggravates

—the pangs of those last

few days or hours is the consciovisness that those

whom we have loved are around us, and doing
what they may to conjure back the grim spectre

which is standing at the bed-head, and claiming us

as its own. Human affection is immortal, and cannot

pass away like a dream or a tale which is told.

But what if a moment should come when, upon

comparison made between the pangs of yesterday
and the pangs of to-day, a horrid suspicion stings

the brain sharply and venomously as though a

wasp had done it ? "Is that a murderer's hand

which, a few minutes back, smoothed the pillow
and the coverlid, and which is now wiping off the

clammy moisture from my aching head. It is the

hand which was pressed in mine at the altar—it is

the hand which, over and over again, exchanged
with mine the cordial grasp of manly friendship

—
but now ! My murderer is waiting on me. In ])lace

of medicine they give me Death. In i)lace of food

they give me Death. I cannot breathe my sus-

picions, save in the ears of the penoa who ia

kiUing me. I am lying helpless iu the miJjit of
millions of my fellow -creatures, who would ruah
to my rescue, if they knew how hard 1 am
bestead. Under the window there i.i the n

tread of the policeman, but I cannot cmi . . ,

my help." Such things have been, although in
most cases there is the doctor, and to hiui, at

least, the doubt may be expressed
—though the

expression is, for the most part, deftrred until it

is—too late. I'hosc secret murderers are the mu«t

mercifiU, who do their work (juickly. If our
relatives and friends nnist |>oison us, at lea«t let

them economise suffering, and not give u» time to

be aware of what they are alK)Ut. One would

willingly compromise for a bullet through tlie

head, or the quick, sharp streak of the assassiji i

knife.

One would suppose that Science was ever uioro

powerful for good than for evil. The same skill

which discovered fresh poisons, shoxJd disov. r

fresh antidotes—or at least, where the operaiMu
of the poison is too quick, fresh tests, so aa to

render impunity well-nigh hopeless. On the other

hand, juries do not like to hang scientifically, so

to speak—that is, upon the bare testimony of men
of science. They say that the discovery of to-day
is the error of to-morrow. No doubt mistakes

have been made. Doubts have been expressetl, if

the rulinc; of Mr. Justice BuUer was correct in

the famous laurel-water case. It is now adm •

that the tests employed to ascertain the preson

arsenic, when Mary Blandy was arraigned for the

murder of her father, only proved the jjresence of

some innocuous substance with which the arsenic

was adulterated. The Scientiric L'hymist may
make mistakes—the Hangman makes none. All

this is true enough; but juries are apt to lay

an over-stress upon it. Witnesses may bear false

testimony. Circumstanti;d evidence may bo

wrongly interpreted. The Analytical ( 'hymist, at

least, intends to be honest ; and the processes he

em])loys are less likely to result in error, than

ordinary reasoning ujjon ordinary events. H

stops short, to be sure : his testimony only . •

to the extent of indicating the presence or ab.«. i;

of the jjoison ;
and after that the question i.uU

within the scope of ordinary men. It is not,

however, very common in cases of poisoning, that

any great doubt i>revail3 as to whether poison w.-ia

the cause of death : the real difficulty always ia,

"Who gave it ?
"

This Liveqwol inquin,- w.ia no

exception to the usual nde. The victim's death

was caused—or at least her death was much

accelerated by small doses of antimony. So far,

there is no doubt. Nor in this case, as in that of

Smethurst, could there bo any hrsitation a.s <•
''

•

intention with which Thomas Winslow nAw.

tered the drug—supposing that he admini.'Jtoml it

at all. There could be no idea of ni'ila }yrori» in this

case. If Winslow put antimony at all in the pm.r

woman's broths and potions, his intcntion.i ^

evil. One of the most alarming features in

case is. that the poisoner had the discretion to

avoid all violent, or heroic ctTe.^U. You could

not say that Mrs. James was poisoned on tbif. .Uy

or that day in particular.
She w.is aflhctvd wuh

a somewhat sharp illness, and the poisoner assistc I
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the ailment by lowering her system, and disabling
hei' powers of resistance. The enemy was active

enough without the walls, and the traitor within

damped the powder of the defenders. How is

this form of injury to be met ? It is idle to talk
|

about the improbability that any pei-son coidd be
,

found capable of carrying out such wickedness.

People are found capable of carrying it out. By
some singular twist of the human mind or feelings

they actually acquire a morbid taste for witnessing I

the effect of their drugs upon their victims. The
\

Thugs of India took a professional pride in their

work, and enjoyed a case of judicious strangula-
tion. So it was with the child -poisoners of Essex

a very few years ago. They would take the little

creatvires home, and pet them, and poison them—
giving them now a kiss, and now a little arsenic.

It was the same thing in the Borgia days—the

same thins; in those of Brinvilliers. At a later

date Madame Laffarge brought poisoned cakes

into such fashion in France that the position of a

French husband had its drawbacks. We may be

astonished that Miss Madeline Smith did not find

more imitators ; and there was good reason for

fearing that Palmer might become the founder of'

a school. Although they did not make as many
proselytes as might have been anticipated, it is

grievous to be compelled to add that the crime of

murdering by poison is on the increase, and that

it is carried out for the most part in a way which
makes detection difficult, if not impossible. We
hear of certain cases—too many of them, indeed—
but the general opinion is, amongst those who
have had the best opportunities of looking into

this matter, that a large proportion of murders by
poison are never heard of at all. It is better to

look the tnxth boldly in the face.

Now this method of attack upon the citadel of

life is so treacherous, and so easily carried out,
that all precautions you may take against it are

insufficient. You may throw difficulties in the

way of procuring ]ioison
—you cannot wholly

prevent the sale. You may establish a careful

system of registration on death, and require certi-

ficates as to the cause of it in every case, but
these precautions are constantly evaded. Some-

thing more might possibly be done in either case ;

biit when all is done we have only checked, not
rooted out, the evil. Another point of very con-

siderable importance would be if juries were a

little more alive to the extent of the evil, and
woidd resolve to do their duty with imusual

severity whenever the crime of poisoning was
in question. They seem to do the very reverse,
and to reserve all their indecision and all their

reluctance to incur responsibility for the cases

in which they should be most decided, and
least disi)osed to tamper with the obligations
of their office. It is very possible that the fear

of consequences, and the apprehension of death
are not very powerful agencies for the prevention
of crime which arises from the play of violent

passion, or the pressure of extreme poverty. A
man in a frenzy of excitement, or one who is

driven desperate by destitution is very apt to leave
results to chance. Not so with the poisoner. He,
or she, pre-eminently calculates consequences.
When siich marvellous precautions are taken to

escape detection, one may be very sure that all

considerations which may affect the murderer's

safety are fully taken into account. Were the

chances of acquittal upon reasonably clear evi-

dence but slight, a poisoner woidd walk about for

some time with the antimony, or whatever it

might be, in his pocket, before he would dare to

Tise it. When the chances of acquittal are consi-

derable, of course precisely opposite results are

produced. The poisoner, as matters stand, is

aware that iudei>endently of the natural reluctance

felt by jurors to convict upon a capital charge,
there is the additional and still greater reluctance

to convict iipon scientific evidence. He is per-

fectly aware of this. It is a fact well knov\'n to

all persons who practise in our Criminal Courts,
that the behavioiir of the poisoner in the dock is

very different from that of any other prisoner who
is charged -with murder. He is neither depressed
nor elated—neither stolid nor rash in admission.

He knows that he is jilaying for his life, and plays
the game out with his wits about him. Impress,

therefore, upon this class of offenders that the

crime with which they stand charged is so

heinous iu the eyes of their fellow-creatures that

every efi'ort will be made to bring them to punish-

ment, if their guilt is established, and you at

once deprive them of one strong incentive to

crime in this particular form—namely, the strong

prohaVjility of impunity. No one can i-ead the

evidence given last week before the Liverjiool jury,
and not feel considerable misgivings as to the pro-

jiriety of the verdict. It was clearly established

that the death of the unfortunate woman, Mrs.

Ann James, was much accelerated by small doses

of antimony. Her strength and system were so

reduced by this treatment that she was unable to

hold out as long as she would otherwise have done.

It was proved that the prisoner was accustomed
to the use of antimony, and knew its effects. An-

timony was traced into his possession. It was
shown that he occasionally prepared food for the

deceased, and that she was violently affected after

partaking of food prepared by his hand. In parti-

cular, there was a cup of sago which Thomas
Winslow had prepared and placed at the bed-

side of Mrs. James in which antimony was
foiind. He had a strong interest in her death,
inasmuch as by a will she made during her ill-

ness, Townsend was left her sole executor, and he
alone knew of certain property which she had in

the Savings' Bank, and in gas shares. Antimony
was found in what passed from the poor woman's

body during life, and antimony was found in the

body after death. Nor can it be said that anything
like grave suspicion rested upon any other person,
who had access to her bed-side during her last ill-

ness. Townsend, indeed, endeavours to cast sus-

picion upon her niece, one Jane Caftarata, and her
husband

; but the method of his so doing, only
served to fix suspicion more heavily on himself.

It would be well that jurors should reflect upon
the consequences of their acts, before they allow

this crime of poisoning to go unpunished, if for no
other reason than this, that the poisoner is seldom
or never a man of a single crime. It seems to be
a law of mental pathology, that when you have

poisoned one person, you poison several. Where
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there is not mucli chance of tletection, and still

less probaoility of conviction when you are de-

tected, it seems so easy to get rid in this manner
of any one who may stand in yoiir way. Thomas
Winslow, after he was discharged upon the indict-

ment, was again taken into ciistodj^ upon another

charge of poisoning. It is said tluit three other

meml^ers of Mrs. James's family have died within
the last year from the eft'ects of antimony. He
is described as a small, thin, Tinder sized man, of

mean apjiearauce. His head is small, his hair

dark. There is intelligence in his face, but yet
more cunning than intelligence. His forehead is

low, his under lip projects. He is about forty

years of age. It is said that he was very
"

fidg-

etty" during his trial.

Of course it may well be, that the effect pro-
duced upon the minds of the spectators, who had
an opportunity of watching the demeanour of the

witnesses, may be different from that derived from
a mere perusal of the printed reports of the evi-

dence. Few persons who merely read the evi-

dence, will doubt that the Liverpool jury might
have weighed the matter a little more carefully
before bringing in a verdict of iVoi Guilty, in the

case of Thdmas Winslow, indicted for the murder
of Ann James, by poison.

justice's justice.

Surely Dogberry resides in the green county
of Hertford. Perhaps he is mayor of St. Albans.

The peculiarity about the Dogberry system of

administeriug justice consists in this, that it pro-
ceeds upon reasonably correct inferences from

imperfect or muddled premises. It is right as half

a story is right. It holds water lilco an Irish bull.

Granted that all that was passing in the justice's

mind were true, and that nothing else were true,

the Dogberry decisions would do well enough.
Here is a case in point. Quite recently a little

girl about twelve years of age named Ruth Harri-

son was charged with an assault upon Elizabeth

Kirby, a child about five years old. The whole

affair was a squabble amongst children. The first

witness called was a certain Mrs. Elizabeth Biggs,

who deposed that about five o'clock in the evening
she was sitting in her house in Sopwell Lane, in

the good town of St. Albans, when she heard

some children crying. The good woman went

out, when a little girl named Jane Lambeth told

her that a little girl named Paith Harrison had

been beating a still smaller girl named Elizabeth

Kirby. Jane was eight years old. Ruth was

about twelve years old. Elizabeth was five years
old. Hereupon the truculent, excited, and incau-

tious Ruth made the admission in the presence of

the witness that she had slapped Elizabeth, and,

so far from feeling any repentance for her offence,

she was prepared to do it again. Jane was present.

Jane stated to the Worshipful the Mayor of St.

Albans, and to his two yoke-fellows of justice, that

about six p.m. on the previous afternoon she, .Jenny,

being engaged in her own lawful affairs, was in

Sopwell Lane. She there witnessed the outrage
which was the subject of contention before the

Court. Ruth had hit Bessy a crack with her fist

upon the back. Jane then went in-doors, but on

coming out, she was greatly pained at witnessing
a repetition of the offence. Ruth being called

upon for her defence, iu effect pleaded »on asmuU
deiMsnc, and muUiltr tnanuH. It apixsarcd tlut
Ruth, just before the commission of the ofTciicc,
was engaged in the lawful and praiseworthy occu-

pation of collecting dung iu a Itiwkvt. IV-siiy,

being of malicious mind, and intending to obstruct

her, Ruth, in the course of her buBiness, came up
and kicked her basket about. In i>oiiit of fact,

Bessy was the original assailant. Whereui>on,
Ruth, being moved to anger,

" hit her twice with
her hand,"—it is to be presumeil, slapped ber.

There was no evidence forthcoming to show that

Ruth's statement was untrue iu any rcHpect, or at

all over-coloured. Hereupon his Worfihi|> the

Mayor, admitting that the case was a trivial one—in which respect he wa.s ]>erfectly right—
decided that, as an assault had been committed,
the prisoner must jiay a line of 8ixi>ence, fiM <./i

shillini/.s costs. In defaidt of payment, she must
be im])risoned for ten days. Ruth's mother

hoped the Mayor woidd send the child to jtrison

at once, for work was so bad, that it would be

im])ossible for her to pay the amouut. The

Mayor, in mercy, informed her that fourteen days
were allowed her to pay the line, but at the

expiration of that ])eriod the chUd must go to

prison if it was unpaid. The fourteen d.iys

have not yet run out, but it is to be hojMjd,

in the name of common humanity and common

sense, that some one in St. AUians has p.iid

the fine, and liberated the child from the

danger of being sent to prison. Her whole life

would, in all probability, be vitiated if she were

sent to a gaol. She woidd be marked for ridicule

and contempt amongst children of her own am-,

and it is not very likely that she would ever lose

the style and title of a gaol-bird. It is a verj'

serious thing to send a child to prison, and to give

a wrong bias to a whole life. Reformatori.-s and

Industrial Schools are admirable institutions, but

they are intended for a very different cla-ss of

children. If a child within the appointed limits of

age has been guilty of any offence which
brinips

him or ber within the grasj) of the law—and it is

clear that the parents are unable to give the child

such a training as will cause it to abstain from

crime— the Reformatory is a place of refucc,

rather than of punishment. So of the Industrial

School, where the child is proveil to bo a more

vagrant
—a little Bedouin of the streets. The

Industrial School may, and probably will, prove its

salvation. It is strange that these grown men

who, as a mayor and magistrates, must Ik; pre-

sumed to be persons of onlinary intelligence, couM

have arrived at such a decision. Supposing one

school-boy to hit another a box on the ear, would

they really treat that as an offence againi^t tho

criminal law ? Where offenders are of a ccrtam

age, i>uuishment is best left in the hands of the

schoolmaster or i>arent.

THK WISK MKN t)K THK KAST.

If the attention of Europe were not .<«o wholly

directed to the turn which affairs arc taking in

Italy, this sad business in Syria would be more

thought of and discussed. The assas-sinations com-

mitt.nl bv the Sepoys during the Indi.-iu mutiny,

however"horrible and shocking to Engli^lmion. ai

our own countrywomen and countrymen were

_l|
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the victims, were comparatively trifling when con-

trasted with the wholesale massacres of Syria.

Whole towns have been laid waste ;
in others, the

Christian quarters have been turned into a mere

shambles. Men have been murdered in cold blood

after they had been i)ersuaded to give up their

arms, by hmidreds,—ay, by thousands. Children

have been slain as the ruffians of the Indian Ba-

zaar slew them recently, or as the soldiers of the

Duke of Alva slew them in by-gone days. Of

the fate of the wi'etched women, one would rather

not think, save in so far as the exertions of the

European Powei'S may avail to liberate the survi-

vors from the hands of their brutal captors.

Many, indeed, escaped : but the fashion of their

escape seems to have been but a lingering form of

death. Here is a picture drawn by the intelligent

hand of the gentleman who has been deputed to re-

port from the spot to the ' ' Times" upon Ijhe state of

affairs in Syria. He was present at Bejrrout when
the refugees of Damascus arrived there. There was
a coliimn, mainly of women and children, com-

posed of from 2000 to 3400 souls. "
They were

widows and orphans, whose husbands, fathers, and
brethren had all been slain before their eyes, with

every indignity and cruelty the most barbarous

fanaticism coidd devise, and whose most comely
maidens had been sold to gratify the brutal lust

of filthy Arabs." The Syrian sky was glowing
like brass. The fugitives were parched with

thirst, choked with dust, afflicted with ophthalmia,
covered with flies. Here a poor creature was over-

taken in laboiu" ; there, another fell down dead.

Little children strove, and strove in vain, to draw
nourishment from breasts which coiUd supply none.
Old men and women sank down exhausted, and
when water was brought to them at last, their

strength was so far gone that they could not
each out their hands to take the cup. The

prevaihng character of this mournful company,
however, was apathy. Man had done his worst

upon them,—the well of tears was dried up.
Where they fell—there they lay. The survivors

staggered on, glaring before them with glassy eyes,
and had no pity for any one, neither had any one

pity for them.
How has all this crime come about ? What is

the meaning of this active antagonism, which
excites the followers of Mahommed to try conclu-

sions in so sanguinaiy a way with the followers of

Christ ? There is a kind of mental epidemic
which seems to have seized upon the Eastern
world. It broke out in India. There is now
little reason to doubt that the Mahommedans
were at the head of the Indian mutiny—the

Sepoys, mainly recruited from Oude, were but
the raw material in their hands. At Djedda it was
the same

thing;
—now this horrible tragedy has

taken place in Syria. We hear that unless vigo-
rous measures of precaution be taken, similar
occurrences may be expected in other provinces
of the Turkish empire. We are very apt to

exaggerate the degree of enlightenment of these
Eastern nations, and to attribute to them intelli-

gence, if not like our own, at least differing from
ours rather in kind than in degree. It is not that
we have dehberately arrived at this conclusion

;

for, in point of fact, if we reflect for a moment.

upon the course of events, and the gradual deca-

dence of these Eastern nations, it is clear enough
that for centuries past human intelligence must
have been on the decline among them. The
Western European wiU, however, scarcely be pre-

pared to admit the depth of their delusions. Evi-

dence upon this point can only be furnished by
those who have dwelt amongst them, and become
familiar with their real feelings and opinions. Now
it so happens that a French missionary who was
at Damascus previous to the massacre, and pro-

bably at the time it occurred, and who has spent

many years of his life amongst those Eastern

tribes, has thrown a little hght upon this obscure

matter. M. Jules Ferrette has addressed a long
letter to the "Reviie des Deux Mondes," which
has been published in the number for the 15th

of August. He tells us that during the Sepoy
mutiny there was imminent danger that the

massacres which have just now taken place in

Syria might have occurred. The Syrian tribes

believed that the Mahommedans of India

had invaded the British frontier and had pillaged
our capital

—London. The British Queen and her

Viziers had been driven away, and had taken

refuge at Constantinople. Russia was asking
for their extradition, in order to inflict xipon
them condign punishment for recent transac-

tions in the Crimea. The Sultan, however,
could not readily be moved to grant the humble

petition of the Russian Emperor, because it had
been represented to him that not long since, when
the Russians were troublesome, the British Queen
had displayed great alacrity in sending an army
and a fleet to the assistance of the lawful suzerain

at Constantinople. For this service, and for

similar services. Queen Victoria, the French Em-
peror, and the King of Sardinia had been relieved

for the space of three years from the necessity of

paying the tribute which is due from all infidel

vassals to the Commander of the Faithful.

Opinions were divided in Syria as to the

policy of this act of clemency, but the incli-

nation of Syrian judgment was against the

course taken by Abdul Medjid. All the zealots,

aU the men whom we should describe as ' ' earnest

politicians," thought that the Sultan had made a

mistake, and that the moment had arrived for

utterly exterminating the Infidels—even as it had
been done in India. The bombardment of Djedda
occurred at a very opportune moment, and some-
what modified the tone of public opinion. It

must also be remembered that, on their side, since

the Crimean War, the Christian population in the

Turkish provinces have been looking up. They
have cast aside the black turbans, and the
sad-coloured raiment which had been worn by
their forefathers, even as our own Quakers are

discarding their peculiar hats and coats, though
for very different reasons. Christian women—and
this seems to have filled up the cup of their

offence—have actually appeared in trowsers of

green silk—green, the very colour of the Prophet's
standard ! Again, the Christian population gene-

rally, taking advantage of the recent concession

extorted from the Sultan, have refused to pay
money in lieu of military service. These grievances
have tried the patience of the Wise Men of the East.
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; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

CHAPTER XL. IX WHICH THE COUNTESS STILL

SCENTS GAJIE.

Me. John Raikes and his friend Frank Remand,
sumamed Franco, to snit the requirements of

metre, in which they habitually conversed, were

walking arm-in-arm along the drive in Society's
Park on a line frosty Sunday afternoon of mid-
winter. The quips and jokes of Franco were

lively, and he looked into the carriages passing, as
if he knew that a cheerful countenance is not
without charms for their inmates. Jack's face, on
the contrary, was barren and bleak. Being of

that nature that when a pun was made he must
perforce outstrip it, he fell into Franco's humour
from time to time, but albeit aware that w^liat he
uttered was good, and by comparison transcen-

dent, he refused to enjoy it. Nor when Franco
started from his arm to declaim a passage, did he
do other than make Hmp efforts to unite himself

to Franco again. A fui-ther sign of immense

depression in him was tliat instcail of the cnative.
it was the critical faculty he exercised, ami r.ithcr

than reply to Franco in his form of sixeeh, he

scanned occasional lines and ohjected to jiartictilar

])hrases. He had clearly exchanged the sant.iiin

for the bilious temi)crament, and was fast strand-

ing on the rocky shores of jirose. Franco Ixire

this very well, for lie, like Jack in hai>pier d.iys,

claimed all the glances of lovely woman as his

own, and on his right there (lowed a strram <;'

beauties. At last he was onipelled to oh.'icrvc :

" This change is sudden : wherefore so downcvt ?

With tigrine claw thou mangiest my sjicei-h thy
cheeks are like December's pijipin, and tliy t-'upi.'

most sonr .'

"

" Then of it make a farce .'" said Jack, for the

making of farces was Franco's profes.sion.

"Wherefore so downcast I What a line J

VOL. III. M No. 6?.
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There ! let's walk on. Let lis the left foot forward
stout advance. I care not for the herd."

" 'Tis love !

"
cried Franco.

"
Ay, an' it be !

" Jack gloomily returned.
" For ever cruel is the sweet Saldar ?"

Jack winced at this name.
" A truce to banter, Franco !

" he said sternly :

but the subject was opened, and the wound.
" Love !" he pursued, mildly groaning. "Sup-

pose you adored a fascinating woman, and she

knew—positively knew—your manly weakness,
and you saw her smiling upon everybodj^ and she

told you to be happy, and egad, when you came
to redect, you found that after three months' suit,

you were nothing better than her errand-boy ? A
thing to boast of, is it not, cjuotha ?"

"Love's yellow-fever, jealousy, methinks,"
Franco commenced in rejily ;

but Jack spat at the

emphasised word.

"Jealousy!—who's jealous of clergymen and
that crew? Not I, by Pluto ! I carried live

messages to one fellow with a coat-tail straight
to his heels, last week. She thought I should

drive my cm-ricle—I couldn't aftbrd an omnibus !

I had to run. When I returned to her I was

dirty. She made remarks !

"

"Thy sufferings are severe—but such is

woman !

"
said Franco. "

'Gad, it's a good idea,

though." He took out a note-book and pencilled
a point or two. Jack watched the process sar-

donicallj'.

"My tragedy is, then, thy farce !

" he exclaimed.
"
Well, be it so ! I believe 1 shall come to song-

writing again myself shortly
—beneath the shield

of Catnach I'll agnation's ballad's frame ! I've spent
my income—or, as you grossly call it—my tincome,
ha ! ha ! in four mouths, and now I'm living on

my curricle. I underlet it. It's like trade—it's

as bad as poor old Harrington, l)y Jove ! But
that isn't the worst. Franco !" Jack dropped his

voice : "I believe I'm furiously loved by a poor
country wench."

" ^Morals !

" was Franco's most encouraging
reproof.

"Oh, I don't think I've even kissed her," re-

joined Jack, who doubted because his imagination
was vivid. "It's my intellect that dazzles her.

I've got letters—she calls me clever. By jingo !

since I gave up driving I've had thoughts of

rushmg down to her and making her mine in

spite of home, family, fortune, friends, name,
position

—
everything: I have, indeed."

Franco looked naturally astonished at this

amount of self-sacrifice. "The Comitess ?
" he

shrewdly suggested.

"
I'd rather be my Polly's prince
Than yon great lady's errand-boy !"

Jack burst into song.
He stretched out his hand, as if to discard all

the great ladies who were passing. By the

strangest misfortune ever known, the direction
taken by his fingers was towards a carriage
wherein, beautifully smiling opposite an elaljorately
reverend gentleman of middle ago, the Countess
do Saldar was sitting. This great lady is not to
be blamed for deeming that her errand-boy was
pointing her out vidgarly on a i)ublic promenade.

Ineffable disdain curled off her sweet olive visage.

She turned her head.
"

I'll go down to that girl to-night," said Jack,
with compressed passion. And then he hurried

Franco along to the bridge, where, behold, the

Countess alighted with the gentleman, and walked
beside him into the gardens.

" Follow her," said Jack, in agitation.
" Do

you see her ? by yon long-tailed raven's side ?

FoUow her. Franco ! See if he kisses her hand—
anything ! and meet me here in half an hour.

I'll have evidence !

"

Franco did not altogether like the office, but
Jack's dinners, singular luck, and superiority in

the encoimter of puns, gave him the upper hand
with his friend, and so Franco went.

Turning aM^ay from the last glimpse of his

Countess, Jack crossed the bridge, and had not
strolled far beneath the bare branches of one of

the long green walks, when he perceived a gentle-
man with two ladies leaning on him.

"Now, there," moralised Jack; "now, what
do you say to that ? Do you call that fair ? He
can't be happy, and it's not in nature for tlicm to

be satisfied. And j'et, if I went uji and attempted
to please them all by taking one away, the prolja-
bilities are that he would knock me down. Such
is life ! We ivouH be made comfortable !

"

Nevertheless, he passed them with imlifference,
for it was merely the principle he objected to

;

and, indeed, he was so wrajjped in his own con-

ceptions, that his name had to be called behind
him twice before he recognised Evan Harrington,
Mrs. Strike, and Miss Bonner. The arrangement
he had previously thought good, M'as then spon-

taneously adopted. Mrs. Strike reposed her fair

hand upon Jack's arm, and Juliana, with a timid

glance of jileasure, walked ahead in Evan's charge.
Close neighbourhood between the couples was not

kept. The genius of Mr. John Raikes was wasted
in manoeuvres to lead his beautiful companion into

places where he could be seen with her, and
envied. It was, perhaps, more fiattering that she

should betray a marked disposition to prefer
solitude in his society. But this idea illumined

him only towards the moment of parting. Then
he saw it

;
then he groaned in soid, and besought

Evan to have one more promenade, saying, with
characteristic cleverness in the masking of his

real thoughts: "It gives lis an appetite, you
know."

In Evan's face and Juliana's there was not
much sign that any protraction of their walk

together would aid this beneficent process of

nature. He took her hand gently, and when he

quitted it, it dropped.
" The Hose, the Eose of Becldey Court !

" Jack

sang aloud. "Why, this is a day of meetings.
Behold John Thomas in the rear—a tower of plush
and powder : Shall I rush—shall I pluck her from
the aged stem ?

"

On the gravel-walk above them Rose passed
with her aristocratic grandmother, muffled in furs.

She marched deliberately, looking coldly before

her. Evan's face was white, and Juliana, whose
eyes were fixed on him, shuddered.

" I'm chilled," she murmured to Caroline. " Let
us eo."
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Caroline eyed Evan witli a meaning sadness.
" We will hurry to our carriage," she said. " I

will write."

They were seen to make a little circuit so as

not to approach Rose
;
after whom, thoughtless of

his cruelty, Evan bent his steps slowly, halting
when she reached her carriage. Ke believed—
rather, he knew that she had seen him. There was
a consciousness in the comj)osed outlines of her

face as she passed : the indifference was too per-
fect. Let her hate him, if she pleased. It recom-

pensed him that the air she wore should make her

appearance more womanly ; and that black dress

and crape-bonnet, in some way, touched him to

moiu-nful thoughts of her that helped a partial for-

getfiilness of wounded self.

Rose had driven of. He was looking at the

same spot where Caroline's hand waved from her

carriage. Juliana was not seen. Caroline re-

quested her to nod to him once, but she would
not. She leaned back hiding her eyes, and moving
a petulant shoulder at Caroline's hand.

"Has he offended you, my child ?
"

Juliana answered harshly :

"No—no."
" Are my hopes false ?

" asked the mellow voice.

No reply was heai-d. The wheels rolled on,

and Caroline tried other subjects, knoAving possibly
that they would lead Jidiaua back to this of her 1

own accord.
j

"You saw how she treated him?" the latter

presently said, without moving her hand from be-

fore her eyes. !

' '

Yes, dear. He foi'gives her, and will

forget it."

"Oh!" she clenched her long thin hand, "I

pray that I may not die before I have made her

repent it. She shall !

"

Juliana looked glitteringly in Caroluie's face,

and then fell a-weepiug, and suffered herself to

be folded and caressed. The storm was long

subsiding.
' ' Dearest ! you are better now ?

"
said Caro-

line.

She whispered :
' ' Y'es."

" My brother has only to know yon, deai-
"

"Hush! That's past." Jidiana stopped her;

and, on a deep breath that threatened to break to

sobs, she added in a sweeter voice than was

common to her,
"
Ah, why—why did you tell him

about the Beckley property ?
"

Caroline vainly strove to deny that she had told

him. Juliana's head shook mournfully at her
;

and now Caroline knew what Juliana meant

when she begged so earnestly that Evan should be

kept ignorant of her change of fortune.

Some days after this the cold struck Juliana's

chest, and she sickened. The three sistc^-s held a

sitting to consider what it was best to do with her.

CaroUne proposed to take her to Beckley without

delay. Harriet was of opinion that the least they
could do was to write to her relations and make
them instantly aware of her condition.

But the Countess said,
"
No," to both. Her ar-

gument was, that Juliaiia bemg independent, they
were by no means bound to

" bundle" her, in her

state, back to a place where she had been so

shamefully maltreated : that hero she would live,
while there she would certainly die : that absence
of excitement was her medicine, and that b
had it. Mrs. Andrew, feeling herself r.-^'

as the young lady's hostess, did not • m
the Countess's views till she hatl coh ... . .Juli-

ana ; and then apologies for giving trouble were
breathed on the one hand

; sympathy, cou''
'

and professions of esteem, on the otlitr.

said, she was but sliglitly ill, would soon recover :

entreated not to leave them before she waa

thoroughly re-established, and t<j consent to Imj

looked on as one of the family-, she sighed, and
said, it was the utmost she coidd hope. Of courso
the ladies took this compliment to themselves, but
Evan began to wax in importance. The Countess

thought it nearly time to acknowledge him, and

supported the idea by a citation of the doc-

trine, that to forgive is Christian. It bajipcned,
however, that Harriet, who had less art and more
will than her sisters, was inflexible. She, living in

a society l)ut a few steps aljove Tailordoin, liow-

ever magniticent in expenditure and resources,

abhorred it solemnly. From motives of prudence,
as well as iiersoual disgust, she continued firm in

declining to receive her brother. She would not

relent when the Countess pointed out a <lim, a

dazzling, prospect, growing out of Evan's proximity
to the heiress of Beckley Court ; she was not to l»e

moved when Caroline suggested that the specitic

for the frail invalid was Evan's presence. As to

this, Juliana was sufficientlj' open, though, as she

conceived, her art was extreme.

"Do you know why I stay to vex and trouble

j'ou?" she asked Caroline. "Well, then, it is

that I may see your brother united to you all :

and then I shall go happy."
The pretext served also to make him the subjec

of many conversations. Twice a week a bunch of

the best flowers that could be got were sorted

and arranged by her, and sent uamelessly to

brighten Evan's chamber.

"I may do such a thing as this, you know,

without incurring blame," she said.

The sight of a love so humble in its strength and

affluence, sent Caroline to Evan on a fruitlea*

errand. What availed it that, accused of giving

lead to his pride in refusing the heires.s, Ev.an

should declare that he did not love her ? He di.l

not, Caroline admitted as possible, but he might.

He might learn to love her, and therefore he wa«

wrong in wounding her heart. She related fl.itter-

ing anecdotes. She drew tearful pictures of .lu-

liaua's love for him ;
and noticing how he seemed

to prize his bou(piet of flowers, s.aid :

"Do you love them for themselves, or the hand

that sent them ?
"

Evan blushed, for it had been a struggle for

him to receive them, as he thought, from Rose in

secret. The Howers lost their value ; the song

that had arisen out of them, "Thou live-ot in my
memory," ceased. But they cime still. " -'-

man}' degrees from love gratitude may be. I h.^\-

not reckoned. I rather fear it lies on the oppo-

site shore. From a youth to a cirl, it miy yet be

very tender ; the more so. btciusc their .nges com-

monly exclude such a sentiment, and nature seems

willing to make a transition stage of it. Evao
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wrote to Juliana. Incidentally lie expressed a

wish to see her. Juliana was nnder doctor's in-

terdict : but she was not to be prevented from

going when Evan wished her to go. They met in

the park, as before, and he talked to her five

minutes throiigh the carriage window.
" Was it worth the risk, my poor child ?

"
said

Caroline, pityingly.
Juliana cried :

" Oh ! I woidd give anything to

•live !

"

A man might have thought that she made no

direct answer.

"Don't you think I a7n patient? Don't you
think 1 am i-ery patient?" she asked Caroline,

winningly, on their way home.
Caroline could scarcely forbear from smiling at

the feverish anxiety si;.' showed for a re2>ly that

should confirm her words and hopes.
" So we must all be !

"
she said, and that com-

mon-place remai'k caused Jidiana to exclaim :

"Prisoners have lived in a dungeon, on bread and

water, for years !

"

Whereat Caroline kissed her so very tenderly
that Jidiana tried to look surprised, and failing,

her thin lips qiiivered ; she breathed a soft "hush,"
and fell on Caroline's bosom.

She was transparent enough in one thing ; but

the flame which burned within her did not light
her throiigh. Others, on other matters, were quite
as transparent to her. Caroline never knew that

she had as much as told her the moral suicide

Evan had committed at Beckley ; so cunningly
had she been probed at intervals with little

casual questions ; random interjections, that one
who loved him coidd not fail to meet

; petty
doubts requiring elucidations. And the Countess,
kind as her sentiments had gi-own towards the

affiicted creature, was compelled to proclaim her

densely stupid in material affairs. For the

Coiintess had an itch of the simplest feminine

curiosity to know whether the dear child had

any notion of accomphshing a certain holy duty
of the i^erishable on this eai-th, who might p)ossess

worldly .goods ; and no hints— not even plain

speakiricr, woidd do. Juliana did not understand
her at ail.

The Countess exhibited a mourning-ring on
her finger, Mrs. Bonner's bequest to her.

" How fervent is my gratitude to my excel-

lent departed friend for this ! A legacy, how-
ever trifling, embalms our dear lost ones in the

memory !

"

It was of no avail. Jidiana continued densely
stupid. Was she not worse ? The Countess could

not,
"

in decency," as she observed, reveal to her
who had prompted Mrs. Bonner so to bequeath
the Beckley estates as to " ensure sweet Jidiana's
future

;

" but ought not Juliana to divine it ?—
Juhana at least had hints sufiicient.

Cold spring winds were now blowing. Jidiana
had resided no less that two months with the

Cogglesbys. She was entreated stiU to remain,
and she did. Erom Lady .Jocel}^ she heard not
a word of remonstrance

;
but from Miss C'arriniT.

ton and Mrs. Shorne she received admonishing
letters. FinaUj'-, Mr. Harry Jocelyu presented
himself. In London, and without any of that

needful substance which a yoiuig gentleman feels

the want of in London more than elsewhere,

Harry began to have thoughts of his o'^vn, with-

out any instigation from his aunts, about de-

voting himself to business. So he sent his card

up to his cousin, and was graciously met in the

drawing-room by the Countess, who ruflled him
and smoothed him, and would possibly have
distracted his soid from business had his cir-

cumstances been less straitened. Juliana was
declared to be too unwell to see him that day.
He called a second time, and enjoyed a simdar

greeting. His third visit procured him an audi-

ence alone with Jidiana, when, at once, despite
the warnings of his aunts, the frank fellow

plunged into media-s res. Mrs. Bonner had left him

totally dependent on his parents and his chances.

"A des2:ierate state of things, isn't it, Juley ? I

think I shall go for a soldier— common, you
know."

Instead of shrieking out against such a de-

basement of his worth and gentility, as was to be

expected, Jidiana said :

" That's what jSIr. Harrington thought of

doing.
"

" He ! If he'd had the pluck he would."
" His duty forbade it, and he did not."
"
Duty ! a confounded tailor ! What fools we

were to have him at Beckley !

"

" Has the Countess been unkind to you,

Harry ?
"

"I haATi't seen her to-day, and don't want
to. It's my little dear old Jidey I came for."

' ' Dear Harry !

"
she thanked him with eyes and

hands. " Come often, won't you ?
"

"
Why, ain't you coming back to us, Jidey ?

"

"Not yet. 'They are very kind to me here.

How is Rose ?
"

"
Oh, quite jollj'. She and Ferdinand are thick

again. Balls every night. She dances like the

deuce. They want me to go ;
but I ain't the sort

of figure for those places, and besides, I shan't

dance till T can lead you out."

A spur of laughter at Harry's generous nod

brought on .Jidiana's cough. Harry watched her

little body shaken and her reddened eyes. Some
real emotion—perhaps the fear which healthy young
peojjle experience at the sight of deadly disease—
made Harry touch her arm with the softness of a

child's touch."
" Don't be alarmed, Harry," she said. "It's

nothing—only svinter. I'm determiaed to get
well."

" That's right," quoth he, recovering.
" I know

you've got pluck, or you wouldn't have stood that

operation."
"Let me see: when was that?" she asked

slyly-

Hany coloured, for it related to a time when
he had not behaved prettily to her.

"
There, Juley, that's all forgotten. 1

fool—a scoimdi-el, if you like. I'm sorry
now."

" Do you want money, Harry ?"
"
Oh, money !

"

" Have you repaid !Mr. Harrington j'et ?
"

"There—no, I haven't. Bother it ! that fellow's

name's always on your tongue. I'll tell you what,

was a

for it
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Jidey—but it's no use. liu's a low, vulgar ad-
venturer."

' ' Dear Harry,
"
said Juliana, softly ;

' '

don't bring
your aunts with you when you come to see me."

"Well, then, I'll tell you, Juley. It's enough
that he's a beastly tailor."

"
Quite enough," she responded. "And ho is

neither a fool nor a scoundrel."

Harry's memory for his own speech was not

quick. "When Juliana's calm glance at him called

it up, he jumped from his chair, crying :

"
Upon

my honour, I'll tell you what, Juley ! If I had
money to pay him to-morrow, I'd insult him on
the sjiot."

Juliana meditated, and said :

" Then all your
friends must wish you to continue poor.

"

This girl had once been on her knees to him.
She had looked up to him with admiring love, and
he had given her a crumb or so occasionally,

thinking her something of a fool, and more of a

pest ;
but now he coidd not say a word to her

without being baffled in an elder- sisterly tone that

exasperated him so far that he positively wished
to marry her, and coming to the point, offered

himself with downright sincerity, and was rejected.

Harry left in a passion. Juliana confided the

secret to Caroline, who suggested interested mo-

tives, which Juliana would not hear of.
" Ah," said the Countess, when Caroline men-

tioned the case to her,
" of course the poor thing

cherishes her first offer. She wo\ild believe a

curate to be
'

disinterested ! But mind that Evan
has due warning when she is to meet him. ]\Iind

that he is dressed becomingly."
Caroline asked why.
' •

Because, my dear, she is enamom-ed of his

person. These little unhealthy creatures are

always attracted by the person. She thinks it

to be Evan's qualities. I know better : it is

his person. Beckley Court may be lost by a

shabby coat !

"

The Comitess had recovered from certain spi-

ritual languors into which she had fallen after her

retreat. Ultimate victory hung still in the balance.

Oh ! if Evan would only marry this little sufferer,

who was so sure to die within a year ! or, if she

lived (for marriage has often been as a resurrection

to some poor female invalids), there was Beckley
Court, a splendid basis for future achievements.

Reflecting in this fashion, the Countess pardoned
her brother. Glowing hopes hung fresh lamps in

her charitable breast. She stepped aci-oss the

threshold of Tailordom, won jNIr. Goren's heart

by her condescension, and worked Evan into a

sorrowful mood concerning the invalid. W.is not

Juliana his only active friend ? In return, he

said things which only required a httle colouring
to be very acceptable to her. The game waxed

exciting again. The enemy (the Jocelyn party),
was alert, but powerless. The three sisters

were almost wrought to perform a sacrifice far

exceeding Evan's. They nearly decided to sum-
mon him to the house : but the matter being
broached at taljle one evening, Major Strike

objected to it so angrily that they abandoned it,

with the satisfactory conclusion that if they did

wrong it was the Major's fault.
j

Meantime Juliana had much on her conscience. '

She knew Evan to be innocent, and 8he allowed
Rose to think him guilty. Could she bring her
heart to join them ? That was not in her i^ower :

but desiring to be lulled by a compromitic, Khe
devoted herself to make hi.s relatives receivt- him ;

and on days of bitter winds she wovdd drive out
to meet him, answering all exxK)stulatioiu with
"I should not go if he were here."
The game waxed hot. It became a question

whether Evan should be admitted to the hoajw in

spite of the Major. Juliana now made au extra-

ordinary move. Having the Count with her in

the carriage one day, she stoppe*! in fr.>nt of Mr.
Goren's shop, and Evan had to come out. The
Count returned home extremely mystilied. Onco
more the unhappy Countess was obliged to draw
bills on the fabulous ; and as she had recommenced
the system, which wa.s not without its laseinatioiu

to her, Juliana, who had touched the spring, had
the full benefit of it. The Countess had deceived
her before—what of that ? She spoke things sweet
to hear. Who could be false that gave her heart

food on which it lived ?

One night JiUiana returned from her drive

alarmingly ill. She was watched througli the

night by Carohne and the Countess alternately.
In the morning the sisters met.

" She has consented to let us send for a doctor,"
said Caroline.

"Her chief desire seems to be a lawyer," said

the Countess.
"
Yes, but the doctor must be sent for first."

"
Yes, indeed ! But it behoves us to previse

that the doctor does not kill her before the lawyer
comes."

Caroline looked at Louisa, and said :

" Are you

ignorant ?"
" No—what ?" cried the Countess eagerly.
" Evan has written to tell Lady Jocelyn the

state of her health, and—"

" And that naturally has aggravated her

malady !

" The Countess cramped her long fingers.
" The child heard it from him j-esterday ! Oh, I

could swear at that brother !

"

She dropped into a chair and sat rigid and

square-jawed, a sculi>ture of unutterable rage.

In the afternoon Lady Joceljni arrived. The

doctor was there—the lawj-er had gone. Without

a word of protest Juliana accompanied her latly-

ship to Beckley Court. Here was a 1'l'>w !

But Andrew was preparing one more mighty

still. What if the Cogglesby Brewor>- proved a

basis most unsound ? Where must they fall then ?

Alas ! on that point whence they sprang. If not

to Perdition—Tailordom !

(Tobt eontifiutd.)

MORBID MEMORY.

TiiERK are very few thoughtful i)crson9 to

whom the question has not presented itself, Wh.it

is the nature of the openition of th.it extraonlinary

psj'chological phenomenon, memorj- ? With a very

slight effort of will we are enabled to rcc.-dl. at a

moment's notice, long p.ast events with .nUrtiing

vividness. We fold up and carry in our cen-brum

the scenes and incidents of years of travel ; we
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summon at will tlic faces of thousands of persons,
who have been seen by us only for a moment ;

we invert our mental vision, and there iipon the

tablet of the brain we see as vividly as in a

camera, the groupings of scenes that have occurred

in eventful periods of our lives. How are all

these myriads of images written iipon the grey
matter of the brain, and so ordered, sorted, and

grouped that we can select exactly those we want
from the immense store, without disturbing the

remainder ? Inscrutable as the mystery seems to

be, we may yet gather some light from a study of

the same phenomena in a state of disease. A very
valuable, practical woi-k * has just ajjpeared from
the pen of Dr. Winslow (whose researches in the

science of mental and cerebral pathology are so

well known), some chapters of which on morbid
conditions of memory, open to the general reader

entirely new ground.
Doctor Winslow is a thorough believer in the

indestructibility of mental impressions. Ideas

once registered in the brain can never he believes

be effaced ; they may be latent for the better part
of a life-time masked by succeeding ideas, but
under certain conditions are liable at any moment
to re-appear in all their magical freshness. But
how account for the persistence of memory, if the

very tablet of the brain, in common with other por-
tions of the body, is continually undergoing change,
and within a certain time is most certainly entirely
renewed. How remember, if the very remem-
brancer is annihilated? In order to explain this

apparent difficidty, Doctor Winslow points to the
wonderful manner in which family pecidiarities
are handed down from generation to generation.
A certain stamp of feature given by one member
of a family will continue thi-ough a long descent,
as we may see in many a portrait gallery, nay little

peculiarities such as moles, twists of the lingers,
a drooping of the eyelids, seem quite persistent.
Some persons, for instance, wiU have certain marks
on their nails, which however cut off wiU continue
to perpetuate themselves to the latest moment of

life. The natural inference is, that in the process
of growth the old and decaying particle is suc-
ceeded by a new particle exactly corresponding with
itself. The newer vesicle of the brain thus

stamped with a certain image is succeeded by a
new generation of vesicles as certainly a copy of

that which went before them as a photograph is a

duplicate of that which it images. In this man-
ner, in consequence of the wonderful assimilative

power of the blood, the brain is always changing,
but in a state of health, is ever changeless, and
the ideas impinged upon it remain ineifaceable.
But when disease commences, it is easily under-
stood what vagaries may arise with respect to the

memory. Dr. Winslow's work presents us with
some most extraordinary examples of the aberra-
tions thus taking place, which amount to psycho-
logical curiosities of the most interesting kind.
We are all familiar with the fact, that in the

gradual decay of memory in old age, the images
of our yoiith seem revived within us.

The ideas stamped upon the brain in early
youth, although long apparently forgotten, come

* On Obscui-e Disease.s of the Brain and Disorders of the
Wind. By Forbes Winslow, M.D., D.C.L.

back with the tottering step of second childhood
;

l)ut there is reason to believe that in certain
affections of the brain the memory retreats from
us in a sequential manner. Thus, an Italian gen-
tleman residing in New York, and who had
acquired the French and theii the English lan-

guage, happening to be attacked with yellow fever,
it was observed that in the commencement of his

illness he spoke the tongue he had learned last,

the French in the middle of his disease, but his

native tongue at the termination of his life. It is

invariably the case, that our last prayers are

delivered in our nativ^e tongue, notwithstanding
I that we may have disused it for a long period of

time. It is also observable that, in many cases

where the memory of recent events had been

replaced by those of early life in persons sxifFering
from illness, on the recoveiy of health the order
of things was reversed, recent events recurring to

the mind to the utter oblivion of older memories,
the one replacing the other -with, the regularity of

a dissolving view. But a still more extraordinary
condition of the brain is that which Dr. Winslow
l^oints out, in which the loss of memory is total,

consequent iipon an attack of apoplexy. Many
cases of this kind have been recorded, in which
the mind of the man has been reduced to that of

a young child, and all the elementary knowledge
of youth has had to be acquired afresh

; or, more

singular still, a double state of knowledge has
been set up in the same person ! For instance, a

yoxing lady, whose memory was well stored and

capacious, suddenly fell asleep ;
on awaking, it

was discovered that she had lost every iota of

acquired knowledge, and that her mind was
reduced to a perfect blank. With great effort she

was gradually mastering, as a child would do, the

first lessons of youth, when she suddenly fell into

a sound sleep, on awaking from which it was dis-

covered that she had recovered her old state of

knowledge. The old and new states alternated

with each other ; at one moment she was the

accomplished woman, at another she possessed the
mental calibre of a child

;
in the old state she

wrote a beautiful hand, in the new a cramped
stiff character, such as children do. In this ex-

traordinary condition she remained for four years ;

a double miud, as it were, took possession of her,
she being conscious only of the state she may have

happened to have been in at the time.

In others, again, the loss of memory is confined
to particular letters. Dr. Greaves relates a case

of a farmer who, subsequent to a paralytic fit, lost

the names of substantives and pro])er names. He
perfectly recollected, however, the initial letter of

any substantive or proper name he wished to

talk about, but the word itself would not be
recalled. In order to help himself in this diffi-

culty, he was in the habit of taking with him a

manuscript list of those things he was in the habit
of speaking about ; and these he arranged in an

alphabetical manner, which he carried about with

him, and used as follows : if he wished to ask

anything about a cow, before he commenced the

sentence, he turned to the letter C, and looked

out for the word Cow, and kept his finger and eye
on the word until he had finished the sentence.

This partial loss of memory is often the conse-
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quence of paralysis ; sometimes a singular trans-

position of letters is tlie only al)iiormal sign
noticed. Dr. Winslow, for instance, mentions the

case of a gentleman who invarialily reversed their

order ;
for instance, he always said puc for cup,

and gum for mng.
Sudden concussions of the brain arisiu':' from

external injury sometimes produce a total loss of

consciousness for a greater or lessor space of time.

It is observable, however, that upon recovery the

mind immediately recurs to the last action or

thought it was employed upon Ijefore its powers
were suspended, and endeavours to continue its

action. A little girl, engaged in play with some
'

companion, happened to fall and injure her ,

head whilst catching a toy that was thrown to

her. For ten hours she was totally unconscious
;

upon opening her eyes, however, she immediately

jumped to the side of the bed, and assuming the

action of catching, exclaimed,
" Where is it ?

where did you throw it ?
" A more singular

instance still of the manner in which the brain

will catch up and continue its last train of

thought, even after a considerable lapse of time, is

the following :
—A British captain, whilst giving

orders on the quarter-deck of his ship at the

Battle of the Nile, was struck on the head by a

shot, and immediately became senseless. He was
taken home, and removed to Greenwich Hospital,
where for tifteen months he evinced no sign of

intelligence. He was then trephined ;
and imme-

diately upon the operation being performed, con-

sciousness returned, and he immediately began

busying himself to see the orders carried out that

he had given during the battle fifteen months

previously. The clockwork of the brain, unaware

that it had stopped, upon being set going again,

pointed to the exact minute at which it had left

off. These sudden rex-ivals of a lost intelligence

almost rival in their dramatic effect the effect of

the Prince's advent in the palace of the Sleeping

Beauty, where at the magic of a kiss, the inmates

of the ivoyal Household, who had gone to sleep for

a hundred years transfixed in their old attitudes,

leapt suddenly into life and motion, as though they
had only for a moment sle[)t :

—
The hedge broke in, the banner flew.

The butler drank, the steward scrawl'd,

The fire shot up, the marten flew.

The paiTot scream'd, the peacock squall' d,

The maid and page renewed their strife.

The palace bang'd and buzz'd and clackt,

And all the long-pent stream of life

Dash'd downward in a cataract.

So, true is it that all fiction must be founded

upon fact, and the strongest vagaries of the

romancer can always be matched by the calm

xperience of the philosopher.
But in the remarkable examples of sudden loss

of memory we have instanced, recovery has either

slowly followed thi-ough the operations of nature

or through some surgical operation ;
but there are

not wanting cases to prove that the merest mecha-

nical agencies have been sufficient to restore it.

To these cases we might almost quote the old medi-

cal aphorism, ^'Sirnilia simil.ihn-'i ainu)tur," to wit,

a man, in consequence of a severe blow upon the

head, suffers from a paralysis of the memory ; he

falls from a window, a concussion of the brain

follows, and, the result is, a restoration of hi«

memory to its original strength ! Nay, in ca.»c8

where not only the memory hiw been impaired,
but all the other faculties of the brain also, where

idiotc}', in fact, has e.xistcd, a sudden injury to

the head has been known to shake the brain into

a healthy condition. In such ciises it wuuld

appear that the injury to the brain must h.ive

been brought about l)y a slight mechanical de-

rangement of some part of its structure ;
in the

same manner, a clock that suddenly stops without

apparent cause may be made to go on again by
giving it a gentle strike. We have only (juoted a

few of the many extraordinary exanijilcs from the

chapter on Disordered Memory in Dr. Winslow'g

work, which, although a scientific and practical
treatise on the incipient symptoms of the diseases

of the brain and disorders of the mind (useftd as

a text-book for the medical profession), is ch.arm-

ing as a modern romance. These illustrations,

we think, tend to prove that the doctrine he

espouses, of the indestructibility of mental impres-

sions, may be sound, and that, starting from

this point, the path is laid for important future

discoveries in one of the most extraordinary sec-

tions of psychological inquiry. A. W.

THE MONTHS.
SEFTESIBER.

In my part of the world there is no week of the

year more marked than th.at in which guests

gather at the seats of the country gentlemen for

the September shooting, and the shooting itself

begins. Wherever I may happen to be, I always

manage to return home to dine at the hall on tlie

last day of August, in order to make or renew

acquaintance with the party assembled, and lay

plans for the first day's roving. My wife is a

little saucy about the eagerness for play shown

both by men who work hard and 'oy idlers. She

says women are called frivolous when their wills

are bent on pleasure ;
but what feminine e.nger-

ness for amusement can exceed the excitement of

sporting men on the last day and night of .\ugn8t?

The degree of that excitement induces a reverent

feeling in women, children, and servants, and

invests the whole matter with a sort of solemnity ;

but, if it were not for this, there wotdil be some-

thing ludicrous in the amount of tlmught and

interest spent upon det.ails on the eve of sport.

The carcfid outfit, the repeated exaniin.ition that

every man makes of his gun, the exhibition of

shot, the fdling of powder flasks, the going out

and in to discuss and report discussifins with the

servants, the hours of talk about the dogs, the

tracing the route on the map of the estate or the

county, the general restlessness and inccM.ant

reports of the weather ami the wind—.all these

things, if incidents of any feminine amusement,

would cause endless gibes

the sex ;
but women must

least in an open way.

among themselves when

fathers are fairly off and

oidy guess ;
but during the

they must be solemn and

about the frivolity of

not be so criticil—at

What they may say

their husbands and

out of sight, one can

stigc of preparation
svnii'.ithetio. or loac

moie than a laugh would be worth. So aays my
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wife, who moreover ventures to joke on the cer-

tainty of my punctuality on the 31st of August,
however uncertain may be my return from an

excursion at any other time of the year.
This year there was not the usual jesting and

quizzing when 1 appeared at my gate on my retm-n

from Scotland. The grouse I brought did not

excite much attention, except from little Harry,
who was at once absorbed in stroking the feathers

and hugging the birds. The girls were grave, and

Bell would not look at me. My wife hastily

whispered :
" Take no notice of Bell's crying ; 1

will tell j'ou presentlj'." As we entered the hoiise

the servants appeared, all grave and sad. Little

Harry was sure to be the first to tell when the

first admiration of the grouse was over. He

" Does he mean a mad

strange
road in

dog the week
the heat in a

thrust himself between my knees to inform me,.
" There was a bad dog, and Mopsy is so ill." Off

went poor Bell -with a sob. Mopsy was her dog,

"A bad dog !" said I.

dog ?
"

Yes ;
there had been a

before, running along the

very odd way, and it had bitten Mopsy in the

leg, to Bell's intense indignation. She drove the

stranger away with stones, and carried home and

nursed her dog with all devoteduess. Mopsy
seemed to be quite well till last night, when she

was restless and tremulous. The groom, not

liking her appearance, had traced out the strange

dog, and foimd that it was so far suspected as to

have been destroyed in the next village. Hurrying

^M

back with the news, the groom found that xJopsy
was now shut up in the washhouse. She had

snapped at her mistress, luckily fastening on
Bell's dress only. The man declared the poor
thing must have a chance. He coidd undertake,
with a little help, to administer a dose of medicine
he had brought with him. He did it safely

enough, placed food and water on the ground for

the chance of its being desired, locked the door,
and put the key in his pocket. From time to

time one or another looked through the window,
to see how Mopsy went on. In a little while the

girls coidd not bear the sight of the poor creature

incessantly leaping up against the wall, while the
saliva streamed from her jaws, and she made the
most dreadful noises. In a few hours she was

lying on her side, panting and quivering. Before

my wife and I went up to the Hall to dinner, we
had advised Bell to inquire no more for her dog ;

and before we returned at night it was, in fact,

dead. It was rather a shock to us aU. We had
never before come so neai- the horrors of hydro-

phobia ;
and we could not but feel how lieli)les3

we were in our ignorance of the meaning of that

dreadfid infliction, and of how to preclude or

manage it. Of course, the physician and surgeon
of the neighbourhood were of the Hall party, and
of coiirse every body present told all he had ever

heard about mad dogs ;
but we learned nothing

new. We coidd only conclude that all owners of

dogs should be careful, during the hot weather,
to see that their dogs were properly fed and



always within reach of water, and that they were
|

not out in the sun all throuLih the dog-days. The
svu-geon said that he should, in any suspicious
case, administer large doses of chloroform, inter-

nally and externally, and, if that did not avail,
shoot the poor creature at once.

Harry ought to have been long asleep when we
returned home

; but we hoard the voice of wailing
from his bed as soon as we entered the house. He
knew that Mopsy was dead, and could not be
comforted. He was so fevered and miserable that

my wife took him up, and brought him to me,
to talk over our misfortune, by way of relieving
his mind. We agreed that Mopsy should be
buried in the garden, and that something should
be put at the head of the grave. What should it

be ? 1 drew the inkstand towards me to write

the inscrijjtion.
" What shaU we put, dear ?

"
asked his mother,

as the child sat in her lap, with his eyes glittering
as he fixed them on the lamp.

"
Mopsy !

"
cried he, with a fresh burst of grief.

What could be better? "
Mopsy,"' with the date.

The settling this so far relieved the child that,
in spite of the new outburst, his com2>osure was

returning. In a few minutes more he was carried

to bed asleep. The sympathising mother could

not but look in upon the girls, aware how Bell

must be feeling the first bereavement by death
that she had known. Both were asleep, not with-

out traces of tears on their faces, and Bell's hand-
kerchief was soaked. Her mother put a dry one
in the place of it, and would not even kiss her, for

fear of waking her. We trusted that another

generation would be free from the evil of this

dreadful disease, by which several households

within my own knowledge have been made deso-

late. Those may be gi'atefid who have their

warning in so mild a form as the loss of a dog.
I have seen the supporting sons of a widowed

mother, the brothers of dependent sisters, die, the

one after the other, from the bite of the pet dog,
itself infected by an attack from a strange dog in

the street. The little favourite Hew at their

mother in the passage, and fastened on her clothes.

The sons ran, and got it into a bag, but not before

it had inflicted a slight wound on a hand of each.

They thought nothing of it till the elder sickened,

finding himself unable to endure the air on his

face on the top of a stage-coach. Then he knew
what was coming ; and when the younger brother

stood at his grave, and went about in his new

mourning, doing the work of both for the family

support, he knew what more was coming. In a

little he was 1)uried beside his brother. While
there are such stories of any date told in every

county and town in England, it is a lesson to

dwellers in all towns and vdlages to erect

drink ing-fountains, every one of which shoidd

have a trough for dogs.
" We must try what the pretty feathers will do

again," my wife and I agreed. We thought she

and the children might share the sport the first

day, during which T, for one, seldom go very far

from home. We woidd luuy Mopsy before I set

forth, and then the preparation of lunch, and the

prospect of the day's adventures, might dry up
the tears and disperse the g^ief for the time.

I charged my wife with having .mizzwl lu all

round, in her own mind, at the Hall. I liad Beeo
the beginning of a satirical smile more than onc« ;

and now, sad at heart as she was, she couM not
help laughing at the importance of the .

the morrow as rufiected on to-day. N. ,

were ever more occupied with a fancy ball, Hho
declared. She had little doubt some of the gen-
tlemen were awake and up before we were asleep,
to inspect the sky to windward, and am i

there woidd be a watch kept u]ion the « .,i

night.
There was not much ground for discussion ab :;'

the weather when the morning came ; and, a :

the wind, there was none. For this tinu- wo liad

a perfect September morning. The ob»c(iuics of

poor Mopsy and an early breakfast being over, I

was in the park by seven o'clock. I am lookud

ui^on as a sort of aiixiliarj' gamekeeper on these

occasions, not only from my thorough acfpiaintanc©
with the gi-ound for a dozen miles round, but
from my habit of marking the coveys in the walks
of preceding weeks. So I had two strangers for

my comrades, and familiar dogs to help us.

The mists had not yet risen above the tree-tops
in the park, and the atmosphere had the singular
clearness observable under a low stratum of mist.

It seemed as if we coidd count the leaves on the

wooded hUl-side opposite, though several lieldB

lay between. The dew glittered on every weed
and twig in the hedges the moment the sl.int rays
of the sun touclied our path. The gnssanier
seemed to extend as far as there wa-s sunlight to

show it. It trembled slightly, but there was not

wind enough to toss it, "as if the fairies were

shaking theii- blankets," as Jane says. Still as

the air was, it was not silent, as it would be

towards noon. If we passed a thicket we heard

the young goldfinches and thrushes trj-ing their

pipes ;
it is the spring-time of their lives, though

the autumn of our year. Near the first farnist'-ad

the swallows were all telling what month it was

by the pecidiar warble in which they all joined

from everj-- roof-tile and out-house and st.iok. The

robin perched among the hi])S in the ludgo. and

twittered in his homely way. The screech of the

peacock was not so pleasant, b>it we should soon

leave him behind, and meantime he treatctl us

with a spread of his tail on the park-w.all in the

full sunlight. The hasty tumultuous )>ark of the

dogs at the Hall was subsiding as they went out

with their masters in various directions ; luit the

shrill bellowing of the bull in the mea<low \^c\ov

had been roused by them, and now it wok'
'

echo from the hill-side. We heard the j:

of the plough-team from the fallow, which w.^•^

making ready for the auttimn whe.at-sowing. A

loud laugh from over the hedge ma.lc us look

up ;
and there were man and boy, trimming and

thatching a rick. One of my comrades. Nelson, a

London lawyer, asked whether it w.as not full late

for that sort of work : but we jircscntly ohowcnl

him the ditlerencc between a stack tinisli.-d off

before the contents had settled, and theret'-.m out

of shape in various directions, and a rick properly

matured for the thatching. He was of opinion

that this sort of work .night l>c done by a mech».

nical process less costly than human lal>our. Wo
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have indeed heard of a thatch woven by the

yard, needing simply to be put on like a cape, but

we were not disposed to be severe on the more

primitive method while the labourers were so

merry over it. Then there was the hen, with her

latest brood, making a proportionate fuss about

them. The turkeys, with their family train, were

parading and feeding in the stubble, and carrying
on their morning conversation. When we crossed

the next stile there was a flajiping of wings from

the cloud of pigeons that rose from the furrows ;

and further on v.-ere the geese, full, of noisy
demonstrations against us. There was a man
there, too, whose occupation I did not like. He
was strewing straw and chaff and dry rubbish of

weeds over the surface, and trailing tar here and

there over the whole. He was not going to burn

the stubbles to-day, we hoped. Why yes ;
he

did not believe there were any birds there, and
his master woidd be wanting the field by the time

it coidd be ready for the plough. He was in-

duced, however, to wait a day or two. Nelson

covdd not conceive of such barbarism as burning
the surface when there were implements which, as

he had seen, could dig up and turn down the

stubble with the utmost precision. We advised

him to turn and ask the man, curious to see

whether any other reason woidd be given than

that his master had always done it, and the old

master before him. This reason was given, Imt

another with it, that the land had been very foul

with weeds and worm and fly, and the burning
would destroy all bad seeds and eggs.
We were old-fashioned folks, I admitted, and

asked my companions to stand a moment and
listen to one proof of it. From the barn on our

left we heard the measured, dull sound of the

flail, so familiar to the memory of elderly people,
but so seldom heard now, except in primitive
districts. I never hear it vrithout feeling like a

child again, watching the swing of the weapon
and its effect on the sheaf below, as I have often

done for hours together. The flail does not hold

siich a place in literature as the sickle, but it will

be laid by in tradition beside it.

Now for si^ort in earnest ! I know where we
are, and so do the dogs. I wonder whether it is

true that the son of the great Earl of Northum-

berland, in Queen Elizabeth's time, was the first

person who made a dog set for partridges. If so,

he was the inventor of a very pretty siiectacle.
If it is also true that no birds were ever shot

flying till the last century, sportsmen mxxst have
had a poor chance, unless partridges abounded as

we now see them in the Holy Land. There they
run out from the artichokes or the corn under

your horse's feet, till you grudge their numbers.
We may be very well satistied to-day, however.
We become silent, and watch our dogs, and in

a minute or two are deep in the business of the

day.
It was truly a charming day, from that moment

onwards. We were not all equally good shots ;

but among ixs we bagged enough game for our
credit ;

and we cared more for the ramble and the

sport than the fame of killing so many birds.

The pursuit of magnitude, the love of the mon-
strous, has entered into even the sportsman's

amusement, to vidgarise it. To stand still, or

nearly so, and shoot so many hundreds of birds

put lip before you, is no pleasure to the true

sportsman. He turns from the battue to enjoy
nature and not the mere act of slaiighter, which
the butcher himself woidd not undertake, except
as the business of his life. To prove and enjoy
his skill as a marksman, and reUsh the dainty
incidents of the fowler's i)ursuit, is the sportsman's

and a thorough

came xipon the

HaU, sitting on
His finger was

treat on the 1st of Se^itember
treat it was to iis this day.

After a couple of hours we
student of the company at the

a stile, with a book on his hand,

between the closed leaves, however ; and I suspect
the great poem of nature was more to his taste on

this day than the deepest reasoning or even the

highest aspiration presented in a form which

woidd do as well at home. He had been quietly

sitting between two fires, and it was wonderful

that he had been winged by neither. We crossed

the path of his party, compared notes, and took

our several ways. An hour further, and we saw
a group of women seated on a grassy knoll, a very

conspicuous seat. By this I knew that it was

my own family, my wife being of opinion that the

most probable death for herself is being shot

under a hedge by her husband, who is fond of

ha\-ing her near at hand, but apt to trust to her

good sense where to go. Her good sense has this

time perched herself and her children where none

but a wilfid murderer coidd shoot them. Master

Hariy hung out his mother's handkerchief on a

stick as a flag, and waved us to our luncheon ; and

then he came scampering down, to learn whether
our party would go u]) to them or they shoidd

come down to us. For the sake of the gi-ass, and
the chance of a breeze, we would go to them.

There was no breeze ; but there was fresh

grass, and a gentle slope, and an exquisite land-

scape, besides the welcome sandwiches and sherry.
We could see the jiark deer like a moving cloud-

shadow on the slopes. The crests of the heights

beyond peered out like veritable mountain -tops
above the horizontal strata of mists which lay

poised in the air even now, ready to descend in

the chill evening. Where the plough was making
a fallow in the nearer fields, the stares collected in

a flock. From the wood behind us a hare started,

and went under cover again with a circuit. There

were no doiibt many near us ; for this is the

season for them to assemble, so that the early
labourer may see a score of them sitting round a

single field. There was something in the atmo-

sjihere, some lingering of the morning vapour,
which caused an impression of distance by mark-

ing gradations in the woods and ridges in the hiUs,

thus filling up the general outlines with a long

perspective of distances. Residents in a moun-
tainous region are well aware that the ridges seem
to be multiplied in misty weather, not so thick

as to obscure them. Sketch a view in bright

weather, or on a dull day which is yet clear, and

you draw perhaps a triple range of heights. Come

again on a morning or evening of light mists, and

you see so many ridges that they are like the

folds of a garment, and which make confusion in

a jjicture, unless painted by a master hand. It
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even happens that a dweller in siicli a region,

given to explore its mysteries ami "hunt the

waterfalls," may, after long residence, iiiid some
;

new dell or ravine disclosed by a casual glance up I

the mountain when the mists are bcfrinning to

stir. Something of this eilect we now observed
j

in regard to the 2''^rk woods, where not only
domes and spires of foliage stood out from the ,

mass, but a gradation of masses appeared where 1

in July it seemed that one might walk on the

green lloor of treetops, as the traditional S(purrel
under Helvellyn could in old time march from

;

Wythburn to Keswick without once needing to '

descend to the ground.
The ferns on the common were golden, and about

to become russet. Contrasted with vivid green

grass, the purple and yellow of the heather and

gorse were too gaiidy ; but reposing on russet ferns

they make a charming sjiectacle. There were

patches of corn-tlowers near us, and the tints of

the fungi were wonderfully bright, from the jiearly

white which looks almost translucent in the shade,
to the graduated scarlets and crimsons which slime

out from moist roots and old palings, or rotting

logs. The sulphur butterfly flitted jjast us, and a

large family of lady-lnrds settled upon our clothes.

Whole companies of bees were making the most

of the declining sunshine of the year ; jirobably
on their way to the heather, but not desiiising any

honey-bearing blossom on the way. Their hum
seemed to crave as much notice as if it was the

only sound, though the air was alive with the

bleating of sheep above ns, and the sweet chime of

church-bells, rising and falling, coming and going,

though we were unaware of any wind. With us

there was none. My comrades and I put ofl" our

caps, in hopes of a breath on our foreheads ;
but

none came ; and we soon grew cool over our

luncheon.

All this was charming ; but it did not detain us

long from our sport. The non-combatants accom-

panied us, or kept iis in sight for some way ;
and

when they turned back, Harry was charged with

a brace of birds, one of which he was to leave at

one sick-room door in the village, and the other at

another. This, and the promise of a blackberry-

ing in the course of the month, and of a nutting

expedition, as soon as the nuts were ripe, sent him

home quite hapjiy. As for us,—Ave remained at

our sport almost as long as we could see. We
were treated with the glorious spectacle of an

autumn sunset as we returned, with its ruddy and

golden, and tender blue, and pale sea green tints,

all so melting into each other above, as to bathe

all below in one soft and balmy glow. Before

I entered my own gate, the evening star was

beaming in the pale-green part of the sky; and

the owl was hooting from the old hollow oak.

The domestic aspect of this time of the year
is very pleasant. I like the day's ramble ending
with sunset, and the lighting of the lamp for

dinner. It is the season when it is rational to

dine late, in order to make the most of the

shortening daylight. If the evenings are mild

and balmy, we can keep the windows open, and

go backwards and forwards between starlight and

lamplight. Before lamps came in, this was not

so pleasant, on account of the jiropensity
of

moths to fly into the camlle
; but now, when

thty can seek tlie light witliout destroyinfj them-
selves, they aliord an a<Ulitioii!il autumu 8i>ec-
tacle. Many a cue do we imprison under a
tumbler till we have studied it, and t'

Towards the end of the month, \\h- .

grow foggy and chilly, we shut up, and n:ivi- the
first tire of the season—the small bright lire which
warms all spirits.

So much for the evenings. As to the work of

the evenings at home, there is plenty just now.
There are the autumu bou<piets to make splendid

every day with dahlias of all colours. They should
be made up in a conical form, l>r(iad at tho base ;

the method fittest for them, as green-glass milk-

pans are fittest for water-lilies. Then there are

asters of many sorts and sizes, and the golden
amaryllis ; and the first chrysanthemums, .uil

the passionliower, dear and holy in all t;, ,;

and mallows still, and China roses, and some-

times the Michaelmas daisy, and central boughs
of the lovely arbutus, for them to cluster round.

There are worn out jilants to be removed, and

decayed ones to be thrown away ;
and already,

though Ave do not like to admit it, a few dead

leaves to be swept from the lawn and the walks.

There are the beds to be got ready for the early

spring bulbs—the hyacinths, tulips, and .inemo-

nes. This is, perhaps, the strongest hint of the

decline of the year. If we want more fruit-trees,

now is the time to drain and prepare the orchard

ground to give it leisure to settle. For my part,

I think we ourselves have enough. It is i|uite a

sight to pass from the entrance of the kitchen-

garden to the end of the orchard—a walk which

occupies a good deal of time when one imdertakes

to gather the fruit for lunch and dessert. One

has to see to the peaches every day, and gather the

ripe, and throw out the supernumeraries which are

in the Avay. Late peaches and nectarine.s, and

early pears, I think proper to gather myself. Any-

body is Avelcome to try a geutle shake at the ai>ple

trees in the orchard, and see what comes. Tho

ruddy, and russet, and streaked apples that stud

the espaliei-3 must remain to be mellowed by the

sun to the latest day. The multitude from the

orchard must also hang for some time yet, except
'

such as fall with a touch. The ganlener is clear-

1 ing his strawberry-beds of runners and w.
'

.

I

and getting up his onion croj.s, laying them

under cover to dry, and making haste to put in

cabbages and caulillowers in their place. It seems

! to me° that no supply can meet the demaml for

onions. Watch a vegetable garden, or a grccn-

!
f^rocer's shop anywhere, and say it it Ixs not so.

I One asks where they can all go to ? till one con-

siders the soups and stews in rich men's dwellings,

and the bread and cheese, as Avell as the cooker>-

of the lower and middle classes. We hear now i<i

the couA'ersion of acres of onion-ground into

cucumber-growing. Sheltered by a growth of

rye at the outset, an acre of cucumWrs produces

10tV.,Aveare told. This causes two fpu-stions
—

" Where will so many oicumbers go to *
" and

" What Avill be done for onions ?
"

Every ye*r, I

am amazed at the space set out for onions in my

garden ;
and every winter I .am told we liave nin

short of onions, and must buy ;
not that we have
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eaten them all at home, but that there can never

be too many in all the cottages roimd.

There are more plums of various sorts to be got,

the most bloomy and fragrant for dessert and for

presents, and the commoner for pies, puddings,
and preserves. The grapes grow transparent now
under their bloom, and crave gathering. My wife

wants walnuts to jtickle ;
so we go to the great

tree on the windy side of the orchard, and get no

more than enough, that the rest may ripen fully.

We find a few mulberries, and the sight of them
sets Harry asking for his promised blackberry

holiday. Jane says she thinks it might do already.
On every bramble there are stiU blossoms, and

green and red fruit ; but there is also some black,

and we can but try.

It is very pleasant to get blackberries
;
but the

real treat, in my opinion, is the sight of an autumn

hedge. The rough stone fences in the northern

counties are charming when well mossed over,
and tufted with ferns in the crevices, and tinted

with lichens, and with a running fringe of pansies
and small wild geranium along the top : but a

hedge in autumn is yet lovelier, however true it

may be that it is damp—that it harbours vermin—that it wastes broad strijis of good soil. Look
at the briony with its scarlet transparent berries,

and the fruitage of the wild apple and plum, and
the privet, and the elder, and the service—the

black shining clusters here—the blue sloes there,
the dull red haws and the scarlet hips, and the

green and red crab apjiles ! Look at the catkins

of the birch, and the keys of the ash and syca-

more, and the flowering of the ivy, and the pale
last blossoms of the wild honeysuckle ! If the

grass and weeds are somewhat dank, look at the

dew-drops on the spider-webs, and the changing
colours of the foliage of the hedgerow trees !

The blackberrying must be on a dry day, and if

possible, a simny one. The baskets must be of

good capacity, with basins or trays at the bottom
to catch the juice ; for, however many are eaten,
more must be brought home. I say nothing about
the jam. It is very good to those who like it ;

and it is decidedly better than none. So are

blackberry pies and puddings. But, if the jam
be the lowest of jams, the jelly is the highest of

jeUies
—of fruit jellies. Blackberry jelly is truly

a dainty, not only good for sore throats and

hoarsenesses, but a dainty sweet with cream, or

on puffs. So Harry and his party are to bring
home a vast crop ;

the elder ones being always
careful to gather only those which grow out of

reach of the poor children who have a sort of

natural right to all vnld good things that they can

lay hands on. I much doubt, too, whether a large

portion of the highest growing blackberries are

not deposited somewhere on the way home.

Lastly, there will be the nutting
—the best of

all. The getting together the hooked sticks and
the bags, and the gardening aprons with great
pockets, is merry work

; and once in the wood
how busy everybody grows ! The clusters have
been watched (and the secret kept about the best)
ever since the green points first peeped out,

through the pithy stage, and the mUky stage, and
the ripening, till they become grey or brown
enough for the gathering. We are always telling

the village boys how foolish it is to pull them
before they are half ripe ;

and every year the

boys do it again : and almost every year there is a

clothes' basket-fidl of nuts in every house where

anybody lives who likes nutting. The fatigue that

gdrls will go through in stretching, and jumping,
and twitching, and carrying an increasing load, is

amazing. Scornful people tell them that they

might get better nuts in equal quantity for a few

pence, and save walking all those miles, and mak-

ing themselves stiff for days after. The answer

is that pleasure is the object and not pence, and
that they never count the miles gone over, nor

mind the aches incurred in nutting ;
which is a

new wonder to scornful people.
Whde the children are thus busy abroad,

mother and maids are not idle at home. The

apple-chamber and other fruit-rooms axe now
cleared out, scoured and ventilated ; the cottage

neighbours and the farmers' wives are encoui-aged
to prepare for the collection of goose-feathers, now
that Michaelmas is coming on. The last preserves
are made. The flower-seeds are dried, sorted, and

pxit away ; and so are the sweet herbs. Elder

wine is made—the only domestic wine we venture

upon ; but elder wine is a singular antiquity, out of

the way of everything modern
;
and we have cer-

tain visitors who like nothing so well after a cold

ride, as a glass of hot elder wine (out of a

pitcher), and toast.

But I shall never have done, if I tell all that

marks the month of September. I can only re-

mind my readers to watch for the departure of the

swallows, (an event of which we always have

ample notice by the commotion they make about

our roofs before they go) ;
and to order a Michael-

mas goose in time, and gather brisk apples for the

sauce : and to induce their cottage neighbours to

try fish dinners, at the time when herrings are so

cheap ;
and to watch over them, as over their own

households, during the weeks of autumn sickness.

This is the time for choleraic diseases, and the

time of all the year when the inexperienced and
ill-informed most need the guidance of their wiser

neighbours in the management of health. Ague,
rheumatism, and disorders of the alimentary sys-
tem often take their rise in September. One thing
more, we shall be reminded of at the end of the

month by the rushing winds which will bring
down the leaves in our avenues, and roar in our

chimneys. While we are snug by oiu' early
autumn fire, we shall not forget the mariners
who are having their first warning of winter in

the equinoctial gales. In mid-winter, seamen
are prepared for any weather : but now, when
they are floating at sunset in a purple and golden
summer sea, it is scarcely credible, and very
awful, to think that they may be pitching in a

raging gale before morning. Whether those

whom we care for at sea are yachting for plea-

sure, or doing duty on board the fleet, or out
on hire in a merchant-ship, let us send forth our

sympathy from under our sheltering roof-tree. If

we happen to have no friend or acquaintance at

sea, let our fellow-feeling be all the wider. As
islanders we should feel every equinoctial gale
an event, for its importance to our countrymen
who are at sea.
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A NOCTUARY OF TERROR.

Once more is tlie drawer opened ; once more
are the papers in my hand. The ink of my firm

youthful writing has grown pale, and the ])aper
discoloured, for I have not cared for many a long
year to ox>en a roll so fraught with painful recol-

lections.

My present narrative is founded upon these

rough notes now before me : they were hastily
and briefly written down at the time, and too

triUy chronicle events to which I was myself a

witness.

To proceed. Date back thirty-five years. I

was a medical student
; my friends in the country

had placed me in a neighbouring city for the

purposes of education. No authorised schools

of surgery or anatomy at that date existed in

provincial towns, and the earlier years of the

student's life were passed in the acquisition of

general jireliminary information, and in attend-

ance upon the local hospital or dispensary, pre-
vious to his visiting London to complete his edu-

cation. Still, however, in the principal provincial
cities and towns, anatomical study was privately
carried on

; the great importance of this particu-
lar branch of j^rofessional education having led at

an early period to the establishment of rooms
for dissection, and the delivery of lectures on ana-

tomy. In the town in which T resided, one of the

leading surgeons rented rooms over the cathedral

cloisters for the purpose. These antique apart-

ments, part of the monkish fabric of the catliedral,

had been fitted up for lectures and dissections.

The narrow casements overlooked an ancient

burying ground fidl of the decajdng memorials of

mortaUty. The time-worn Gothic carvings, the

silent quadrangle with its spreading j'ew-tree, the

dark shadows in the cloistered arches beneath the

ht, gave
and the

nature of the studies carried on above becoming

generally known, in spite of our precautions, the

place was regarded with peculiar aversion by the

common people.
In the present day, the advance of education,

and the wise j)rovisions of an anatomical bill

passed some years since to regulate medical

schools and to supply them with subjects, have

much lessened these extreme prejudices of the

piiblic at large, and have entirely remedied very

great evils. The practice of disinterring bodies,

and the sentence of the law, which formerly
doomed the murderer to death and dissection,

accounted for the strong feeling of horror and

indignation with which human dissection was

universally regarded. People became so alarmed,

that watchers with loaded firearms were fre-

quently placed over the graves of recently deceased

persons by their friends. Still the practice of

disinterment went on, and a sufficient number of

bodies was obtained, though with great difficulty,

to supply the necessities of the schools. It seems

now extraordinary that such a system should have

ever existed, or that any young men of education

could have been found to engage in the revolting

work. But the danger and mystery of these

night expeditions excited in youthful minds a

rooms, gloomy even in the summer daylii
a funereal character to the whole locality

daring spirit of adventure, and there were always
l)lenty of volunteers ready V> undertake them. It
was not this spirit of enterprise, however, that
alone actuated the student and urged Lim to a

fatiguing and dangerous duty,
—

heavy toil in tUo
lone churchyanl at midniglit, with the certainty of
the roughest treatment from the populace if dis-

covered. Higher motives imi>clled him ; the
attainment of anatomical knowledge, ami the con-
sideration and esteem of teachera and coniradis

always accorded to the hardworking ami ti,.

resolute.

It was, then, on a wild, stormy night in I'ecom-

ber, 1825, that a party of students agrceil to meet
at the dissecting rooms, and to start from thence
at midnight on an expedition to a neighbouring
churchyard, three miles distant from the t<iwn.

The party consisted of Balfour, young Fletcher,
and myself. (Qualified by my greater exj'erience,
I was the leader ; Balfour was my sccoud, and
Fletcher was to procure a gig for our conveyance.
I agreed to join Balfour at the rooms an hour

before we started, in order to prepare a dissection

which we had been unable to get ready before,

and which it was necessary to complete for the

morning lecture. Balfour was the son of a dis-

sentiug minister in the town, and had been care-

fidly brought up. He was a hardworking, atten-

tive student, but of a reserved and gloomy dis-

position. He seldom joined in the amusements

of yoimg men of his age, and consequently, though

generally resi>ected, he was not popular with his

comrades. He was a heavily biult, strong fellow,

with a resolved and not unpleasant countenance,

though his smile was somewhat sinister. A man
of hitherto proved courage, I ahvaj's felt that

I could rely upon him in emergency. It had

been raining and blowing hard all the day : the

evening closed stormily in clouds, and showed no

prospect of improvement. I arrived at the rooms

the first, and, groping up the dark circular stair-

case, was glad to find that the lire I ha<l ma«le

u]) when 1 left in the afternoon was burning

brightly.
It was a wild night. The crazy leaden caso-

ments shook noisily in the eddying gusts of the

hea\-y gale that far above our heads swept round

the cathedral tower. The skeletons suspen.le*! by

hooks from the ceiling moved and creaked in the

frequent cb-aughts. The dried anatomical jTcpara-

tions contained in cases ranged round the room,

stood out in the waving gloom, and .as the candle

flared in the win.l, glanced with grinning toeth

from their glazed sepulchres. In the centre of

the apartment, stretched upon a boanl and covered

with a sheet, lay a subject for dissection. It was

the body of a quarryman recently killed by a f.%11

from the rocks. The dim light of the can.llo

rested upon the solemn folds of the white drai>cry,

and gave a statuesiiuc character to the form.

As I sat in the gloom waiting the arriv.il of my
comrade, a succession of strange thout:

fancies passed through my mind. I »i
'

upon the probable aspect of the face concealed

beneath the sheet—Was it not horribly diatort4?«l

by the nature of the death—a fearfully ouddcQ

death—rendering a wondrous living t ''ga-

nisation, in an instant, effete and v .„-;3-
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man yesterday, and to-day kno^dng more of

lieaven or hell than all the philosophers upon
earth. ]\'^oic only sei-viug as a subject for dissec-

tion, while inheriting an immortality ! Well, he
is at all events dead, yet when did he die?—is the

last act of exjiiration the death ? Certainly not.

A smouldering vitality exists in the great nervous

centres for some time afterwards, and persons ap-

parently dead have been restored to life by gal-
vanism and artificial respiration when the pulse
and the breathing had long ceased. This brought
suddenly to my mind stories I had heard of people

hastily conveyed to anatomical theatres who were

rescued from sup]iosed death by the stimulus of

the surgeon's knife.

The idea grew horril^ly vivid until I fancied that

I saw the shrouding-sheet, that enveloped the bodj'',

slightly move. Though I felt that this was but the

etiect of an excited imaginatiou, to reassure my
mind I rose, walked to the table, removed the

covering, and looked steadily upon the face of the

dead. There was nothing to alarm in the wan

effigy. The characters of mortality were there

engraven in lines not to be mistaken, and I gazed

upon the fixed and peacefid outline of what had
been a vigorous, half-savage, toiling athlete, with

(See p, ^95.)

a strange and deep interest. Young as I was, my
eyes had often before rested upon the sublime and

touching spectacle of death
;
but I never remember

to have been impressed more deejily. In life, the

rough, reckless, uneducated rock-blaster, his facial

developments indicative alone of mere animal
existence. In death, how great the contrast—
how solemn

; how elevated the lines
;
how beau-

tifid the repose :
—

More fair than life is thy pale image, Death.
The face-convulsing passions of the mind.

They pass away upon the ebbing breath.
And leave nor earthly Pain nor Tear behind

• To break the shadow of thy deep repose.

Angelic lines, luimoving, firm, and jnire.

In solemn curves Death's majesty compose,

Sharp cut, as if for ages to endure.

'Tis very strange, that the immortal soul.

So darkly housed behind life's prison-bars,
In haste to 'scape mortality's control.

And join the kindred light beyond the stars,

Thus roughly shakes the tenement of life.

Yet leaves no impress of the passing strife !

It was now eleven, the qiiarter bells chimed out

from the cathedral, followed by the heavy toll of

the hour, taken up in succession by more distant
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l>elfrys, whose drowsy voices were Lorue far away
upon the sweeping storm.

A step on the stairs : enter Balfour more serious

and dour in aspect than uwual. Wrapped in a

rough-coat and mutiier, he did not speak until

he had removed and shaken his drenched gtir-

ments.
"
Balfour, this is a cai)ital night for us ; we shall

have no witness to our proceedings in this howling
storm."

" Do you think so?" he rc])lied.
" For all that,

there are busy fiends who love the darkness and

the storm. Come, get to work, we have no time

to lose ; already eleven o'clock luxs struck, and

I see," turning reproachfully towards me,
" the

dissection for to-morrow's lecture is not yet even

begun. Come, to work !

"

So saying he uncovered the body, and iirocccdetl
to flex the arm across the chest the more rvadily
to dissect the upper and back part of the extra-

mity, at the same time that he secured it with
a chain hook to the other side of the tabic. The
limb was thus put forcibly ujjon the htretch, and
the subject drawn over on its side. Balfour, bcatiuy
himself ojiposite the arm, commenced the work.
I was on the other side engaged in reading aloud
the anatomical description of tlie parts we were

preparing, when, during a pause, the liook which
liad secured the arm in tlie direction before men-

tioned, slipped its hold, and the hand, suddeoly
freed from its bondage, swung with an iucreascil

momentum given by the turning body, and ntruck

Balfour a violent blow upon the f.-ice. Willi ;i

fearful shriek—the more startling from hiii habitu.U

(See p. 297.)

composure — Balfour sprung to his feet, like

Richard in the tent-sccno
;

with hair erect,

blanched face, and large drops of perspiration

gathering on his brow, he staggered back,

shouting :

"Oh, God ! the man's alive !

"

I dashed at him, horror-struck myself, not at

what had occurred—for I saw how it had happened—but at the abject terror of my companion, appall-

ing to the last degree. Clasped together we

hustled each other into a corner of the room,

gi\'ing, in our passing struggles, a sharp gyratu)n

to the suspended skeletons. I shook him violently,

exclaiming :

" He is nut alive ; he is dead—dead !

"

But Balfour, half death-struck himself, still

gasped :
" Alive !

—alive !

"

"
Xo, no, no," I repeated ;

"he is dead '.

"

At length he drew a deep breath, and sunk

down in tlie corner whimpering :

" And yet it is impossible, that half-dissectoa

body cannot be alive."

"My good fellow," said I.
"

thi.s la mere

childish delusion—what is the matter with you !

are you well ? Here, take soine brandy."

He seized the llask and ilr.mk deeply : then,

with a strong elVort, he rose, w.ilkc- 1 t<. the tin-,

sat down with his back to the dissecting table, and

said nothing.
The whole scene was very gh.istly. B.ili.'urs

firmness in all times of trial, lier.toior.'. m^^' hx%

present abject fear the more unnatur.^1 .an

. i„- • no doubt, to a man of his serious i:

1 ordinary gloomy disposition,
with a t^mpenunent
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prone to superstition, the impression of an incident

so sudden nnd appalling was the more powerfiU in

its effect.

We sat in silence.

"Balfour," I said at last, "we must put off our

expedition for this night ;
it is blowing and rain-

ing hard, and you are not in a fit state to en-

counter fatigiie and exposure."
" Why do you talk thus ?" he replied, looking

up doubtfully ;
"do you think that I am afraid ?

"

"Not at all, my friend; but this circumstance

that has so startled yon may ])erhaps make you—"

Here 1 hesitated, not caring to say what I thought,
so I stopiied abruptly.

"
Wilder," said Balfoiir

angrilj', seizing me by the arm, "have I ever

quailed in this most horrible, but, to ns, righteous
task ?—have I ever shrunk from my duty, that

you thus insinuate ?
"

"
Never, Balfour; you have always stood by me

like a man, and I would rather have yon for

my lieutenant than any other of the stiidents,

and that yoii know right well ;
but we will not go

to-night for all that."

He started up, and with sudden energy, ex-

claimed,
" I will go, even if I go alone, even

should the dead arise to oppose me—Wilder, say
not one word more

;

" and he struck his fist vio-

lently on the table, setting the skeletons and win-

dow-frames trembling and clattering in the pause
of the storm, which was now subsiding.
At this moment we heard the sound of wheels,

and the old clock tolled twelve.
" Here is the gig and we not ready," I exclaimed.

I was glad to see Balfour eagerly seize and put
on his grave clothes. I followed his example. V/e

then collected all the requisite tools, tooth-pick,

shovel, elevator, &c., and descended to the street

groping along in the dark.

"A wild night, lads," said the cheerful voice of

yoimg Fletcher, a youth of seventeen, who, accus-

tomed to drive, was chosen as our charioteer. " I

have had the gieatest work to get the trap ;
I

shoidd never have come round old Higgins if it

had not been for Nancy. He declared that we
were going to commit a dead robbery, and that

somebody woidd swing for it one of these days,
and Nancj'' actiually kissed me because she had it

in her mind that I should be surely nipped up by
them awful spectres. At last, however, I got off,

and here I am all right and tight."

"Jack," said I, "can you see, and is the horse

steady ? It is awkward work driving in such a black

night as this."
" Be easy, my dear friend, I could drive you to

the devil if required."

"Well," added Balfour, "1 believe it is not

unlikely that you may do so.
"

It was a good horse, and we rattled along at a

great pace between long lines of lamps throiigh

lonely streets, deserted, save by drowsy watchmen

calling the hour, who raised their dim lanthorns to

see what we were. Then came the straggling,

half-lighted suburljs, and lastly the dark and open
countiy through which we drove more slowly,

though still at a steady trot, to the quiet church-

yard at Hilton. The wind had much subsided
;

low, rolling clouds, opening here and there,
showed a few faint stars ; but the road where

shadowed by trees woidd have been almost im-

distinguishable save for the glimmering pools

left by the heavy rain. Part of our route lay
between thick plantations of firs, whose giant
arms waved to and fro, and croaked mom-nfully.
Arrived within a quarter of a mile of our desti-

nation we drew up, arranged our tools in the most

convenient way for carrying them, and then

walked the horse gently till we came near the

burying-groimd. We now quitted the gig, which

Fletcher drove back to the shadow of the fir

trees, there to await onr return. As I ascended

with Balfour the path that led to the church-

yard, Ave paused to look round, and assure our-

selves that no one was follov>ing upon our steps.

The low grounds we had just passed through,

though for the most part shrouded in the dark-

ness, were in places indicated by the uncertain

course of the river that caught faint gleams of

light from the parting clouds above. The distant

city, like a shadowy monster with a thousand

gleaming eyes, lay stretched upon the plain ;

while the river, flowing onward to the walls,

held to its breast the inverted firmament of

lamps . quivering hke fire-flies upon the surface of

the rippling flood. The spires and other lofty

buildings stood out here and there from the

mde gloom in high relief, red with the reflected

gleam of furnace fires. These restless flames,

like those of Phlegethon extinguished never,

gave off from their tail chimneys long lines of

smoke, which carried the dusky i-adiance to the

clouds themselves. There was something myste-
rious in these silent gleaming fires, apparently

untended, yet holding an independent existence,

when the rough master-minds and toiling hands

that ruled them through the day had sunk

weary to their rest.

The city gleam'd with light, but gave no sound
;

She, with her hundred tliousaud sleepers, kept
Unbroken silence : in the gloom profound
A life in death, the illumined shadow slept.

We turned from this solemn spectacle to the

solemn thing we were about to do. I never

apj)roached the dark sanctuary of death with

more of awe and revereuce than at this moment,

though about to mock and desecrate that sanc-

tuary by rifling it of its poor contents. The quiet

church, the moaning wind, the feeble and strug-

gling stars, all seemed to upbraid us for thus

roughly breaking upon the deep slumber of the

dead. The tender association we hold with the

last resting-place, the flower-planted grave of the

beloved, fell heavdy upon a heart meditating the

immediate commission of what seemed, in spite

of philosophy, to be a crime, and which is cer-

tainly a deed most painful and revolting in the

execution.

The shadow of the darkest night, which you
I inwardly hope may shroud the ghoid-like pro-
I ceeding, is never profound enough. The disin-

1 terred body gleams with its own ghastly lustre.

A faint phosphorescent nimbus seems to surround

it, developing the characteristic outline of hu-

manity, when it is so dark that you cannot see

your hand before you. I do not know how it

was, but at this moment I did not feel my usual
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cool steadfastness. I was fulgetty and anxious.
Balfour's alarm in tlie room had lilled me with
uneasiness, and, though he seemed recovered, he
was still nervous and depressed. However, it

was no time for retrospection ; and, creeping
along the side of the low Avail to the deeper
shadow of the church, we leaped the enclosure.
The moment I was in the ground all uncer-

tainty passed from my mind, to be immediately
succeeded by a deep sense of duty, and a lirm

purpose to execute it. I at once advanced to the

spot marked in a visit of investigation the day
before as the site of the recent grave. After

having made the needful preliminary examination,
and satisfied ourselves that we were correct, I let

Balfour take the commencement of the work,
while I removed a short distance from the grave
to watch, and warn my comrade should anything
occiu- to distm'b iis. It is far better to work than
to watch on these occasions. The attention is

absorbed in the exertion, and on that account I

determined that Balfour shoidd begin. As T stood
in the drear yard, I looked about me more nar-

rowly, to accustom my eye to the dim obscurity
and to the various dark mis-shapen objects
around. One decaying monument api)eared like a

crouching monster watching us, and it was not
till I had approached to examine the object more

closely that I could perfectly satisfy myself of its

real nature. The evergreen trees and bushes that

clustered in the opposite corner of the yard were

darkly outlined against the dusky reddish light

arising from the city, three miles off. As I stood

listening on the watch, the ticking of the church-

clock seemed to grow gradually louder in the

intense silence. Presently I heard another sound,
not unlike it, a soft tapping noise that I could

not understand. It appeared, at times, to be

very near me, and then to die away in the dis-

tance. The grating of the spade in the stony
soil, which had been going on for some time, now
ceased. I therefore returned to Balfour, to see

what he was about, and to take my spell at the

work, suiTendering to him the watch. As I

approached he sjjoke softly from the grave, in a

nervous and excited way.
"Hush! do you hear nothing? do you see

nothing ?"

My own attention had been drav\^l to the

peculiar sounds before mentioned—soft inter-

mitting sounds, like little footsteps i)atting on the

ground. Balfour came stumbling up to me.

"It is horribly dark ; what are these noises, so

like heavy droppings of blood ? Are they the

echoes of the church-clock, or are there two

ticking clocks to the tower ? T hate this infernal

thing ! What is it ? Why did you bring me
here to be thus tormented ?

" And he wiped the

perspiration from his brow with his muddy
hand.

"Pooh, pooh! it is nothing at all, Balfour,"
said I

; "get back to the work again. I will go to

the other side of the yard and see about it."

I crossed the ground in the direction of the

sounds, ankle deep in the rank wet grass that

ever fattens on the rich loam of the churchyard,

slipping over graves and low head-stones, to the

imminent danger of my shins. "\\'hen I drew

near, I perceived the simi.le cause of our alarm :

though the storm had ceased, largo drop» con-
tinued to fall from a spout at the

toji of the
tower, and pattered on tlie Hags l>elow.

As I turned to go back, I jostled a dark figure
standing close to me. In my Jii-st imjtulHt 1 siizc-d
it by the throat, but was roughly sliaken olf by
the more powerful Balfour. " Why tlie devil,"
I angrily exclaimed, "do you thus dog mc, sir;
how infernally you liave startled me—do get back
to your work !

" We returned sulkily and in

silence. I took up the shovel and began t<» dig.
Balfour presently touched me on the HhouMer.

"Wilder," he said, "you were verj- angrj' with
me just now ;

I ought not to have followed you ;

forgive me,—I am not quite myself to-night."
"All right, Balfour, go back to your watrh ; I

quite understand." Bidfour, however, did not
seem disposed to quit my vicinity. I took no
notice at first, but kept vigorously at the work ;

then in a pause I said,
" My good fellow, you ihuaI

return to j-our post, you cannot hear anything .so

near me, and it is quite necessary to keep a sharp
look out, though all may be perfectly quiet, and

every thing ])romise success." While I yet fii>oko,

we were startled by a remarkable sound above our

heads, apparently close to us. A low whistling in

the air, very strange and even sweet, seemed to

wander and jtlay about us.
' ' What—is—this—

now?" gasped my comi)anion ;

" Wbat is it, I

say ?
" and he seized me convidsively liy the arm.

I was myself astonished, and could in no way ex-

plain this new phenomenon ; however, I said

hastily,
"

Birds, night birds, chiri)ing round us—
nothing more. "Wilder," said Balfour, slowly,
in a hollow and altered voice,

" God sees us, and

vouchsafes us a warning—this may lie a dreadful

sin that we are engaged in, come, let us go." I

was much more alarmed at Balfour's evidently

growing disturbance of mind than at the cause,

and did what I coidd to reassure him. The

sounds, as I seized the spade, suddenly ceased,

and juLshing him from me, in another nionn-nt I

was hard at work. 1 had scarcely thrown .-ut a

dozen shovelsful of earth, before Balfour nishwl

wildly up, and exclaimed,
"
By Heaven there is

something in the churchyard—there^'losc to the

verge of the enclosure I

"

Instantly I jumped out of the grave, and vrilh

straining eyes looked in the direction he indicated.

I could see nothing.
Balfour was evidently pointing to some moving

object, and following it with his finger, while he

muttered words which, in the agitation of the

, moment, I did not understand. We stood close

together, our eyes directed towards tli -ito

I

boundary wall; tliere, the solemn bi. rp

'

waving slowly in the night air against the lUu-

,
mined sky, but no other moving thing could I

perceive.

j

At the same time, a new and extraor.linar)-

I sense of undeliuablc solicitmle and anxiety, a .x»n»«'

of something to be feared, crept through me ; and

as I now felt certain that witli a man in R.'ilf.iurs

excited state, verging upon insanity, I coul.i h^-po

for no assistance, Imt must expect everj- onib.v-

rassment, 1 determined to give up all farther

, attempt, and to leave the churchyard at once
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I -was on the point of saying so, when my compa-
uion spoke again in broken sliivering whispers.
"
Wikler, look yonder, ilo yon not see it now?

I see it distinctly in ghastly outline against the

sky ;
mark how it glides along, slowly, very

slowly
—a terrible shadow streaked with light,

where the shrond parts upon the breast. See, it

stops, it beckons, it lures ns to its hannt ; oh.

Wilder, stay not a moment, instantly let us go—
not that way—not there—thut is the grave, its

grave
—tread softly, softly, and with haste." Then

in the delirious ecstacy of his terror he sud-

denly shouted out in a loud clear voice, most

appalling in the absorbing silence of the night,

"Save me, oh God, for 1 come into deep water.

Let not the pit shut her mouth upon me : save

me ! save me ! I go to judgment." And he made
a step forward, as if to advance upon the mystic
horror.

Now was my own concern infinitely increased,

when I fancied that I myself coidd perceive through
the gloom what resembled a slowly passing sha-

dow, illumined below, and dark above the wall.

The imdetined sensation I had before ex[)erienced
swelled into a deadly "sense of sickly fear, as I

followed with straining eyeballs a dim something
that was stealing along the verge of the enclosure,

in the direction of the dark evergreens, erect and
human shaped. Had I not been infected by
Balfour's abject teiTor (for terror is an infectious

disease), it is possible that my natural audacity
would have made me dash at the figure to solve

the dreadful mystery ; but as it was, I stood, for

the moment, benumbed, terror struck, and in-

capable of motion. As 1 gazed with dilated pupils,
I saw the shadow wave w^hat seemed an arm,
but whether to beckon us onward, or to warn
us to desist, I could not in the dim obscurity
discern.

At this moment the air became filled with the
same strange, sweet, whistling soimds we had be-

fore heard—above, lielow, around us, everywhere.

My comrade fell heavily to earth in strong con-

vulsions, and struggled violently in the loose

mould, dashing it about in a fearful manner. I

endeavoured at first to hold him in these spasms
to prevent him from hurting himself, but in vain

;

so I let him wrestle it out, while I thrust my
brandy-flask between his tightly-wedged teeth,
and succeeded in getting some brandy into his

mouth. I thought of riinning for Fletcher, but I

feared to leave Balfour in his present state, lest,

suddenly recovering, he should go raving mad to

find himself alone, and apparently deserted
;

besides, what would become of the horse if Fletcher
were to leave the gig. 1 do not know how it was—for 1 am sure my present situation wasbad enough—but I felt in my anxiety for poor Balfoui", and
the constant attention I was compelled to give
him, a relief from a worse and more prostrating
feeling, that of a terror such as I had never under-
stood before. I tried to be calm—determined not
to turn my eyes in the direction of the late visi-

tation, and to await, as steadily as I could, the
restoration of my comrade to consciousness. The
convulsions now nearly ceased, returning only at

intervals and in a slight degTee. Still he remained
insensible. I had loosened his neckerchief and

chafed his temples, sprinkling his face with spirit

from my flask. After a brief period of in-

tense anxiety, I foimd the pulse returning,
and the breathing in a degree restored. 1 gently

whispered to him that we were going away, and

raising him ujion his feet I led him with faltering

steps towards the point of our entrance. In this

way, with difficulty, we gained the boundary wall,

and I lifted him over, holding him with one hand,
and scrambling up with the other. At this mo-
ment the clock struck three, and the sounds rose

faintly from the churches of the distant city. As
I paused after my exertion, leaning against the

wall, and still supporting my companion, the cool

nieht breeze that bore the welcome sound of the

bells upon its wings, fanned my heated brow
with an ineffable sense of refreshment. j\Iy short-

ened breath grew deeper in the pure ciirrent of

vital air, and my shaken fi-ame became braced

again. My judgment, which had never entirely

deserted me, was restored to its full integrity with

returning bodily strength. I felt excited, but

equal to any emergency. It was clear that Bal-

four's mind had not yet sufficiently recovered to

enable him to comjirehend his situation, nor did I,

by any remark, attempt to lead him to a conscious-

ness on this point. With the same slow advance

we descended from the churchyard to the road.

Here I left him and ran on to Fletcher. Jumping
into the gig I told him to drive instantly back to

where I had left Balfonr.

"What is the matter?" whispered Fletcher;
"have you seen the devil, or are you pur-
sued ?

"

I made no answer, but seizing the reins from

him, as Ave ajiproached the spot, I inilkd up
sharply, leaped from the gig, and found Balfour

exactly where I had left him.
"
Here, Fletcher, jump out and lend a hand to

get him in."

Fletcher now whispered :
"
Oh, the immaculate

Balfour drunk, I perceive."
" Be quiet, you know nothing about it ; keep

hold of him and remain where you are until my
return ;

I will Ije witli you in ten minutes."

I hasted back to the churchyard, determined

to ascertain, if possible, what it really was that

had upset us so completely. As I climbed the

wall I glanced in the direction of our recent terror,

and leaping down, walked to the grave. Here I

collected the tools that were scattered about, and

seizing the elevator, which made a formidable

weapon, I advanced, with a beating heart, to the

other side of the graveyard. As I looked doubt-

fiilly round, the various dark objects in the enclo-

sure seemed perfectly stationary. At last I

arrived at the extreme end of the j^ard, and leaned

against the wall for a few moments, for I felt a

sudden faintness, and the darkness which enve-

loped me seemed so profound that I lost all idea of

the direction to return in.

In a few minutes my faintness passed off, but

it required the utmost resolution to enable me to

enter the funereal shadows of the evergreens. I

did enter though, and walked roiuid and between
what I found were cypress trees. No light burst

from the gloom. All was bare and silent. I

retirrned with much more trepidation than on my
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advance. I felt every moment as if about to be

clasped from bebind by a loathsome spectre.

Exhausted, and wet witli perspiration, I rejoined

my comrades. Balfour remained in the same con-

dition, and Fletcher exclaimed,
" Thank Clod you

are come ! I have been dreadfully frightened with
this living ghost. What is tlie matter with him,
and what is it all about ?

"

I now hurriedly explained what had occurred,
and told him to get home as fast as he could.

We drove rapidly back, entered once more the

deserted streets, and reached the lecture-rooms in

safety. I ran up the stairs to unlock the door,

and, raking the embers of the nearly extinguished
fii'e, lit a c»indle, and descended for Balfour. He
seemed partially to comprehend that he was to

leave the gig. Both assisting, we got him xip-

stairs ; and then Fletcher drove oif to the stable.

I now proceeded to examine more closely into

Balfour's condition. He was deathly pale ;
his

pupils, widely dilated, were insensible to the

action of light ;
his extremities cold. I laid him

on the floor, bathed his face and head with cold

water, and poured more brandy down his throat,

until by degrees his consciousness jiartially re-

turned. I was right glad when Fletcher's springy

step was heard iipon the stairs. After nearly two

hours of watchful care and continued endeavours,

Balfour was much recovered*; still there was an

unpleasant, unearthly stare about his face, with a

slight squint. At times he talked incoherently,

alluding to some deadly sin he fancied he had

committed, for which there was no hope of forgive-

ness. Dawn at last stole throiigh the gloom, and

dimmed out wasted, flaring candle. When the

daylight was fuUy established, I sent Fletcher for

a carriage, and putting Balfoiir into it, drove with

him to his home. The family were not yet up,

and directing the servant to get him to bed as

quickly as possible, I hastened to !Mr. Brom-

tield, our anatomical professor, and begged him

to return with me as soon as possible. He
attended to my request at once, and on the way
I detailed to him the adventure. Mr. Bromfield

listened attentively to my recital. He considered

that Balfour's unusual terrors were due to his

having been imweU before we started ; that I had

myself been infected by my comrade's fear, and

that the whole thing was but the result of our

disordered imaginations. I made no answer to

these observations ;
and though I inwardly wished

that the matter coidd be thus satisfactorily ex-

plained, I knew better. W^e now arrived at

Balfour's house. When Mr. Bromtield had seen

and examined the patient, he expressed great

alarm. He said : "There is much more in this

than I at first thought. I consider him in imme-

diate danger." He remained with poor Balfour

to see that the remedial measures which he had

ordered were promptly carried out, and to break

the matter to his friends. For my part, I returned

in a sad and subdued state of mind, and felt more

than half inclined never again to attempt these

adventures. Fatigue and excitement had quite

upset me, and truly glad 1 was to find myself once

more in my own lodgings. I undressed and

jumped into bed, but essayed in vain to sleep.

Whenever I dozed otf, the horrible scene with

Balfour in the dissecting room camo U-fore me, or
I fancied myself in the churchyard !•

every noi.se. At last I could bear u.

waking horrors no longer ; so I determined to get
up and go to lecture, for it was jnst ten o'clock,
the hour for its commencement.

Our professor was tliere wlien 1 arrived. .\fUT
the demonstration was over, he signed iw to
remain in our places ; and having alluded with

great feeling to iJalfour's alarming atate, he went
on to say :

"
I know, gentlemen, tlie 8a<l neccBsity which

impels you in a stern sense of duty, t4j procure by
your own exertions subjects for ilissection. without
which it is impossible that you should attain

those high objects of professional ambition which
a worthy student ever sets before him. Oh, who
shall approach the holy tabernacle of human life

framed after God's own image, and dare to invade

that mystical sanctuary with ignorant an«l unakil-

ful hand? Who, in the red battlelield, sh.all daro

to practise this noblest of all the arts, without a

thorough understanding of the wonderful fabric

he is to save, or to restore ? Who, in the civil

hospital, or in the sacred chamber of i)rivatc life,

may dare to enter, and not bear witli him, in a

w^ell balanced mind, that store of practical know-

ledge which nothing save dissection—constant,
laborious dissection—of the human bodj', and the

unwearying study of post mortem appearances, can

afford him ? I say, if he hold not the attainment

of this knowledge as the one great object of his

life, let the student at once abandon his profes-

sional career, and seek elsewhere for a more con-

genial pursuit. Gentlemen, our studies need no

excuse. I feel that all and each of you regard

your comfort, your health, even your lives, as

secondary to a sacred duty. In your hands,

gentlemen, will by and by rest the grave resix)n-

sibiUty of life and death,—a responsibility to be

seriously yet cheerfully accepted by tlie well

educated and i)ractieal surgeon. I, too, have a

I grave responsibility, not only as a surgeon, but as

I

a teacher, and yet I must ask the students to

j

suspend their important labours for a time. I

feel it a duty, under present distressing circum-

[

stances, to require your i)romises not to engage

for the present in any further attempt to procure

subjects. The ditiiculties and dangers which

beset the inquiring student in the prosecution of

; his anatomical researches are a great n-proach to

this enlightened age ;
but 1 entertain a conlident

hope that the representations of practical and

scientific men may influence the Lcgislatiire, antl

that a better mode of supj-lying anatomical schools

with subjects will speedily remedy the present

evils we so mucli deplore.

"Gentlemen, the most perfect silence is neces-

sary as to the events of last night. Fmm the

necessai-ily hurried manner with which the party

left the churchyard, traces of their attempt may

possibly draw the attention of the authorities, an-l

lead to a jiublic inquiry."

Mr. Bromfiehl having finished his .id. Ires.", wo

all pledged ourselves in the way he require.1,
and

the meeting broke up.

Returning wearilv to my lodgings I w.-vj startled

by a placaril, signed by the churchwanlcuJ of

=J



300 ONCE A WEEK. [Sept. 8, 1860.

Hilton, which a man was in the act of posting up.

It was as follows :
—
FELONY.

Fifty Guineas Reward !

Whereas, late last night, or early this morning,

some villain or villains, unknown, entered the church-

yard of Hilton, and feloniously stole the body and the

grave-clothes of a person therein buried, and have thus

incurred the penalty of transportation : Any person

giving information that may lead to the discovery of

the offender, or offenders, shall receive Twenty Guineas i

reward upon his or their apprehension, and a further

reward of Thirty Guineas upon conviction.

I do not know that the horrible witness of the

night affected me more strangely than this an-

nouncement. The body gone and the grave

clothes ! I read apd re-read the words until the

very idea sickened me. The unearthly sounds

we had heard, all now bore a fearful interpre-

tation.

I turned away from the contemplation of this

infernal placard, repeating unconsciously,
" the

body and the grave-clothes
—the body and the

grave-clothes !

"
Suddeidy I started at fuU speed to

Balfour's. Judge of my alarm and distress when
I found the street-door wide open, and the house-

hold in great confusion. Mr. Bromfield and

Fletcher, with several neighbouring practitioners

in the sick-room, drawn thither by strange reports

of Balfour's extraordinary state. As I entered

the apartment, Balfour, a dying man, rose upright
in his bed, and with the same ghastly expression
he wore in the dissecting-room, pointed at me
with outstretched arms, and exclaimed, in a

voice that haunted my dreams for months after-

wards :

* '

See, it comes again ! The grave is opened !

I am in the Valley of the Shadow of Death—it

grows darker and darker—I—go
"

He gradually stiffened in this fearful attitude,

and in a few minutes was a corpse. So ends my
uoctuary of terror, H.

THE AGREEABLE MONK.

My Agreeable Monk is no mediaeval monastic,
with serge gown and knotted cord ;

and the near-

est approach that he ever makes to such a costume

is Avhen he takes his ea,se in his rich figured dres-

sing-gown tied about with a bell-puU. And yet,
in his aptitude for hilarity and good living, is he
like to those monks of old, who sang, and laughed,
and the rich wine quaffed, and hved on the dain-

tiest fare. But my Agreeable Monk has not yet
reached to his mediajval age, not having been born
until this present century had quite run out of

its teens
; and though, like the gentlemen just

alluded to, he very frequently laughs ha ! ha I with
a heartiness that is infectious, yet I may venture
to say, that he so far comes short of his models in

that he has never quaffed ha ! ha ! the recipe for

that peculiar beverage having been lost in the
mediaeval mists.

My Agreeable Monk, too, has no circidar spot
shaven upon the top of his crown, a veritable

crown-piece gleaming hke silver from its dark

boundary of hair ; neither has he smoothly-shaven

Jesuitical cheeks, such as we meet with on the

countenances of theatrical gentlemen. Popish

priests, and other actors, where the blueness of

the mown surface interposes with marked effect

between the red and white of cheek and choker.

On the contrary, my Agreeable Monk can boast a

capillary development of hyacinthine locks, and

whiskers that are only tamed down from a mili-

tant air, by being trimmed and curled to the

meekness of the lady-killer. Ko recluse, or ascetic

is he, but a "muscular Christian ;

"
still able, if

need be, to use his fists in self-defence ; still

vigorous to puU an oar ;
still ready to ride across

country whenever he can frame an excuse for

" a short cut ;

" and with his lungs still in a

highly healthy condition to bear their- part in

secidar glees or to chant the service in

Cathedral. For, in a Minor degree, he is one of

its dignitaries ; and, within its timeworn pre-

cincts, possesses a smig monastic retreat, admir-

ably adapted to modern tastes and ideas.

It lies hard by the sacred building. The giant

shadow of the great central tower steals over it in

the summer's sunset ;
and the prebendal rooks

and jackdaws take it under their protection as an

important portion of ecclesiastical property. We
go roimd by the Lady Chajiel, by a broad walk

between level plots of turf, and passing under a

low, dark, groined archway, find ourselves in cool

grey cloisters, enclosing a square green lawn

bright with flower-knots, on which we gaze

through the unglazed windows. Pleasant is it on

a July day to struggle out of the glaring sunshine

into the refreshing retreat of these cool cloisters,—to pace their paved walks on their northern and

western sides, and watch the golden light glowing
on the other sides of the square, bringing out into

all the sharpness of shine and shade the bright

flovver-knots, the creeping masses of ivy, the m\d-

lioned windows, and buttresses, and battlements,

and warming up the queer old Gargoyles into

fresh leers and laughter.

Along a shady side, and then we step into

patches of sunlight ; and, after passing some half-

dozen doors (but no windows), we come to a jior-

tal whose formidable look of united oak and iron

is considerably enlivened by a door-plate and
letter-box in the newest style of mediaeval enrich-

ment. Fascinated by the gay colours, we peruse
the rubric legends, and, trout-like, swallow the

bait. A tug, and we are haiUed within, and in a

trice are landed in the domains of our Agreeable
Monk.
An oak-panelled hall, matted under foot. On

one waU the Oxford Almanack, mediaevaUy
framed ; on the other side, over a Gothic oak

hall-table, a framed and emblazoned list of an-

thems and cathedral-services for the week. Hard

by, over-coats, boating-hats, chimney-pot-hats,
and college-caps ;

then siu-plices and hoods, pen-
dant from the wall, where at night, as I walk by
them, they look like the ghosts of murdered
minor-canons. And (Nota Bene!) not far from

them, a cupboard lurking beneath the stairs ; and,
within it, a goodly store of pipes and tobacco.

Down the hall, and to the further end of a pas-

sage, and we pass through a door.

A toleral)ly large and loft}' room, of collegiate

character, luxurious, and comfortable. The doors
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are of iianelled oak, -with ecclesiastical handles
and hinges; there are two tall mullioned windows,
liUed with sheets of plate-glass ;

and there is an
enormous fire-place, with steel dogs, and shining
encaustic tiles, and a black oak chimney-piece
nearly touching the ceiling, rich in carved work,
relieved with gilding, and gay with a double
row of emblazoned coats-of-arms. The walls are

papered with a light sea-green, diapered with
dark gi-een fleur-de-lys ; the window-curtains are

now a thin white muslin, but in colder weather

marone, with a broad gold border of a Greek jiat-

tern ; the carpet a soft Turkey, on which the

footfalls die a Desdenioua death. Thickly hung
upon the walls are proof-prints from world-famed

pictures by RaffaeUe and Ary Scheffer, iDtcThj
with large jihotograjihs of English ami t ouii-

nental Cathedrals, and with a few masterly water-
colours. They are hung in franiea of gold, and
velvet, and carved oak ; and, as tliey iill have
wide white margins, tliey show out with tvlliug
effect from the sea-green walls. The book-cas«s
are of light polished woods, carved in places with

open work, behind whicli dark green cloth haa
been introduced ; green leather, stainjied with a

gold pattern, is hung from the slielves, wliich art-

laden with richly-bound books, redolent of nisaia,

and magnificent with morocco. In one comer is

a stand for portfolios and prints ; opiKisite to it is

a Collard's semi-grand, on which the Agreeable

Monk will by-and-by discourse most excellent

music. Dotted about everywhere are various

species of the r/enus chaii-—Glastonbury chairs,

lounging chairs, easy chairs that do not belie their

name, and stiff-backed chairs, for ornament (it is

to be presumed) and not for penance. Then,

there are two or three tables, where are news-

papers, and some of the latest periodicals
and

reviews, and a miscellaneous oddment of the cur-

rent sacred and profane literature, stacked for

convenience of reference (with a Peerage, and a

Clergyman's Almanac, and a Gardening Calen-

dar, and a Book of Anthems, and a Clergj' List,

and Army List, and Navy List, and other handy

books) in oak book-stands with carved ends of

shields and fieur-de-lys And, in a well-lighted

corner, is a writing-table,—so well appointed that

it is a pleasure to sit down to it, and scribble olT a

whole week's arrears of correspondence. From

the cushioned recesses of the two windo\v8, we can

look out on the tlowcr-pots of a trimly-kept par-

den, shaded by venerable limes and ced.ars. Those

sweet blossoiiiy limes are a very storchou!..- of

enjojnuent for the Agreeable Monks bi-,-.. wh..

are "randly lodged in yonder ecclesiastical sinn-

mer-house, the Gothic carvings of which were

constructed
" out of his own hea»l," as w.« once

ob3er\'ed by a jocose prebendary,
n

witty saying of another jocose prcb

order to make mild fun ont of the

Monk's amateur carpentering^. And t!

the south wall of tlie gardm, with ti.

the

in

Agix-cable
-•nrt

ral
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towers o'ertopping the elms for a background to

the view, there is a conservatorj^ filled with floral

beauties, to whom the Agreeable Monk makes
himself as benevolently amiable as though he were
the Lady of the Sensitive Plant.

What a chanuing snuggery it is, lacking no-

thing but a wife to make it perfect ; though, if

the hundred tongues of Rumoiir sjieak the truth

(and, for a wonder, they are unanimous on this

point), an Eve is soon to appear in this Paradise,
and the Alonk will have to break his celibate vow.

There is room for her at any rate
;
for are there

not two sitting-rooms downstairs, and two bed-

rooms with dressing-rooms upstairs ? so let her

come, and welcome
;
and as for the future, (as

Horace says) don't ask what fate is going to

bestow iipon you. At present, the Agreeable
Monk's nursery is in his garden.
As for domestic arrangements,

—besides a boy
in buttons, of preternatural sharjjness, who is his

own peculiar slavey,
—there are male and female

servants to obey his wants, in common with those

of his five other companions who may happen to

be "in residence." Their homes all lie in these

cloistered courts, and they form a corporation of

their own, as the aforesaid jocose prebendary
observed, when he directed attention to the

increasing rotundity in the form of one of the

reverend gentlemen ; and they have their own
lands and properties, and are mighty big folk

accordingly.

My Agreeable Monk—in anticipation, I suppose,
of the coming change in his condition,—has

thought fit to convert a room, on the opposite side

of the cloistered quad, into a kitchen, that is as

unlike to an ordinary kitchen as the Agreeable
Monk is to an anchorite of old. For, besides

its mulHoned windows and carved stone fire-place,
its walls are curiously ornamented like a par-

quetted floor, while the floor itself is laid with
encaustic tiles. Not that there is any urgent need
for this glorified kitchen ; for is there not the

great kitchen common to the six cloistered monks,
from whence, at the word of command, as with
the waving of a magic wand, all the wonders of

cookery will arise. But my Agreeable Monk likes

to do things on the grand seigneur scale ; and, T

daresay, when dinner-time comes, instead of let-

ting us enjoy our tete-a-tete in that snug dining-
room of his (whose only offensive decoration is

that too-popular print of the Three Impossible
Choristers—their api)eai-ance here to be excused
on the ground of association and sublimation of

ideas), he will haid me up to the other end of the

cloisters, up the grand staircase, and into the

great diniug-hall (in which, to quote the jocose

prebendary, he and his corporation have a vested

interest), where I shall not be surprised to find
covers laid for a score. Nor shall I wonder if,

later in the evening, we adjoiirn to the music-

room, where, aiTayed in awful state in the orches-

tra, he and his confreres will fiddle me either into

Elysium or into the land of Nod.

How, as I lounge in a luxurious chair in that

light, and pleasant, and thoroughly liveable room
of his—how I marvel at the Agreeable Monk, as
he roves from sweet to sweet of his charming
home,—now mounting his music-stool to play

ponderous Gregorians, or heathenish waltzes,—
now exhibiting, with a collector's gusto, a rare

black-letter, or choice Caxton,—now darting into

his garden to remove a snail from the Duchess of

Sutherland, or some withered leaves from the

Souvenir de Malmaisou,—now taking me up-stairs
to his workshop, amid the big beams of the high-

pitched roof, where he has a lathe and all other

carpenter's tools, and where he saws me out a

shield, and turns me a tobacco-stopper, while I

note the Eembrandt effect of the sunbeams

streaming through the narrow mullions of the

dormer windows, and barely hghting the odd lum-

ber of the quaint room.

By-and-by I am carried off to the coach-houses

and stables, where an episcopal-looking cob

whinnies a How-d'ye-do, and a Dandie Dinmont
rushes at us with frantic caresses. Then, Dandie
Dinmont leading the way, we pass on to the fruit

and kitchen-garden, sloping do-vvn to the river's

edge, where the centre walk terminates in a flight

of steps descending to the water. Moored close

beside the steps is what is called by the poets
' ' a

light shalloji," but by mortals a pleasiu-e boat,

into which Dandie jimips and we step ; and, pre-

sently, cool and comfortable in his shirtsleeves,

the Agreeable Monk is pulling me up the stream,—I steering, and Dandie keeping a sharp look-out

a-head. So, up the river for a mile or so, and

then turn, di-opjnng quietly down with the stream,—the rich meadows on either hand, with cattle,

and clumps of trees,
—and before us the quaint

old city, with its bridges and cathedral towers.

And while we gaze, the beUs begin to softly chime

for afternoon prayer ; and so, we moor the boat,

and stable Dandie.

Ere the last vibrations of the chimes have

quivered upon the ripples of the air, the surplice
of the Agreeable Monk has fluttered thi-ough the

private cloister that connects his owni (pxad with

the southern transept of the cathedral, and he is

in his own proper staU, and I not far distant.

Then I hear once more that grand Service, that,

daily for centuries, has led the worship of God in

one long song of most triumphant praise. Then
we return through the private cloister, and linger
in its cool precincts to note its old oak roof, whose
beams are so curiously carved with birds, and

beasts, and fishes, and Noah going into the ark,
and Joseph's dream of the sheaves, and the spies

bearing the fruit of the Promised Land. The next

morning I hear the cathedi-al sen'ice again, but
from a novel quarter

—the room over the north

transept.
It is a large and lofty room ;

so large, that it

covers the whole of the spacious transept ; so

loftj% that its groined roof is high enough for a

church. It has but two windows at its north

end
;

it is true that they are very large windows,
but their glass quarries are encrusted with a cen-

tury's accumulation of dirt and cobwebs
; and,

therefore the light that struggles through them
is certainly dim, and may possiblj^ be religious
also.

Scattered around the room, are cases and chests,

clamped and bound with iron, and profusely pad-
locked : they are outwardly covered with dust,

and inwardly crammed with ancient deeds and
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registers, and nobody knows wliiit. Standing
aboiit on the dark oak lloor—tall, attenuated, and

gaunt, the very ghosts of woe-begone bookcases—
are numerous old presses, contaijiing more nume-
rous, and still older, books. The presses are very
shabby in their outward seeming ; the books still

more so. Yet, as in life, those squalid, shabby-
looking cases have bright and good contents, that

can make sunshine in many a dark sjyot, and
cheer many a sad hour. These gaunt and shabby
presses are so many armouries for books

; for

every book within them has its sides protected by
])lates of metal—breastjilates that have guarded
them from the onslaught of damp, and have
warded off many a piercing thrust from grub and
worm. They arc also a very Tyburn for books

;

for every book is hung in chains, lilic culprit
volumes that have been gibbeted for their evil

deeds
;
and it is far from impossible but what

they may, in their time, have murdered many a

fact and reinitation. These chains are long and

rusty, and are made to slide upon iron rods that

run the whole length of the presses, and are then

fastened with a padlock ;
and at the end of each

press is a book-desk.

Even now, as I gaze upon my friend's Library,
I can fancy that I see the old monks taking down
their Chrysostom, or Cyprian, or the " Canones

Apostolici," or the "Liber Sacerdotalis," or the

"Corpus Juris Canonici," or the " Codex Canonum
EcclesiiB Universal," or the "

Hesychii J^exicon

GriBC^," or the " Summa Summte "
of Thomas

Aquinas, or any other book of reference, or

history, or devotional exercise, and laying it upon
the book-shelf within length of the chain, the while

they turned to some passages, and perhaps made
a mark for future reference, by ])icking up one of

the reeds from the rush-strewn floor and placing
it between the leaves : and lo, to make my fancy
more life-like, as I turn over the leaves of the

chained books, T come upon many of these monkish

markers—dry reeds that, as I touch them, crumble

into the dust, to which they who placed them

there have long since turned. And I can fancy
those old monks, wishful to read further in their

own cloistered cell, their "
Polycarpi Epistola," or

"Bed;e Opera," or " Bibliotheca Patrum," and

applying for a loan of the volume to the Liln-arian,

who would slide the chain to the end of the bar,

imlock the padlock, lift up the bar, slip the chain

from off it, and deliver over the book to the

api)licant.
T can fancy all this. In my imagination, I can

see those monks of old thus reading, and thus

taking down, those gil)beted books. But the

Agi-eeable Monks I see doing it in reality : and,

while I look over some rare manuscripts, and

mai'\'el at the wonderful labour bestowed upon

them, with their l)rilliant illuminations as clear

and vivid as though ])ainted J^esterday, and their

grotesque biblical illustrations (yet withal so

valuable to the arch;i3ologist and artist), in which

King Pharaoh, in an embroidered surcoat and

Milan suit of armour of the time of Ptichard the

Second, is pursuing Israelites, who wear tabards,

with hats, and scrips, and staves, like Chaucer's

poor ploughman—and who are embossed and

touched up with gold, in a manner we wot not of,

—wliile I look at these gloritied maimscripts, au.l

speculate against the probabilities of th<-

artists, their authors, ]iroducing more ;

such work in an average lifetime, the .\i,'rc-eabl«

M(uik, my fnen<l, takes olF his coat, and piirBiies
his beloved (and gratuitous) work of arnmgii)),'.
and jjreserving, and collating, and nundini^, .mmI

patching, and lunding, and, in short, re.scnin;,'
from general oblivion and destruction these mar-
vellous volunu'S which were once so de»erv«Mlly

prized, and have for so many years been M'antoidy
neglected. Alrea<ly lias he discovered more than
one volume that is supjiiised to be unique ; aucl

has brought to light others that the liritish

Museum would willingly purchase for a ver)* largu
sum.
As we pursue our respective occn|>atiiin8

—he,

blowing clouds of dust, and rusting his hamU, and

rattling his chains, like a very BiliUomauiac a.H he

is,
—

I, ])oring over a very Hesliy Moses b. inj

taken out of very verdant bulrushes l)y a il-il-

faced lady attired in the horned hcad-ilress of

Henry the Fifth,—while we are thus buriwl in

meditation ami clouds of dust, the cathedral

service is going on d^wn below, ami the waves
of sound float into our dim old chainlH.T, and
waft our thoughts to the haven where they
would be.

And thus, amid these sights and sounds, I sit,

and gaze, and listen, and dream,—ilreams that

are only interrupted by the rattling of the old

i"usty chains, when ray companion bestows Lis

duteous care on aimther gibbeteil volume. May
that, his labour of love, 1)0 his least worthy
monument !

But whenever I see his name in print, aiid,

affixed thereto, those mystic letters that signify

his University rank, I take those two sinii'Ii'

letters, A.M., to stand not for plain
" Ma-stcr ..!

Arts," but for "Agreeable Monk."
CUTUBEKT BkDK.

ELFIE MEADOWS.
A SUNNY day in leafy June, white clouds are floating

high.

Leisurely through the blue expanse, and bees hnm

drowsily ;

In sluuly nooks the cattle herd, and nimin-iting

doze,

^Yhile onward, with a rippling song, the glancing river

flows.

With fairy steps a maiden stroU'd along the nwhj

txiiik.

Her li Jit foot hardly seem'd to crush the dai.sica where

it sank.

The dragon-flies unheeding brush her .soft curls .is they

The wary' lizard Iwldly peeps from 'neath hi'* iurt f

grass.

Beneath her hat of plaited straw her eves shine soft and

lilue, , , ,. •

Iltr tender, quivtring mouth tells tales of fo«linif dc<«p

and true :

Elfie Meadows !—scarce eighteen—how many a heart

has Iwat
, . . . ,,

To kiss the flow' ret in your h.and, the d..->« "cat..

your feet !
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Yet scorn can dwell in those sweet eyes, cold words
those lips can speak ;

For many, though you're scarce eighteen, to gain your
love would seek.

You wave them off with calm disdain. Have you no

heart to give ?

Or is it in yourself alone, and for yourself, you live ?

Not so, sweet Elfie : next your heart a tiny pledge you
wear^—

Within a case of purest gold a lock of raven liair
;

And ever and anon you take, and to your lips you
press,

This token of unfailing love to cheer your loneliness.

"And if," I ask, "long years should pass, and he
should not return.

This tribute ofa fleeting love you scornfullywould spurn ?"

"Never," she says, with flashing eyes ;
"time matters

not to love ;'

And ours is true,
—it springs below, but rears its fruit

above."

"Ah, Elfie, but you little know how absence can

estrange,
—

How fondest hearts at last find out 'tis possible to change."
She stamp'd her little foot at me. "I tell you 'tis not so

With love that bears its flowers aloft, and has its roots

below."

" Others have said the same," quoth I, "who loved as

well as you,
Yet ten or twenty years have served to prove their love

imtrue."

Her small white hands she tightly clasp'd, and said,
vsdth face a-glow,

"Their love no fruit could bear on high
—it had no

root below."

"And yours, my Elfie," murmured I, "how can you
test its truth,

—
It may be that maturer years will scorn the love of

youth ?
"

"Nay, try mi not too hard," she said, "I only know
I love.

And love that has such root below is perfected above."

We two sat on a mossy bank, her soft eyes look'd

before

Into the river's crystal depths ; fain would I test her
more

;

But one she little wist was near, had secretly o'erheard

Words that his inmost heart had touch'd, his deepest
pulses stirr'd.

"And what," he ask'd, in quivering tones, "if some
friend true and tried

Had told you that your faithless Guy had found another
bride?"

Around his neck she wildly flung her arms with joyous
glee:

"Ah, never, Guy, would I believe you could be false

to me !" T.
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THE BARREN SESSION.

The Session of 1860 is at an enil. Our legis-
lators have not much in the shape of definite

results to show for the labour of seven months. In

publications more especially devoted tit the discus-

sion of political events, the Session which has just
been brought to a close has been already stigma-
tised as the Barren Session. Towards its close

prayers might well have been put up in our
churches for laws, as they have been ofTered for

rain. For months and months nothing was heard
of biit fruitless discussions iipon a Reform Bill,

concerning which not even John Bright was in

earnest.

Some thirty years ago, or thereabouts, Lord
John Russell carried a Reform BiU when the

alternative was a revolution, and therefore he

thouglit it his duty to carry a Reform Bill in ISGO,
when the alternative was to let it alone. Fifteen

years ago the late Sir Robert Peel carried the

Repeal of the Corn Laws, and a general change in

our commercial system from Protection to Free

Trade ; therefore, in ISGO, Mr. Gladstone endea-

voured to bin-n lip the last rags of Protection, and
to make a complete end of the task which the

great English statesmen had taken in hand in the

years 1845-46. Again, more than tliirty years

ago, Catholic Emancipation became an acknow-

ledged fact
;

in other words, the nation solemnly
decided that religious opinions should not, in anj''

way, affect the political status of British subjects.
From that time, down to the present, there have
been spasmodic attempts made in Parliament to

emancipate the Jews from the miseraljle restric-

tions which savoured of the Ghetto, and the yellow

gown of the middle ages. Of these, too, there is

an end ; but it is only in the Session which is now
concluded that the oath administered to a Jewish
member has been placed upon a footing which
relieves him of all humiliation when he takes the

seat to which he has been elected by the free

choice of a British constituency. Here, then, are

three great principles which were not acknow-

ledged in our statute-book without three solemn

struggles which shook the structure of English

society to its very foundation. They were carried

in fitting order : First, there was Religious
Freedom ; secondly, there was Political Freedom ;

thirdly, there was Commercial Freedom. In the

days when these great matters were at issue—
matters which stirred men's hearts and made their

blood leap madly in their veins—naturally there

was great turmoil and contention within and with-

out the walls of Parliament. In those days a poli-

tical Dilettante was out of place. You would as

soon have expected to find a lounger of the St.

James Street clubs in the ranks of Cromwell's

Ironsides. Fathers turned aside from their sons if

they "went wrong,"—that is, if they fell off from
the political traditions of their family, whatever
these might be. The Whigs and Tories carried on
their partj^-strife with an inveteracy Avhich was

greater than the hatred of private life. They
ranted against each other on the hustings

—they
dined against each other at Pitt and Fox dinners.

Country-gentlemen, in order to cany coimtrj'- ;

seats, ruined themselves, or at Icaat, saddled their
magnificent estates with Ijurdens from which they
would never have been relieved but for the im-
proved value communicated to their estate* by tlie

introduction of steam. Railroa-ls have be<Mi tin-

panacea for the jiolitical untlirift of the la>t .iji.

tury. Old George Stephenson, and that bravu
band of mute Paladins, who clambered up
behind him from the darkness of the north

coimtry mines, to the light of day, hav-
been the true saviours of the S(|uirearcliy
and territorial aristocracy of England. The party-
contests, which had been for awhile susi)c-nde<l,

by the imminent dangers of the war between

Europe and the first French Kmpire, were renewt-d
with increa.scd bitterness in 1810. Between that
date and 1846 we saw the fullest development
and the extinction of party strife, ^\'hig8 and
Tories carried on the war as though they were
born to be each other's natural antagonists. A
Radical was a mad dog to be hunted down by the

Attorney-General and his law beagles, amidst the

general ajtplause. In those days the late Ivirl

Grey was a probability ;
Lord Eld' in a possibility ;

William Cobbett a necessity. We coulil not, if we
would, han<lle again either the rapiers or the

bludgeons with which our elders ran each other

through the bod}' in a gentlemanlike way, or br^ki-

each other's heads in a rude but thoroughly efficii-nt

manner. Now-a-days we should think of Earl

Grey as Polonius ;
of Lord Eldon as an intelliLViil

Druid ; of William Colibett as a "
rough." Tlnr.-

is a great giUf between the England of ISlo ami

1860. There are no longer struggles for the three

great principles of Religious Freedom, Political

Freedom, Commercial Freedom. Our heatls are

upon the pillows which our fathers have made

smooth, and it is only in dreams we can take part
in the gigantic struggles of opinion in which they
were engaged. When we mediUe with such

matters we are but feeding upon the scraps which

have fallen from their table. We are crossing

their t's, and dotting their ("•'. We arc wearing
their old coats, and writing postscripts to their

letters. We are painting their lilies and gilding

their gold.
Does this therefore mean that we have no

struggle before us ?—and that because our fathers

toiled we can fold our hands in sh-ep, and give

ourselves up to disgraceful lethargy? Not so.

We have our appointed task as they had theirs ;

but our task is different in kind. Let us. how-

ever, see what it is, and not, because we mistike

the Past for the Present, say that there is nothing

left for us to do. We might as well whine over

Stonehenge, as lament over the decay of parlia-

mentary strife and the decline of p.arty spirit.

What if the life and brain of England have p.-uisod

from Parliament into the nation, is that any gre.it

loss ? Our elders fought for thirty years that this

very result might come to pass. Of course we shall

not henceforward have as m.iny gl
'

d dis-

plays within the walls of the two lb t wc

shall have more magnificent achievements j>or-

forined by the natiim collectively—and by the

individuals of whom it is composed. Hcrw w.

have a n.ation of :iO.()00,0(t(» of ener
' ' —

leaving India and the colonics out v.
.

u
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—who can say what they like, write what they
like, and do what they like, so they do not

infringe a few very simple laws enacted for the

common benefit of all. The old English blood

has not stagnated in our veins. The population
of the country is rapidly increasing despite of the

enormous drain of emigration
—nor has the race

degenerated in any res2)ect. Most of the suits of

armour in the Tower would be found too small for

the stout limbs of the young Cumberland recruits

who join the ranks of our Household troops. The
duration of life has increased. It is a mistake to

suppose that the increase of luxury has sapped the

vigour of the English people. We have still a

practical monopoly of the coal and iron of the

world, and increased skill in using them. Better

still, we have absolute freedom of action and

thought. It is, then, natural enough, and scarcely
a conclusion to be regretted, that the thoughts of

Englishmen are more intent upon private enter-

prise than upon the "
struggles," as they are

called, of political life—where struggles there are

none. Let Parliament go wrong—that is, oppose
on any vital point the desires of the nation, and
there would be little doubt as to the result which
would instantly follow. Let us not, then, blame
our legislators too much if from this Session of

1860 we I'.ave not reaped an ample crop of laws.

The tendency of Parliament is to become every

year more and more a mirror in which the forms

of public opinion are represented.
To say this is not to say that the British Par-

liament has degenerated, but that the nation

has increased in intelligence and power. The
British statesman has still a noble task before him
in the conduct of our relations with foreign powers.
It is still his province to carry into effect such

changes in our laws as may be rendered neces-

sary by the altered circumstances of the times.

His place is still in the vanguard of the nation.

The 23osition is still one of such honourable
distinction that it must be coveted by all men who
are endowed with aptitudes for pubUc life. Occa-

sion arising, no doubt men will be found in abun-
dance equal to the necessities of the time. So it

is with Parliament generally, Why should we
sneer at this j)oor session of 1800 ? Have not the
two Houses very fairly represented the political
ideas of the nation during the ctirrent year ?

Some of us were for trying a Reform Bill. The
majority of the nation were indifferent to the

subject. These two views, and in due proportion,
were adopted by Parliament. We have all run
mad—judiciously enough—about volunteering.
Parliament has patted the volunteers on the back

very handsomely. We aU felt that the question
of our military arrangements in India, should be

placed upon some stable and permanent footing.
Parliament has settled the matter in the way
which had upon its side the weight of superior
authority. We all of us are casting anxious

glances at the continent of Europe, and feel, that,
come what may, England must be put in a state
of security. Parliament has voted the money
necessary for the defence of our great arsenals

;

and in other respects has gone quite as far
as the bulk of the nation were disposed to go.
Upon the conclusion of the treaty with France, the

opinions of men were divided ; but, as far as may
be gathered from the tone of our public writers,

opinion seems to be gravitating owai-ds the con-

clusion that, although not strictly correct on eco-

nomic principles, on the whole it was worth our

while to assist the French Emperor in his praise-

worthy endeavours to vaccinate the French nation

with a little matter drawn from the healthy arm
of llichard Cobden. This matter also was discussed

at great length, and finally settled in a manner of

which the nation approves. To be sure we should

have been glad if Sir Eichard Bethell had carried

his Bankruptcy Bill, and his proposals for the

consolidation of the criminal law ; but these may
be looked for early next session. Even with regard
to the first named of these measures, how justly
the Commons intervened, and checked the great

lawyer in one or two injudicious provisions which
he had introduced into his bill! If these bills,

and a few like them, which were not calcidated to

call forth any serious division of ojjinion, had been
carried through, we should not have had any
serioiis reason to qiiarrel with this barren session

of 1860.

There has, no doubt, been a great deal of idle

talk, but it will probably remain a difficulty until

the world's end to collect together 650 men and

give them well-nigh unlimited freedom of speech
without danger of this CAal. On the whole,
honourable gentlemen Lave talked a certain

amount of nonsense, but have acted much good
sense in the session of 1860.

HE COMES.
The cry at Naples whilst these lines are being

committed to paper is still of the proximate arrival

of Garibaldi, at the head of the revolution. Before

they are published there will probably be an end
of the dynasty of the Neapolitan Bourbons. Every
one is falling off from the king. He has no longer
even the lazzaroni of the Neapohtan quays, or any
considerable body of foreign mercenaries on whom
he may rely in the hour of his need. Empire has

literally passed from the hands of Francis II. He
is now but titular sovereign of the Two Sicilies,

as he claims to be titular sovereign of Jerusalem.
Domestic conspiracy has been added to the mise-

ries and misfortunes of the last days of the
Bourbons in Naples. The Prince Luigi, than
whom a man more contemptible could be found
with difficulty, even upon the bead-roll of emas-
culated Italian princes, would have succeeded to

his inheritance before he was dead. Francis II.

overcame that difficulty, but he cannot overcome
the greater difficulty of Italy in arms and Gari-

baldi at its head. Had the race of these Neapo-
litan Bourbons been one whit less treacherous and

blood-thirsty, one might look with something like

comimssion upon the last fruitless struggle in

which he is engaged, even whilst we write. An
army is there which wears his uniform, and will

do everything but fight for him. A fleet is still

under his flag, but is just waiting for the moment
to haiil it down. He is inhabiting his palace still,

but the Austrian frigate in the offing is his only
home. He makes promises which no one believes,

and receives in return li2)-homage which is only a

mockery. But for the tyranny of the first few
months or weeks of his rule, and were it not that
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the yet unburied corpses, and blackened walls of

Palermo testify against Liin, his fate might awake
some little sympathy in the hearts even of those
who had suffered from the cruelty and bigotry of

his father. "What a destiny it was to be born the
summer king of that lovely land, where the blue
waters of the Mediterranean wash the rocks upon
which the orange trees grow ; where the air is so

delicate and light that one draws in contentment
and hajipiuess with every breath. So very easily
ruled are the people iu this southern paradise, that
it was not necessary to be a great, nor a wise, nor
a good king ;

but simply to abstain from the most
violent forms of tyranny and wickedness. From
the days when old Tiberius fixed his last abiding-

place on the summit of Capri, till those when Fer-

dinand II. lilled his dungeons in Ischiaand Procida
with state ])risoners, the Southern Italians have
been well broken in to masterfid rule. The}'^
would not have been shocked at trifles. By reh-

gion, by temperament, and by tradition they were
accustomed to acquiesce in the guidance of a strong
hand, and were not ready to challenge any exer-

cise of powder so it did not drive them to despera-
tion. The Neapolitan Bourbons, however, have
tired out the patience of this people, and it needs

but the presence of the deliverer to drive the

young sovereign from that splendid throne, which
he might have held throughout a long life, had he

simply abstained from walking in the steps of his

father.

The march of Garibaldi from Pveggio to Naples,
will probably be as the march of our own
William from Torbay, or the march of Napoleon
from Cannes. When the Neapolitan

"
difficulty

"

is disposed of, w'e shall j^robably hear that the

Pope, in his temporal capacity, is melting away
like a snow-figure in the sun-shine—afterwards,
what ? Let us triist that the Italians will retain

moderation in the midst of their triximjihs, and
not be too ready to invoke a contest with a coali-

tion, which now seems to number in its ranks the

united Powers of Germany and Russia. Provn-

dence is too apt to be on the side of the best

drilled grenadiers. The condition of Italy since

1815 is a convincing proof of this lamentable

fact.

THE NATIONAL MUSEUMS.
What a pity it is that all our National collec-

tions of jiictures, of statues, of antiquities, of

objects of Natural History, should be shorn of half

their value from the meanness of the various

buildings in which they are exhibited to public

view, and from the confused manner in which they
are huddled together. We have, in London, but

one room which is really worthy of the purpose to

which it is devoted, and that is the new Reading-
room of the British Museum. This, indeed, is a

magnificent apartment—a credit to the coTintry,
and a great boon to all men engaged in literary

pursuits. It was weU-nigh impossible to work out

any literary task in the room formerly set aside at

the British Museum for the use of students. The
Museum head-ache had become a by-word. How
was it possible to extract, from the over-tasked

brain, the due execution of the daily task, when
the atmosphere in which the labour M'as per-
formed was little better than a foul and unwhole-

II pre.

M:.

some stench? Thi.s blot, however, Hm Ijoen
removed, and Engli.shmen may now

i«iiiit. with
honest pride, to tlie home which haf 1m

])ared for their students. .Mmost equal :

be given to the manner iu which the b.^

ment of the Museum generally is condii
the careful and intelligent managenni.i
Panizzi. There is not a more uscf'i!

,
,

servant to be found.

Here, however, there must be an end ..i p. um-.
In the Museum we have the finest collection of
Greek sculiiture in the world,—but in h<jw p.altrv
a manner it is disjilayed. Tlie continfnt.al
traveller—and everybody is a continental traveller
in these days—thinks with shame upon the clifTer-

ence between the arrangements which lie (in<l8 at

Rome, Florence, Paris, and elsewhere, and those
which are deemed good enough in London for the
exhibition of the noblest works of antitjuity. Xo
doubt, in magnitude and in numbers, the Itoman
collections are sni)erior to our own

; but even at

Rome, there is nothing which we would receive in

exchange for our own Elgin marbles. In the
Vatican they woidd be enshrined in a magnificent
temple, worthy of such precious relics of tlie gonitu
of by-gone days. The sculiitti re-room at the
Louvre may well put us to shame, althotigh the

Parisian collection is not to be mentioned by the

side of our own English treasures in marble. Even
the little collection at Munich is shown to such

advantage that it is doubled in value. Passing
from the works of the ancients to those of modern

artists, is it not wonderfiU that English scidptors
can be induced, year after year, to exhibit their

works in that dismal little hole at the Acatlemy,
which is thought good enough for the reception of

the fruits of their annual toil ? The portrait-busts,

in particular, are so arranged that they •would be

almost ridiculous if light enough were a<lmitted

into the apartment to permit of a judgment upon
the general effect.

It is the same -with regard to our pictures. L t

us be frank—the National Gallerj' is a national

disgrace. Of course, as far as the numlnjr of

pictures is concerned, we cannot yet boast of being

upon an equality with some of the continentAl

nations, but we possess many i)ictnres by the

hands of the old masters which arc of the very

highest merit. Our national collection is small,

but in the main it is good. There is not in it,

even comparatively speaking, anything like the

same amount of inferior pictures as m.iy be seen,

for examjde, in the great gallery of the lyouvrc.

The rooms, however, in which the English pic-

tures are hung are, in every way, contoniptible,

and unworthy of the luirpoac to which they

have been assigned. If a suitable frame servc.i

to bring out the beauties of a picture, so al.io

does a suitable room servo to bring oiit the full

beauties of the i)icture3 when framed. Lii;ht is,

of course, a vital question. Even the lif^'lit .at

the National Gallery is admitted in an insuffi-

cient way. It is easy enough for Londoner* to

appreciate the ditforence which good hi' 1

good light may make in the apparent

pictures. Not so long since, the n.

collection of his own works, 1>cqucath< . •

..
•"•

Turner to the nation, was cxhibiUnl in the dull.

II
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dingy rooms of Marlborough House. Every
one was surprised at the little effect which

they produced. They were then moved up to

Brompton, and although the rooms in which they
are now hung are but part of a temporary

building, we can there see, for the first time,

what the works of Turner really are. Our

modern oil-painters are equally cramped for space
in the rooms devoted to the annual exhibition of

the Eoyal Academy. The old and the modern

painters cannot live under the same roof any

longer, unless that roof covers a very different

building from the National Gallery at Charing
Cross. Some time back we heard of a proposi-

tion for converting Burlington House, and the

surrounding space, into a series of galleries for

the use of modern artists, as painters in oil,

painters in water-colours, sculptors, &c. In that

case the idea was to give iip the National Gal-

lery at Charing Cross exclusively to the collec-

tion of ancient masters. It was not intended at

first to pull down the building, and erect a new
one which should be worthy of the purpose and

of the nation
; although, if the great gallery of

the nation is to remain in that spot, nothing
will be done until that is done. For the pre-

sent everything is at a dead-lock, and the expla-

nation is this. The Court are anxious that the col-

lection of ancient masters should be moved up to

Brompton. This proposition was distasteful to the

public, and when it came to be inquired into by
commissioners appointed by the Crown for the

purpose, the opinion of the majority of the com-

missioners so appointed was in favour of leaving
the great National Collection at Charing Cross. To
have acted uiion the Burlington House idea woiild

have clenched this suggestion
—and that is not

a thing which will be done. The partisans of

the Brompton scheme are biding their time

patiently, and moving up by driblets, and without

attracting public attention, as manypictures as they

may. Meanwhile, and on account of this differ-

ence of opinion, nothing decisive will be carried

out, or even attempted for some time to come,—
and we must content ourselves with our miserable

picture-galleries with the best grace we may.

Looking back from these to the collections of

natural history and of antiquities at the British

Museum, we find the same lethargy prevaUing.
The time has come when we must make up our

minds either to sever the collections, or to increase

the bunding iri Great Eussell Street to an enormous

degree ; or, finally, to acquiesce in the practical

inutility of the various collections. We had
rather not adopt the third alternative ;

the second

seems oiit of the question on the score of expense,
as the price of land in the immediate neighbour-
hood of the Museum is so enormous ;

—the third

remains.

During the session of parliament just con-

cluded, a select committee sat to inquire into

the subject, but they have not done much. The

pith and marrow of their suggestions just amoiiut

to this, that the matter should be left as heretofore

in the hands of the trustees. But it is in the

hands of the trustees that matters have come to

their present pass. Therefore, the decision to

leave the affair, as heretofore, in the hands of the

trustees amounts to an adoption of the third alter-

native. Mr. A. H. Layard addressed a letter last

week upon this subject to the "Times," in which
he describes the miserable condition in which he
found the Assyrian collection, as well as the relics

of Greek art lately brought from Halicarnassus.

The students of natiiral history also complain, on
their side, that the collections from which they
are anxious to derive information are in such a

confused state, owing to the defective nature of

the accommodation, that their value is much de-

preciated, as far as the student is concerned. The
natural remedy would apjiear to be a severance of

the collections. It was proposed before the com-

mittee that the collections of natural history
should be separated from those of antiquity and

art ;
but this proposition, which seems reasonable

enough, was summarily rejected.

Undoubtedly it would be a grand thing if at

South Kensington, or on any other suitable site,

there could be erected one or two great buildings
which should contain the national collections of

painting and sculpture. One would wish for a

more central situation, certainly ;
but London is

extending itself so rapidly in all directions that it

is not a httle difficult to say where the centre of

the town will shortly be. Besides, if the scheme
of metropolitan railroads be carried out, as in-

tended. South Kensington will shortly be but a

quarter of an hour from anywhere.
The question obviously seems at present to

lie between that site and Burlington House. If

either of the two collections is to be removed
from the British Museum, it seems a pity not to

select that one for removal which would best

serve to complete the national collection of sculp-

ture. An English Glyptothek would never be

complete without the Elgin marbles, and the

varioiis treasures of Greek art which are now to

be seen in the British Museum. On the other

hand, the more central situation at Charing Cross

would seem to be more required in the case of

the Eoyal Academy and the Exhibition of ^lodern

Masters.

If all the rooms in the imsightly building at

Charing Cross were devoted to the annual exhibi-

tion of the works of modern artists, and to the

purposes generally of the Eoyal Academy, at least

the pictures could be seen to some advantage.
The building itself would of course remain a

deformity and a blotch upon one of the finest sites

in London. It will be pulled down in time by
ourselves, or our posterity, and the sooner it is

done the better. Meanwhile we commend this

siibject to the attention of the readers of Once a
Week. What the British nation can do in this

particular, when it fairly takes the duty of execu-

tion upon itself, and throws overboard trustees,

curators, and heaven-born guardians of art, was
seen in the Manchester Exhibition of 1857. Eng-
land ought to stand high in this respect amongst
the nations of Europe. We actually possess in

the coxmtry, and in the hands of private indi-

viduals, as well as in our public collections, many
of the most valuable art-treasures of the world ;

but the pulilic collections will never attain their

due importance untU suitable galleries are prepared
for their reception.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

30!l

CHAPTER XLI. REVEALS AN .VBOMINABLE PLOT OF
THE BROTHERS COGGLESBY.

A LIVELY April day, witli strong gusts from the

south-west, aud long sweepmg clouds, saluted the

morning coach from London to Lymport. Thither
Tailordom triiimphant was bearing its victim at a

rattling pace, to settle him, and seal hun for ever
out of the ranks of gentlemen : Society, meantime,
howling exclusion to him in the background :

" Out of our halls, degraded youth ! The smiles
of turbaned matrons

; the sighs of delicate

maids ; genial wit, educated talk, reiined

scandal, vice in harness, dinners sentineled

by stately plush : these, the flavour of life, are
not for you, though you stole a taste of them,
wretched impostor ! Pay for it with years of

remorse !

"

The coach went rushing against the glorious
high wind. It stirred his blood, freshened his

cheeks, gave a bright tone of zest to his eyes, as

he cast them on the young green country. Not
banished from the breath of Heaven, or from self-

resjject, or from the a[)i)etite for tlie rewanis that

are to follow duties done '. Not banished from the

help that is always reached to ns when we have

fairly taken the riglit road : and that for him is

the road to Lymport. Let the kingdom of (iilt

Gingerbread howl as it will ! We are no longer

children, but men : men who have bittt-n h.onl at

experience, and know the value of a tooth : who
have had our Iicarts bruised, and cover them with

armour : wlio live not to feed, but look to food

that we may live ! What matters it that yonder

high-spiced kingdom should excommvmic.ito such

as we are ? We have rubbed off the gilt, and

have assumed the command of our stomachs. We
are men from this day !

Now, you would have thought Evan's compa-

nions, right and left of him, were the wretches

under sentence, to judge from appearances. In

VOL. m. N No. 64.
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conti-ast with. Lis look of insolent pleasure,

Andrew, the moment an ej^e was on him, exhibited

the cleverest impersonation of the dumps ever

seen : while Mr. John Ilailies was from head to

foot nothing better than a moan made visiljle.

Nevertheless, they both agreed to rally Evan, and
bid him be of good cheer.

" Don't be down, Van ;
don't be down, my hoy,"

said Andrew, rubbing his hands gloomily.
" I ? do T look it ?

" Evan answered, laughing.
"

Capital acting!
" exclaimed Jack. "Try and

keep it up."
"
Well, I hope j^ou're acting, too," said Evan.

Jack let his chest fall like a collapsing liellows.

At the end of five minutes, he remarked :

' ' I've been sitting on it the Avhole morning !

There's violent infianimation, I'm persuaded.
Another hour, and I jump slap from the summit
of the coach !

"

Evan turned to Andrew.
" Do you think he'U be let off ?

"

"
J.Ir. Eaikes ? Can't say. You see. Van, it

depends upon how Old Tom has taken his bad
luck. Ahem ! Perhaps he'll be all the stricter ;

and as a man of honour, Mr. Eaikes, you see, can't

very well
"

" By Jove ! I wish I wasn't a man of honour !

"

Jack interposed hea\dly.
"You see. Van, Old Tom's circumstances"—

Andrev/ ducked, to smother a sort of laughter
—

" are now such that he'd be glad of the money to

let him off, no doubt
;
but Mr. Eaikes has spent it,

I can't lend it, and you haven't got it, and there

we all are. At the end of the year he's free, and
he—ha, ha ! I'm not a bit the merrier for laugh-

ing, I can tell you."

Catching another glimpse of Evan's serious face,

Andrew fell into louder laughter ; checking it

with dolefid solemnity, as Evan said: "You
know, Andrew, that if your brother wiU come to

me with you for a time—I am in his debt doubly :

I owe him both for the money, and a lesson
;

if

he doesn't mind coming, I shall be very happy to

receive him."
Andrew drew Lis Land tightly down his cheeks

and chin, and nodded :
" Thank you. Van, thank

you, I'm sure. Never doubted your good heart,

my boy. Very kind of you."
" And you are certain to come ?

"

" 'Hem ! women in the case, you know. Van !

"

"Well, if I may work for you and j-ours,

Andrev.-, I shall thank my destiny, whatever
it is."

Andrew's mouth twitcLed, and Lis eyelids

began blinking fast. WitL a desperate effort, Le
avoided either crying or laughiug, biit at the ex-

jiense of Evan's ribs, into which he drove his

elbow with a "
pooh

" and an ajiology, and then
commenced a conversation witL tLe coacLman.

Up Lill and down Lill, and past little Lome-
steads sLining with yellow crocuses

;
across wide

brown heaths, whose outlines raised in Evan's
mind the night of his funeral walk, and tossed up
old feelings dead as the wLirling dust. At last Jack
called out :

" The towers of FaUowfield,—LeigLo !
"

And Andrew said :

' '

Now, then. Van : if old Tom's anywhere, Le's

Lere. You get down at tLe Dragon, and don't

you talk to me, but let me go in. It'll be just tLe

Lour Le dines in tLe country. Isn't it a sLame of

Lim to make me face every man of tLe creditors—
eL?"
Evan gave Andrew's Land an affectionate

squeeze, at wLich Andrew had to gulp down some-

thing
—

reciprocal emotion, doubtless.
" Hark !

"
said Jack, as the Lorn of tlie guard

was Leard. " Once tliat sound used to set me
caracoling before an abject multitude. I did

wondei-s. All London looked on me ! It Lad more
effect on me than champagne. Now I hear it—the

M'hole charm has vanished ! I can't see a single
old castle. Would you have thought it possible
that a small cii'cular bit of tin could produce such

total changes in a man ?
"

"I suppose,'' said Evan, "it's just as natural

to you as tLe effect produced by a small circiUar

tube of brass."
"
UgL ! Lere we are," Jack returned, as they

drew up under the sign of the hospitable Dragon.
"This is the iirst coach I ever travelled with,
without making the old whij) burst with laughing.
I ain't mj'self. I'm haunted. I'm somebody
else !

"

The three passengers Laving descended, a con-

troversy commenced between Evan and Andrew
as to wLich sLould pay. Evan Lad Lis money
out

;
Andrew dasLed it beLind Lim

; Evan remon-

strated.
"
Well, you mustn't pay for us two, Andrew.

I wouhl Lave let you do it once, but "

" Stuff I

"
cried Andrew. " / ain't paying—it's

tLe creditors of tLe estate, ray boy !

"

Evan looked so ingenuously surprised and liurt

at his lack of principle, tliat Andrew chucked a

sixpence to a small boy, saying :

"If you don't let me Lave my own way. Van,
I'll sLy my pui-so after it. WLat do you mean, sir,

by treating me like a beggar ?
"

" Our friend Harrington can't Lumour us,"

quotL Jack. ' ' For myself, I candidly confess, I

prefer being paid for
;

" and Le leaned contentedly

against one of the posts of the inn till the fdthy

dispute was arranged to the satisfaction of tLe

ignobler mind. Tliere Andrew left tLem, and
went to Mrs. Sockley, v/Lo, recovered from Ler

illness, smiled Ler usual placid welcome to a

guest.
" You know me, ma'am ?

"

"
OL, yes ! TLe London Mr. Cogglesby !

"

"Now, ma'am, look Lere. I've come for my
brother. Don't be alarmed. No danger as yet.

But, mind I if you attempt to conceal him from
his lawful brother, I'll summon Lere the myrmidons
of tLc law."

Mrs. Sockley sLowed a serious face.
" You know Lis Labits, Mr. Cogglesby ;

and
one daresn't go against any one of Lis wLimsies, or

tLere's consequences : but tLe Louse is open to

you, sir. / dont wisL to Lide Lim."
Andrew accepted tLis intelligent evasion of

Tom Cogglesby's orders as sufficient, and imme-

diately proceeded up-stairs. A door sLut on tLe

first landing. Andrew went to tLis door, and
knocked. No answer. He tried to open it, but

found that Le Lad been forestalled. After
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tlireateiiing to

door

talk business

"was imlocked.
through the key-
aud Old Tom ap-liole, the

peared.
" So ! now you're dogging me into the country.

Be off; make an ajipointnient. Saturday's my
holiday. Yoti know that."

Andrew pushed through the doorway, and, by
way of an emphatic reply and a silencing one,
delivered a punch slap into Old Tom's belt.

"Coufound you, Nan !

"
said Old Tom, grima-

cing, but friendly, as if his sympathies had been

irresistibly assailed.

'•It's done, Tom ! I've done it. Won mi/hot,
now," Andrev/ exclaimed. "The women—poor
ci-eatnres : What a state they're in. I pity 'em."

Old Tom pursed his lips, and eyed his brother in-

creduloiisly, but with curious eagerness.
"
Oh, Lord ! what a face I've had to wear !

"

Andrew continued, and while he sank into a
chair rubbed his handkerchief over his crisp hair.
Old Tom let loose a convinced and exulting,

" ha I

ha!"
"
Yes, you may laugh. I've had all the bother,"

said Andrew.
" Serve ye right

—
marrj'ing such cattle," Old

Tom snapped at him.
"
They believe we're bankrupt—owe fifty thou-

sand clear, Tom! "

"Ha! ha!"
"
Brewery stock and household furniture to be

sold by general auction, Friday week. "

"Ha! ha!"
" Not a place for any of us to poke our heads

into. I talked about '

pitiless storms '

to my poor

Harry—no shelter to be had unless we go down
to Lj'mport, and stop with their brother in the

shop !

"

Old Tom did enjoy this. He took a great gulp
of air for a tremendous burst of laughter, and
when this was expended and reflection came, his

features screwed, as if the acidest of flavours had
ravished his palate.

' '

Bravo, Nan ! Didn't think j'ou were man
enough. Ha ! ha ! Nan—I say

—eh ? how did ye
get on behind the curtains ?

"

The tale, to guess by Andrew's face, appeared
to be too strongly infused with pathos for revela-

tion.
" Will they go. Nan, eh ? d'ye think thcv'U

go?"
' ' Where else can they go, Tom ? They must

go there, and on the parish, you know."
' '

They'U all troop down to the young tailor—
eh?"

"They can't sleep in the parks, Tom."
" No. They can't get into Buckingham Palace,

neither—'cept as housemaids. 'Gad, they're howl-

ing like cats, I'd swear—nuisance to the neigh-
bourhood—ha ! ha !

"

Somehow, Old Tom's cruel laughter made
Andrew feel for the unhappy ladies. He struck
his forehead, and leaned forward, saying: "I
don't know—'pon my honour, I don't know—
can't think we've quite done right to punish, 'em
so."

This acted like cold water on Old Tom's delight.
He latched it back in the shape of a doubt of

what Andrew had told him. Whereupon Andrew

defied him to face three miserable women on the
verge of hysterics; and Old Tom, b. t-.

chuckle again, rejoined that it would -,

to their senses, and emancipate him.
"You may laugh, Mr. Tom," said Andrew;

"but if poor Harry should find me out, deuce a
bit more home for me."

Old Tom looked at him keenly, and rapi>ed the
table. " Swear you did it, Nan."

" You promise you'll kecj) the secret," said
Andrew.

" Never make promises."
" Then there's a pretty life for me ! I did it

for that poor dear boy. You were only up to one
of your jokes—I see that. Confound you, Old
Tom, you've been making a fool of ine."

The flattering charge was not rejected by Old

Tom, who now had his brother to laugh at as

well. Andrew aflFected to be indignant and des-

perate.
" If you'd had a heart, Tom, you'd have saved

the poor fellow without any bother at all. What
do you think? When I told him of our smash—
ha ! ha ! it isn't such a bad joke—well, I went to

him, hanging my head, and he oflFered to arrange
our affairs—that is—"

" Damned meddlesome young dog!" cried Old

Tom, quite in a rage.
"There—you're up in a twinkling," said Andrew.

"Don't you see he Udieved it, you stujiid Old

Tom ? Lord ! to hear him say how sorry he was.

and to see how glad he looked at the chance of

serving us !

"

"
Serving us !

" Tom sneered.

"Ha!" went Andrew. "Yes. There. You're

a deuced deal prouder than fifty peers. You're

an upside-down old despot !

"

No sharper retort rising to Old Tom's lips, he

permitted his brothei"'s abuse of him to p.iss,

declaring that bandying words was not his busi-

ness, he not being a Parliament man.
" How about the Major, Nan ? He coming

down, too ?"
"
Major !

"
cried Andrew. "

Lucky if he keeps

his commission. Coming dovra ? No. He's off

to the Continent."

"Find plenty of scamps there to keep him com-

panj'," added Tom. "So he's broke—eh ? ha!

ha!"
" Tom," said Andrew, seriously, "I'll tell j-ou

all about it, if you'll swear not to sjilit on me,

because it would really u[.sct poor Harry so.

She'd think me such a beastly hjTwcrite, 1

coiddn't face her afterwards."

"Lose what pluck you have—eh?" Tom

jerked out his hand, an. 1 bade his brother continue.

Compelled to trust in him wthout a promise.

Andrew said: "Well, then, after we'd arrango^l

it, I went back to Harry, and begge<l her to have

poor Van at the house : told her what I hoj)ed

you'd do for him about getting him into the

Brewery. She's very kind, Tom, 'pon my hon.mr

she is. She was willing, only
—''

"Onlv—eh?"
" Weil, she was so afraid it'd hurt her eistcrt to

see him there."

Old Tom saw he was in for excellent fun. t"'

wouldn't spoil it for the world.

Jj
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"Yes, Nau?"
" So I went to Caroline. She was easy enough;

aud she went to the Countess."

"Well, and she—?"
"She was willing, too, till Lady Jocelyn came

and took ]\Iiss Bonner home to Beckley, and

because Evan had written to my lady to fetch her

the Countess she was angry. That was all. Be-

cause of that, you know. But yet she agreed.

But when Miss Bonner was gone, it turned out

that the Major was the obstacle. They were all

willing enough to have Evan there, but the Major
refused. I didn't hear him. I wasn't going to

ask him. T mayn't be a match for three women,
but man to man, eh, Tom ? You'd back me there ?

So Harry said the Major 'd make Caroline mise-

rable, if his Avishes were disrespected. By jingo !

I wish I'd known, then. Don't you think it odd,

Tom, now ! There's a Duke of Belfield the fellow

had hooked into his Company ;
and—through

Evan I heard—the Duke had his name struck off.

After that, the Major swore at the Duke once or

twice, and said Caroline wasn't to go out with

him. Suddenly he insists that she shall go.

Days the poor thing kept crying ! One day, he

inakes her go. She hasn't the spirit of my Harry,
or the Countess. By good luck. Van, who was

hunting ferns for some friends of his, met them
on Sunday in Richmond Park, and Van took

her away from the Duke. But, Tom, think of

Van seeing a fellow watching her wherever she

went, and hearing the Duke's coachman tell that

fellow lie had orders to drive his master and
a lady hard on to the sea that night. I don't be-

lieve it—it wasn't Caroline ! But what do you
think of our finding out that beast of a spy to

be in the Major's ])ay ? We did. Van put a

constable on his track ; we found him out, and he
confessed it. A fact, Tom ! That decided me. If

it was only to get rid of a brute, I determined I'd

do it
;
and I did. Strike came to me to get my

name for a bill that night. 'Gad, he looked blanker

than his biU, when he heard of us two bankriipt.
I showed him one or two documents I'd got ready.

Says he :

' Never mind
;

it'll only be a couple of

hundred more in the schedule. Stop, Tom ! he's got
some of our blood. I don't think he meant it. He
is hard pushed. Well, I gave him a twentier, and
he was off the next night. You'll soon see all

about the Company in the papers.'
"

At the conclusion of Andrew's recital, Old Tom
thrummed and looked on the floor under a heavy
frown. His mouth worked dubiously, and, from
moment to moment, he plucked at his waistcoat

and pulled it down, throwing back his head and

glaring.
" I've knocked that fellow over once," he said.

" Wish he hadn't got up again."
Andrew nodded.
" One good thing, Nan. He never boasted of

our connection. Much obliged to him."
"
Yes," said Andrew, who was gladlj^ watching

Old Tom's change of mood with a quiescent
aspect.

" 'Um !
—must keep it quiet from his poor old

mother."
Andrew again affirmatived his senior's remarks.

That his treatment of Old Tom was soimd, he pre-

sently had proof of. The latter stood up, and

after sniffing in an injured way for about a

minute, launched out his right leg, and vociferated

that he would like to have it in his power to kick

all the villains out of the world : a modest demand
Andrew at once chimed in with ; adding that,

were such a faculty extended to him, he would

not object to lose the leg that could benefit man-

kind so infinitely, and consented to its following
them. Then, Old Tom, who was of a practical

turn, meditated, swung his foot, and gave one

grim kick at the imaginary bundle of villains, dis-

charged them headlong straight into space. An-

drew, naturally imitative, aud seeing that he had

now to kick them flying, attempted to excel Old

Tom in the vigour of his delivery. No wonder that

the e0"orts of both were heating : they were engaged
in the task of ridding the globe of the larger

half of its inhabitants. Tom perceived Andrew's

useless emulation, and, with a sound translated

by "yack," sent his leg out a long way. Not to

be out-done, Andrew immediately, with a still

louder "
yack," committed himself to an effort so

violent that the alternative between his leg coming
off, or his being taken off his leg, was propounded

by nature, and decided by the laws of gravity in

a trice. Joyful grunts were emitted by Old Tom
at the sight of Andrew prostrate, rubbing his

pate. But Mrs. Sockley, to whom the noise of

Andrew's fall had sugtiested awful fears of a

fratricidal conflict up-stairs, hurried forthwith to

announce to them that the sovereign remedy for

human ills, the ])romoter of concord, the healer

of feuds, the central point of man's destiny in the

flesh,
—Dinner Avas aAvaiting them.

To the dinner they marched.

Of this great festival be it simply told that the

supply was copious and of good qviality
—much

too good and copious for a bankrupt host : that

Evan and Mr. John Eaikes Avere formally intro-

duced to old Tom before the repast commenced,
and welcomed some three minutes after he had
decided the flavour of his first glass : that Mr.

John Raikes in due time preferred his petition

for release, and furnished vast amusement to the

company under old Tom's hand, until by chance

he quoted a scrap of Latin, at which the brothers

Cogglesby. Avho would have faced peers and princes
without being disconcerted or performing mental

genuflexions, shut their motiths and looked injured,

unhappy, and in the presence of a superior : Mr.

John Raikes not being the man to s^Jare them.

MoreoA'er, a surprise was afforded to Evan.

Andrew stated to Old Tom that the hospitality of

Main Street. Lymport, was oj^en to him. Strange
to say. Old Tom accepted it on the spot, obserA-iug,
" You're master of the house—can do what joxi

like, if you're man enough," and adding that he

thanked him, and Avould come in a daj^ or two.

The case of Mr. .John Raikes was still left uncer-

tain, for as the bottle circulated, he exhibited

STich a faculty for apt, but to the brothers totally

incomprehensible quotation, that they fled from

him Avithout leaAnng him time to remember what

special calamity Avas on his mind, or Avhether this

earth was other than an abode conceiA^ed in great

jollity for his life long entertainment.

( To be continued.)
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JAPANESE ERAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERAKD OSBORN, R.N.

CHAPTBR VI.

We have sat long enough indoors, making notes

of Japan, historically, geographically, and pohti-

cally speaking ;
we will now go into her streets

and highways and study these people, as their

native artist appears to do, by sketching from

nature. I have not, it is true, seen in the flesh

all the varied phases of Japanese life that are

pourtrayed in the plates before me ; but they

agree so admirably with the notices of men like

Saris, Cocks. Golowin, and Kcempfer, that I may
be forgiven for trying to I'eproduce the picture of

every-day life by the way-sides of Japan. Those

way-sides will, no doubt, be again one day open
to the English traveller, they were once traversed

by Christian priests, as well as by m.erchants

and sailors, and are still visited, at
'

periodical in-

tervals, by the tribute-bearers from the long-

oppressed Dutch factory of Nangasaki. In addi-

tion to what these various authorities relate, T

shall avail myself of what ])assed under the obser-

vation of more recent visitors to Yedo, Simoda, and

Nangasaki, so as to endeavour to reproduce photo-

graphs of the Japan to-day.
The spring has dawned on Nipon ; the April sun

has left the winter snows clinging to the crests of

the mountain ranges around the matchless Fusi-

hama, who, queeu-Hke, rises clothed in glittering

white and crowned with golden clouds from amidst

a throng of jagged peaks and suspiciously pic-

tiu-esque craters. Beautifid valleys lie deeply
embossed amongst the many spurs which shoot out

from this the mountain-heart of Japan. We
descend into these vales through which the road

leads between the two capitals of Yedo and Miaco.

The fields are already green with the young
upland rice and tender wheat plants. The gardens—and they are as numerous and as well kept as

in England—are bright with many a flower seen

in Europe. The peach and other old familiar

fruit trees bend imder the weight of blossoms ;

streams leap downward through pretty cojises

already covered with tender leaflets. The fir-tree

waves from the mountain crest overhead, the cedar

overshadows the road, and the bamboo throws out

its graceful plumes in the dell below. Asia and

Europe have thus in this favoured land each con-

tributed their share to make it rich in products
conducive to the happiness of man— and man
has done much ;

his industry gladdens us on

every side, and as the soil is fertile, the valley

may be said to be one great garden dotted with

villages and neat cottages, whilst everywhere
we see proofs of the redundancy of human life

thronged into the space. Inhal)itants and tra-

vellers, labourers, mendicants and priests, nobles,

followers and ladies, children, jugglers and por-

ters, who shall tell them all,
—a human living

kaleidoscope-fidlof beauty and interest are stream-

ing along the road. We will travel a stage down
it with the host of pilgrims who are going from

Yedo to Yesi. the great shrine of the believers

in Siu-too. The work is a good woz-k, for they

go there to be shrived of their sins—to obtain

absolution, and by the toil and suffering under-

gone in the journey to give a li\nng i)roof uf the
warmth of their faith.

Apart from the travellers, the road itself is worthy
of notice. It runs in an excellent direction, so
far as engineering skill is concenied, winds along
many an ugly precipice, and crosses rapid moun-
tain streams at places where they can be most con-

veniently bridged. The Taikoon's highway would

compare with many of our best
;

it is drained
at the sides, it is arched to allow the water to

fall off, and strangely enough, in many places,
it is macadamised. Trees have been carefidly

planted in situations where they would afford

shade, and a mound of earth, of conical form,
marks every mile passed, and tells the i)ilgrim
how far he is distant from Nijjon-bas, the great

bridge of Yedo, the London Bridge of eastern

land.

The traveller notices, by certain characters

upon a post erected by the way-side, th.at he
has passed out of one district or country into

another, and that he is now under the authority
of such a prince or such a governor. We desire

local information as to that portion of Nipon
through which we pass, and our servant, for a

small sum, procures from an itinerant book-hawker,
an e.xcellent guide-book, giving all the facts we re-

quire. We note that this Japanese institution, for

imparting knowledge, is more than three centuries

old, although the work is corrected and much im-

proved by the increased modern knowledge of

the art of wood-cutting. Perhaps Mr. Murray
may smile and look forward to being able,

before long, to give them a Japanese guide-book,
which shall excel that modest and cheap itine-

rary ;
but there are many things in which he

will never surpass it, amongst others in cost, and

the confidence with which the days are pre-

dicted upon which it shall be fortunate to

travel.

Our bearers rejoice in the fact of our luck being

great upon the latter point, and we push on

merrily, yet for a people who travel much they do

not, it woidd appear, at first sight, stuily comfort.

The sedans or palanquins are wretchedly uncom-

fortable, and attest the fact that tln-y are rather

adapted to mountain-paths, than to the broad and

level roads of the plains. We may not at present

stay to described those vehicles, for we approach

a post-house, and our bearers have to be ex-

changed and paid. There are, we may find, no

less than fifty-six of these establishments betweea

Y^edo and Meaco. The lords of the various manors

are compelled hy the authorities to maintain these

places of refreshment for travellers, they arc vastly

superior to the caravanserais of the east, and rol.iys

of horses or portera are always ready at these

Japanese post houses, and must do all work at

a regular fixed charge, ridiculously sm.all, accord-

ing to English notions. Another aiul still more

onerous duty falls to these establishments, and

that is the responsibility of forwarding all

imperial despatches between the two capitals, or

from Yedo to any part of the empire. Runners

are consequently ever ready to execute this task.

Haste !—post haste !
—is no idle injunction in

Japan, where the Taikoon or Mikado desp.-^tches

are in question.
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We see an iustance of it wliilst dismounting from

our uncomfortable chair. A bell is heard ! Out

of the way !
—out of the way ! shouts a Japanese

official, and two men hasten oiit of the house and

look expectantly iip the road ; the crowd divides

as if cleft with a sword, and at a swinging pace
the couriers are seen approaching,

—a pair of stal-

M'art bronze-hued fellows, strong of limb and

sound of wind ; their garments are few, and

those few of the official black-colour, stamped
with the imperial crest, a white trefoil. One of

the runners has a short bamboo-pole over his

shoulder, and suspended from it a black lacquer

despatch-box, formidable for its size, and we

recognise the strength that has brought it to our

feet so rapidly
—no, not to our feet, for it never

touches the ground. In a second it is slipped
from the tired man's shoulder to that of the

fresh runner, who starts down the road like a

hare, his comrade's bell ringing to warn all travel-

lers to make way. Thus the Taikoon's despatches
speed through the land ; if one man drops, the

other takes up the burden. If a bridge is

broken down they must swim the torrent.

Haste !
—

post haste !
—must be seen in Japan to

be understood.

Whilst oiir morning meal is preparing, we stand
under the over-hanging porch, and look upon the

throng in the road. "How clean it is !

"
is the

first involuntaiy exclamation
;
even the ordinary

dirt created by the passage of so many animals
and men disapi^ears as fast as it is created. They
are great economists these good Japanese, and

they know how precious for the field is the dirt of

the highroad ;
there is quite a competition for it ;

women and children, with little baskets and

brooms, are collecting it for the husbandman,
whose intelligent industry is so conspicuous in the
well-tilled fields and terrace-sided hills. Agi-i-
culture in Japan, as in China, is considered

liliJii'ilililU
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People enjoying tliemselves in Harvest-Time. (Fac-simile.)

the most honourable of pursuits ; and, by the

many pictorial allusions to the peace, content-

ment, and abiindance resulting from agricultural

laboiirs, we see that it is still as esteemed as in

the days of the great Taiko-sama, who told the
soldiers and priests of Europe that he especially
viewed with favour the tillers of the ground ;

"for they," said the Japanese conqueror, "by
their labours fill my kingdom with abundance."

Naked, swarthy, coarse, but hearty, look those
tillers of the fields, as we view them in the
midst of their labours trans^danting the rice plants
from their damp bed, in which they have been

closely reared, into more open order, where each
stem shall have room to grow and ripen. Mark
the neat regularity of the drills, the cleanliness of

the soil—not a weed or tare—what an abundance
of labour must be at command. That the grateful
soil fully repays farmer and labourer for time and

trouble, we have proof in many a Japanese sketch.
Behold the harvest time of Nipon—the reapers

enjojang their noon-tide meal. Was there ever a
more perfect picture of animal enjoyment ? Luke

Stodges, the farmer's-boy, may pray for a belly-full
of fat bacon, and to be allowed to pass life swing-
ing on a gate ; but even then, in that state of

bliss, he woidd hardly excel our Japanese friends

in sensual delight ; filled to distension with

rice, a ripe harvest waving around them, smoking,
drinking, and basking imder a sun of Italian

fervour. Nay more, we question whether the

contrast between the condition of the tramp, who
begs food at the English farm-labourer's door, and
the honest fellow himself, is as great as we have

authority for saying must be the case in Japan,
when we contemplate the lean and hungry crea-

ture who is holding out his pilatter to the well-fed

woman on the left of our engraving. What a



world of wit there is in this sl<etch—this native
Avoodciit ! The woman taking off the lid uf the
well-filled saucejian, but before helping the
mendicant she ajjpeals half-jocularly to the only
one of the party who has not done eating, whether
he can spare any of the rice ? That persevering
feeder has distended his skin until we begin to

feel anxiety as to its farther elasticity. The rest

of the reapei's have indeed fed, and are either

smoking languidly, or drinking a little mlxe to

assist digestion. What perfect repose and con-
tentment are visible in every figure ! And we
ask ourselves, -what is there we can give these of

God's creatures that will make them happier ?

More calico, Jilanchester will suggest. Possiblj'
Manchester may lie right. But where there are

no musquitoes, and the sun is bearable, such an
al fresco feast must be tolerable after all.

We turn from the field

laboiirers and the sketch
which has diverted iis

from our village, and
note how much the resi-

dents appear to live in

public. The fronts of

most of the houses open
out into the street, and
have no windows

;
the

overhanging porch serv-

ing to shield the front

a2>artment from rain or

sun. We can therefore

see all the various trades

jnirsuing their callings ;

and between them and
the itinerant vendors
one need be at no loss

for any articles of general

use, of ornament, food,

or raiment. The " cries"

are as numerous as in

the London of the olden

time. They do not all,

however, bawl out their

various callings : some
beat bits of stick to-

gether, others sound
articles like Jew's harps,
another beats a gong,
another a drum. The
fisherman, however, makes

plants his load before us

suspended at either end of

Live Conger-Euls escapin,

noise enough, and
Two huge tubs,

a bamboo, contain

live fish and eels ;
and there is no question

about their being "all alive, oh!" Fair mullet,

how it wags its tail ! gentle carp, how inquisi-

tively it looks up at your gourmandising self !

The eels, however, have evidently a presenti-
ment of their fate, or from native bashfidness

try to get under one another, and form an appa-

rently ine.x.tricable knot. Poor miserables I Fancy
if the Budhist priest should be right after all—
and he is very positive about it, and can produce

any proof you require upon the subject
—fancy, I

saj% good friend, oxir returning hereafter in some

such piscine form, and think what ai'e our dumb
sensations at such a moment as this, when the

servant slips his hand into the tubs, selects a fat

mullet, weighs, and decides upon jmrchaBing it.

No wonder the poor ]>ricst, lielieving in trans-

migration of souls, shudders and pasne.s on, King-
iiig his hymn invoking humanity to all animato
creatures, and wonders in his heart M'hether you
are about to eat his long-departed mother ! Wo
however ajiprove of fish being sold alive as a

guarantee for freshness, and prefer it either in

sight or smell to the "fine fresli mack'rill!"
which that loud-hmged costermonger is yelling
under our windows on a sweltering July day.

Itinerant British fish-vendors avannt I niethinks

I hear the guitar notes of the Japanese minne-

singers. Yes, here they are
;
we passed them in

the early dawn, as they were singing to some
native noble who had camped by the roadside

;

they have followed, and are about to try their

w.iy to our purse strin;,'s. They approach dancing,
or rather waving their

bodies, in cadence to

their music, playing

upon a guitar which
looks uncommonly Por-

tuguese or Sjtanish in

its origin. Tliey arc

prettily dressed in robes

of simple patterns, con-

fined by broad and

ample scarfs round the

waist. And as these

scarfs are tied behiml

in large bows, and hang
down, they serve to

"ive great linish to their

toilet—a finish that the

want of many imder

garments or crinolines

mi'dit otherwise render

remarkable. Their faces

are pretty and arch ;

they are quite young,
not more than fifteen or

sixteen at the utmost ;

and their glossy black

hair is gathered under

a broad liat, from niuler

the rim of which they
cast most sly l)e\>'itch-

ing smiles, or give zest
from Boys. (FacsimUe.) jq tJjpjr gong, which

is said to partake of the douhlc lutenilrr : and

they exchange witty re]iartee with some fast

young men who hajjpcn to be passing, in terms

which send a shout of laughter through the

hostelry. Not that laughter is confined to the

moments when mirth may be excited by these

frlee-singers, for everybody seems tf> laugh here ;

and if laughter is a sign of happiness, old and

young are blessed enough. There, fair minstrels !

speed on your way ; I, for one, foci no wrath

at 3'our following the vocation which it has pleased

God to call you to ; and would no more wish to

cut off all your hair, put you into tfanncl jietti-

coats, and imprison ymi in a penitentiary,
tlian

I should like to make your sempstress sisters

change places with those of our great Babel.

We send for specimens of embroitlery. This

village, wc are told, is famed f^r its handi-
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work in gold and silver thread upon rich silk and

satin. A respectable looking woman shortly

appears, accompanied by her husband. She was
fair to loak upon once iipon a time

;
but Japanese

husbands sacritice their personal gratiii cation, pro-

vided they can insure that no man when looking

upon their partners shall break the TenthCommand-
ment. The lady has pulled out her eye-brows, and

blackened her teeth ! The effect is most marvel-

lous, you take one glance at her face, and at the

black guli which is scored across it, and you never

again covet that man his wife, though you may
the wares she exhibits. Poor soid, how good, and

self-sacriticing of her
; yet it is a pity, for there

is a grace and beauty about her voice, her hand,
and manner which you cannot but admire. Ajiother

look at that mouth ! and your eye involimtardy
turns to the many pretty faces and white teeth in

the street for refreshment and repose. But what

taste, what skill, and handiwork we have in the

tapestry and embroidery displayed. Where could

these Japanese have learnt this art ? It is not

monstrous, heavy, overladen with ornament, or,

grotesque as in China ;
but delicate, refined,

artistic, and such as we beheve women's, or men's

work seldom, if ever, equalled. Gobelin never

excelled it, Bayeux is hideous beside it, and
the drawing and shading of many of the pieces
are so perfect, that they may be safely framed as

pictures. The vendors of embroidery are dis-

missed just as the porch is suddenly intruded

upon by a gang of native jugglers and showmen
surrounded by a troop of children, all whooping
with delight, and as free, and evidently as well

loved, as they would be in England. A man in

the garb of a Japanese sailor, leads a large

monkey which climbs up a pole, and seats itself

on the summit, and to the delight of the vil-

lagers fans itself a la Japonaise. The moimte-
bank climbs on top of a pile of tea-cups, and
stands on one foot on the summit of fragile

crockery ; the clown chaffs, and excites ridicule,

and the peep-showman vaunts his marvels, aud
beseeches the patronage of your distinguished self.

Curious to know what a Japanese show may
be like, you peep into one lens— brilliant—a vivid life-like scene, a Japanese earthquake,

everything topsy-turvey, wreck, fire, death,
and horror, quite worth the fraction of a penny
charged. The next one is hardly inferior in in-

terest ; a great battle against rebels. They are

valiant, and stand in firm array, discharging
clouds of arrows, which perpetually darken the

sky ; but nothing avails against duty and loyalty.
Men clad in armour, lance in hand, are charg-

ing down, and it is evidently certain that the
rebels wiU be exterminated, and the Divine
Warrior's kingdom be stiU intact. We pass on
to the next picture. Oh, fie ! it cannot be,

surely we were mistaken. No, by Jove ! there
is no doubt of it. A picture to be viewed by
all at which Holywell Street would stand aghast !

We express indignation, the showman laughs
immoderately at our squeamishness, and every-
body joins in the joke against us. Even the
two nuns, who have just joined, and are hum-
ming a plaintive native air, raise their hoods,
and smile, coupling their mirth with sly remarks

as to our mock modesty. How is this we ask ?

Elsewhere in the East we are told, that it is

j

the exclusion of the female element from society
i which renders it when unrestrained by cere-

mony or etiquette, so hideous, so iinrefined.

Here we have women everywhere ;
here is a

,
nation which has attained a wonderful degree of

' civilisation and good government, a people pos-

sessing much delicacy, sensitiveness, and good

feeling ; yet in some points so coarse, so Avant-

ing in decency as to shock the lowest Europeans.
Breakfast is announced and we have another

stage to travel to-day, so we hasten to it. Piles

of white i-ice, surrounded with a multitude of

small made dishes, in which fish generally pre-
vails. A roasted rock-cod rises before us, a real

piece-de-resistance, flanked by many curious sauces,

that woidd puzzle Soyer, or Francatelli
;

all to

the purpose, however, and grand incentives to

feeding, if more than the bracing air of those

mountains were necessary. Seizing our lacquer-
bowl aud two chop-sticks, as well as a wooden-

spoon, we progress apace ; pulling our fragments
of fish, and dipping them into the sauces before

eating. There is abundance of rice-beer, or sakee,

the constant beverage of the jovial souls of Japan,
as well as other stronger beverages, made by vint-

ners, cunnincr in such matters. In deference to

our wish, tea is constantly supplied ;
a strong,

coarse-flavoured description, which is mixch more
like what we drink in England as good tea, than

like anything met with in China. We are told

that it is grown in most places, where the hdls are

too steej) for terrace cultivation
;
that it was im-

ported from China, and has been acclimatised in

Japan ; that formerly a cup of tea in Meaco cost

an English shilling, but that the herb now abounds

on the Eastern coast near the sea-side so much
that they can sell it as an article of expoi't. There

is great consolation in these facts ;
who knows but

that one day we too in Europe may learn, like

these good people, to acclimatise the herb called

tea. All the conditions of soil, climate, tempera-

ture, and locality found on the east coast of Japan,
I

are to be found repeated in parts of Europe, if not
'

in the United Kingdom. Elated at the prospect of

being rid of Chinese questions and Chinese difii-

ciilties, we hob and nob, in sakee, to our shadow,
a Japanese funcionary, who follows us and reports
all we say and do to his masters. We pay our far

from exorbitant bill, gravely confer little courtesies

upon the fair handmaidens, amidst the cheers of the

small boys, and shout to horse in good Saxon, which

,

is readdy understood by our eager-eyed attendants.
1

THE TEA2IWAYS OF LONDON AND
j

ENVIRONS.
i

It is now thirty years since I beheld the first

attempt at steamdocomotives on common roads on
the trial of Mr. Goldsworthy Gurney's steam-coach

round the Regent's Park. It was a strange-looking

machine, on four wheels, with a pair of supple-

mentary wheels in front, to serve as a steering-

apparatus. I watched all the subsequent doings
of Maceroni, Oyle, and Sumner, Scott EusseU,

Hancock, and others, and came to the conclusion

1
that the whole scheme was a practical fallacy

—an
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opinion I have never seen reason to change. The
fallacy consisted, and consists still, in attempting
to propel a Jieavy machine by means of revolving
wheels on an irregular surface of hroken stone, or
an irregular surface of paving. Regarding the
machines themselves, veiy considerable results
were achieved, more probably than has been
achieved on regular railways, taking iuto account
the respective qualities of the roads they run on.

And the modern attempts in the form of what are
called traction-engines, embody the same fallacy—

all, save that of Boydell, which carries and lays
down its own rails to pro\ade a hard and even
surface for the wheels to run on. The whole diffi-

culty consists, not in the steam-machine, but in

the road it runs on—and this conviction, I have,
for more than twenty years, in public and pri-

vate, in season and out of season, endeavoured
to impress upon the general mind of the commu-
nity. It has been my aim to convert the common
roads and highways to the purposes of steam loco-

motion without interfering with any existing
traffic. It was the existence of these roads that
set the highway locomotives at work, and linally
has led to tramways, the fact of which as ap]ilied
to passenger-traffic in England, has been esta-

blished at Birkenhead by an American speculator,

stimulating Lancashire capitalists.

By a modern tramway is understood a railway,
with the rails so laid on the surface of an ord-nary
road that they will not interfere with the traffic of

ordinary vehicles, and on which omnibuses may
travel at ordinary speed with the advantage that,

by the improved siirface, one horse is enabled to

do more than the work of four on levels, and of two
on ordinary inclines. The rail is, in short, a con-

tinuous ' ' level crossing,
" which no more impedes

ordinary traffic than do the sunken iron gutters in

Fleet Street impede pedestrians.
This kind of way began, practically, in the

United States, when it was found convenient to

pass railway-trains through, instead of round the

towns. As a concession to po^^ular fear, the

locomotive was at first taken off, and its place

supplied by a team of horses. Custom making it

familiar, and economy rendering it desirable to get
rid of the horses, the locomotives did their work
at a slow pace. Then a gibbet was placed across

the line on M'hich a bell huug, which the locomotive

rung in passing, and a notice being posted up—
" Look out for the engine when the bell rings"

—
all further precaution was abandoned.

Starting thus, it was not a very difficult process
to apply to streets for internal transit, and so rails

were laid up one narrow street and down another

to preserve a continuous circulation of omnibus-

traffic. Street omnibuses were a mere imitation of

railway- cars—very far from what they might be in

the way of easy draught—but answering the jiur-

pose, after the usual habit of a Yankee's thought,
who goes to plough in a dress-suit, and guesses
" what's good enough for my legs is good enough
for my trauwses." After some years practice in the

States, a Frenchman carried the scheme to Paris

with all its imperfections, and, I believe, it still

goes on there. But to inoculate England with it

required a genuine American, and he appeared in

the person of Mr. Train, who showed energetically

the good folks of^Birkenhead the paying chance of
the scheme. It is impossible that this reatilt
should fail to be followed in Loudon.

It must be understood that a properly laid rail
-noU not, in any way, interfere with the ordinary
uses of the street or road—that it will only be a
stripe of iron jjaving sul)stituted for stone—it will
subserve all the purposes of M'heels running on it,
but Avill not i)revent wheels from being turned off
it at any point requu-ed, without needing the

expensive and troulilesome appliances called
switches and turn-tables used on railways proper.
The movement on it may be almost noiseless if

rightly managed ; the speed may be increased
whUe a larger proportioned load is drawn, and the

facility of stoppage, and the resulting safety
)

doubled. The result of this would be an economy
; equivalent to one half the value of the horses in

capital and maintenance, and a greatly inert- i^'d

economy in the maintenance of the road.

This enormous saving will go into the pockets
either of the public or the capitahst, or go to

increase the wages of drivers and conductors, and
other people employed, or be divided amongst .ill

three. Anyhow, it will be a mode of accumu-

lating capital by savings, and no railway yet con-

structed olfers anything approaching the dividend
M'hich may be obtained from these new lines if

rightly constructed. The ob\nous reason is, that

the roads are readj' made to hand without the
difficulties and expenses besetting new lines.

Gradually the old vehicles will be superseded by
the ncM-, and there is yet a farther consideration

1

—the horse will be superseded by the machine
drive'n by steam or some other power. But there Ls

yet more. In the United States horse-railways arc

simply, as their name implies, street- rail\vaj-s
—

the ordinary railways sujiply the other wants of

transit. But in England street-railways will be

merely the commencement of highway and turn-

pike roads sujiplying a want which most ordinary

steam-radways do not subserve. For road pur-

poses it is needful to stop and take up at frequent

intervals, and trains are not required, but merely

single carriages answering the purpose that stage
coaches formerly subserved, but with doubled or

trebled power of accommodation. All Kent and

Surrey and Essex need these hnes, and their

making would largely increase tiie value of the

property along their borders ; Init unfortun.itoly

this cannot be till an Act of Parliament shall have

amalgamated the trusts, or till the parish autho-

rities shall be of one mind. The mechanical ques-

tion there is no need to argue. If the proper
form of rail be adopted, it will simply have the

effect of an iron l)anding inlaid in stone, as plain

as the brass banding round a portable writing-

desk, and the paving board of a i)arish has aa

much right to lay a piece of iron as of wood or

stone paving, subject only to actions for dani.igcs

if their mode of jiaviug intlicte personal injury on

passengers,
—and laying a tramway in Parliament

Street could not be more mischievous than the

tramway on Westminster Bridge. But something

far better than the existing railway carri.igea ia

required to produce the Ixsst resiUt in traction and

convenience to tlie passengers.
The cost of these railways made in the most
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perfect manner need not exceed SOO?. per mile,

and the low cost is tlie true reason why engineers

generally have not thought it worth while to turn

their attention to them. The carriages should be

nearly noiseless and free from vibration, iu -\^hich

case the dead weight may be materially lessened.

The carriages, besides, must be capable of rimniug
on the ordinary road, and leaving the rails or

running on them at the jjleasure of the driver.

One argument against the sj'stem has been

founded on the supposition of danger to the public

by reason of a street-railway. This arises simply
from the term "

railway," and the sujiposed speed
involved. But the risk of a railway-omnibus is

really far less than that of an ordinary omnibus,
from the fact that it runs on a fixed track, and that

l^assengers know what part of the road to avoid,

and the breaks applied to the rail-omnibiis afford

the means of stopping much more rapidly.

With regard to the lines fit for these rads, they
exist wherever omnibuses run. Two great radial

centres are the Bank and the Obelisk. Others are

the railway terminus, Paddington, to the Bank by
the two routes—the City Road and Oxford Street

and Holborn—Eichmond and the line of road to

Charing Cross—the line from the Bank to Epping
Forest, which should be for ever kept as a wdd
park to Londoners, or as a ground for shooters to

practice in. Across all the bridges to the Surrey
hills, destined hereafter to become a southern

London, and so in time to give the chance for the

low swamps covered by unwholesome dwellings
to be again converted to garden-ground.

Say that a thousand miles may be laid do^^n with
rails in London and its environs, what woidd "be the

best way of accomplishing it ? The Parish trusts

woiUd not emliark capital in it. But it would be
a good speculation for a company of capitalists to

fiirnish the rails, and lay them, and keep them in

repair per mile, and thus enable the parishes to take
a toll on the omnibuses, which would enable them
to dispense with a paving rate. Or if they could not

legally take a toll, they coidd make an ecpiivalent

bargain by transferring the cost of paving to the

rail owners. Only let there be a will and the
"
way

"
will follow. W. Beidges Ad.vjls.

EEPEESENTATWE WOMEN.
Scientific Students.

cakoline l. heeschel
; sophie germain ; and

mrs. somerville.

I AM not aware whether others have made the

observation, but it appears to me that the repug-
nance of our sex to "learned ladies" does not
affect female mathematicians. Our jests are
levelled at the literary women ;

and yet more, at

the "philosophers," or those who study psychology,
in a German, French, or English form. I should

say ''jests were levelled," but that there are still

publications and men antiquated enough to attempt
to keep up the old insolence and the old joke,
after society in general has arrived at better taste ;

for the reason, possibly, that there are still women
(a few in England, and not a few in America,)
who are antiquated enough to make themselves
foolish and disagreeable, instead of wise and com-
panionable, through their pursuit of kuowledo-e.

I need not enlarge on this ; for there is no

jJeasure, and at this time of day no profit iu

contemidatiug pedantry on the one hand, or

scoffing on the other. I have referred to the old

and worn-out topic only because it appears to

me that if female mathematicians and physical
discoverers have escaped the insults, and almost

the criticism, bestowed on literary women half a

century ago, it must be because their pursuits

carry their own test with them. The attainments

of such women are not a matter of opinion, but of

fact. Man or woman may be mistaken about

his or her comprehension of Kant's apparatus of

Conditions, or accuracy in the reading of dead

languages ;
but there can be no deception of self

or others as to the reality of knowledge in the

science of Space and Numbers ; or the detection

of new agencies in Nature which can be brought
{

to the test. Even where this is questioned, on

account of the many false starts in discovery that

have been made, up to this time, the doubt is, not

aboiit the reality of the knowledge, but the

j

correctness of the inferences of the discoverer.

On the whole, we may, I think, fairly say, that in

the scientific departments of hiiman knowledge
women rank equally with men in respect of

society. Whether they have equal access to that

\

field of knowledge is another affair.

Let lis look at two or three recently dead or

still living, and see what aspects they present.
The senior of the three (German, French, and

English), whom oiu' own generation may have

seen, was both a mathematician and a physical
discoverer. Caroline Lucretia Herscliel, the sister

' of Sir William Herschel, was the German. She
was born at Hanover (March 16th, 1750), and

'lived there till she was one-and-twenty. She was

sixteen, and her brother eight-and-twenty when
he, in England, began to attend to astronomy ;

the whole family being supposed to be engrossed
1 by music, as they were certainlj^ devoted to it pro-

fessionally. It is not, therefore, likely that Caroline

was prepared by education for scientific pursuit in

any other direction ;
and her taking it up at last,

\

in order to assist her brother, seems to show that

j
she had no original overmastering genius for

science, such as miist have taken her out of the

ordinary conditions of female life, but that the

labours of her life from that time forward were
a merely natural exercise of perfectly natiu-al

, powers. She came over to England as soon as

she was old enough (one-and-twenty) to keep her

brother's house at Bath, where he was organist to

a chapel. She was his heljier and sympathiser in

;

the astronomical pursuits which were his delight,
1 as his best recreation from his professional
business. She worked out his calculations when

;

he had provided the elements : she watched with
an anxiety like his own the production of tfie

telescope he made because he could not aff'ord to

buy one ; and when he discovered a planet, ten

years after she had joined him, she enjoj^ed the

triumph and its resiilts very keenly. The King
I gave Brother William 300Z. a year, and called him
Astronomer to the Court ; and the (then) bachelor

brother and his staid sister removed to Slough, to

do as they liked for the rest of their lives.

[
Thus far, it may be said that Caroline Herschel
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appeal-

appears as the devoted sister, doing her best to

lielp her brother, whose pursuits luiiipcued to 1)C

seientilic ; but that there is nothing remarkable,
liappily, in that spectacle. This is very true :

but now occurs the spectacle -vvliicli does
remarkable to all who have heard of it.

Throughout the longest nights of the year,—
the astronomer's summer, or season of fruits,

—a

light was seen burning in the observatory at

81ough as often as the sky was clear, and dis-

appearing only when the dawn was putting out
the stars. Under that light sat Caroline Herschel,
noting in silence the observations of her brother, I

who was at his telescope in the next chamber. If

he was silent, she had occupation in working \\]>

his calcuhxtions ; and then nothing was heard but
the ticking of the clock, and the moving of his

telescope. To be his secretary required no little

learning ; but to achieve the vast calculations by
which his observations were rendered available,

required algebraical accomplishments of an order

vei-y nnusual among women. As "
asti-onomer's

assistant," she was salaried by the King ;
and in

the discharge of her office, she read her brother's

clocks, and did all the routine part of his \Yovk.
'

This might have been thought enough for a

good German housekeeper, who sat np till day-
light for the greater part of the winter : but she I

had scientific interests of her own. Her brother
had constructed a smaller telescope for her

; and
when he was aAvay from home she spent many a

night alone in the observatory, looking out for

imrecorded stars, and for imsuspected comets.
I

She had new nebul;\3 and clusters of stars to

furnish to her brother's catalogues when he re-

turned : and she discovered seven comets in eleven

years,
—five of which had certainly never been")

noted before. Her first work, which su2)plied
omissions in the Britisli catalogue to the extent of

561 stars, observed by Flamsteed, was published
by the Royal Society. Eight years after her-

brother's death, and her own return to Hanover,
and when she was eighty years old, she was pre-

'

sented with the gold medal of the Astronomical

Society of England, and elected an honorary
member of that body, in consequence of her com-

pletion of a catalogue of the clusters of stai-s and
ne'bidte observed by her brother, and, though slie did

not say so, by herseK. She lived on till ninety-
seven, a perfect exemplification of the best effects

of intellectual jjiu'suit of a high order on the

whole natuie. Her frame was healthy ;
her mind

was serene ; her intellect was clear till just the

last
;
her affections were through life genial and

faithful
;

her manners modest and simple ;
and

her old age tranquil and dignified. There is no

trace, . in her whole career, of any sort of con-

temptuous usage on account of her scientific

tendencies
;
and the respect with which she was

treated at Windsor first, and afterwards by the

King and Court at Hanover, till her death in

IS-iS, seems to have been the natural expression
of what was felt by everybody who witnessed or

heard of the facts and manner of her life.

Next comes the French lady, who was born later

and died earlier than Caroline Herschel.

Sophie Germain began her career in a very
different way. Hers was a case of such a prepon-

derance of the mathematical faculties that they
regulated her whole mind and life. .She lovod
poetry, as many mathematicians have doue ; and
she insisted tliat the division set up belwceu
reason and imagination was arbitrary and false.
We now and then hear from .superlicial persoas an
expression of wonder that the finest taste is found
in those who are conspicuous for judgment; but
Mademoiselle (lermain would have wondered more
if tlie case had been otherwise

;
for she saw how

the decisions of reason must harmonise with the

principles of taste. Goodness was, in her eyes,
order ; and wisdom w;i3 the discernment of funda-
mental order. As fixed relations exist among all

truths and all objects, and the discovery of any
one may lead to the discernment of any numljer,
no heights of speculation astonislied, and no liigliti
of fancy disconcerted her. She was mathematical
if ever human being was so

; but tliis did not mean
that she was prosaic, rigid, and narrow. She was

qualitied for large and philosoiihical criticism in

literature, no less than for in(piisition into the

theory of numbers ; and she ajiplied herself,
amidst the tortures of death by cancer, to exhibit

the state of, not only the sciences, but of litt-rature

at dilfi'i-ent i)eriods of tlieir cidture. This was
the suV)ject of her posthumous \vork.

Her faculty for abstract conception and the

pursuit of abstract knowledge did not wait for

occasion to show itself. Yet, at the outset, as at

the close, it manifested itself in close alliance with
the imagination and the moral powers. As a
child she read of the serene life of Archimedes
amidst the tliree years' siege of Syracuse ; and the

story impressed her so deeply that she longed to

make for herself a refuge iu mathematical studies

from the excitements and terrors of the great
revolution then raging, and likely to rage for long.
It was in ''

^slontucla's History of Mathematics"
that she had found the account of the life and
heroic death of Archimedes which so moved her ;

and she studied the book, being then thirteen,

with a patience and courage altogether consistent

with her view of moral order—unable to under-

stand whole portions of it, but fii-st ascertaining
how much she could imderstand, and resolving to

master tlie rest, soouer or later. The more terrilile

the prophecies she heard in licr father's drawing-
room (he being a member of the Constituent

Assembly, and therefore living in political society)

the more strenuously did little Sophie ajijily her

faculties to this History of Mathematics and tho

studies it indicatcil, to the amazement of her

family, who could not conceive why .she was

suddenly engrossed in the study of Euler. They
were not only amazed but displeased : and

among other modes of opposition they took away
all her clothes at night, when the weather wa-s so

cold as to freeze tho ink in the glass. Snjihio

quietly rose, when they wore all asleep, wrnj-petl

herself in the bedclothes, and i>ursued her Ftulies.

The elementary books she could lay hold of were

not such as we have to learn from now. They
were full of fa\dts and omission.^, acconliii-,' to our

present view
;
and they gave lier more trcr. i

her family did. She advanced bej-oii<l thot -,

however
;
and in time her family let her alone.

Durmg the Reign of Terror she made herself
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mistress of the Differential Calculus of Cousin.

Times improved for her when society was so far

settled as that the Normal and Polytechnic schools

of Paris were opened. By one device or another

she obtained the notes of many of the professors'

lessons ;
and she was presently bewitched by

Lagrange's new and luminous analysis. It was

the custom for such students as desired it to offer

their observations in writing to the professor, at

the close of his course. Sophie took advantage of

this custom to get her notes handed in to Lagrange,
as coming from a student ; and great was the

praise awarded to the mysterious student, whose '

real name was soon betrayed to the great man.
]

He called on her, to praise and encourage her
;

i

and from that time she was known as a mathema-
j

tician, and corresponded with by the most eminent

scientific men, so that she had abundant facilities

for progress. In correspondence with Gauss of

Gottmgen, she again wrote under an asstimed

name ; but she was presently recognised, and

thenceforward she attempted no concealment.

Her first specific enteri^rise illustrates her

courage and perseverance as thoroughly as her

whole life. Napoleon was dissatisfied that there

was no scientific expression of the results of the

curioiis experiments of Chladni on the sabrations

of elastic metal plates ;
and he offered an extraor-

dinary prize if the Institute could discover the

mathematical laws of those vibrations. Lagrange
at once declared the thing impossible ;

that is, it

woiild require a new species of analysis. Few
would have thought of proceeding in the face of

such an opinion : but Soj)hie said,
" My dear

master, why not try?" After a world of study,
she sent in, as the residt, an equation of the

movement of elastic surfaces. It was faulty ; and
she saw why. But for the irregularity of her

mathematical education the failure could not have

happened ; and she set to work to remedy the evil.

She actually produced the new kind of analysis
which Lagrange had declared to be necessary ; and
he was the first to applaud the feat. Moreover, he

obtained the exact equation from her scheme.

She herself pursued the apjilication, and obtained

honourable mention for this second attempt. She
was invited to enter again into the competition ;

and on this third occasion she succeeded com-

pletely. She declared that both Lagrange and
Fourier had aided her by their suggestions : but

they, and all others, said that a hint or two in the

application of her method had nothing to do with
the discovery of it, and insisted that the glory
was her own without drawback. It does not

appear that glory was any object to her in com-

parison with progi-ess in knowledge. She wrought
out the applications of her own methods, and sup-

plied several theorems to Legendre on the theory
of niunbers, which he published in the supplement
to his second edition

; and the further she went in

mathematics the more widely she extended her
studies in other departments, especially chemistry,
physics, geography, and the history of philosophy,
science, and literature. She employed her analytic

facidty in all directions, and manifested her syn-
thetic power on every subject which she touched.
We are told that in her manners and conversa-

tion, the utmost grace of accuracy was manifested.

Her expression of her ideas and feelings, and her

narrative of incidents were so precise, so brief, so

perfect, that no improvement was possible, and

every alteration must be for the worse. The
same fitness, clearness, sincerity, appeared in all

she did. Her life was not the less genial for this,

nor her conversation the less lively and natural.

It had a somewhat poetical cast, or seemed to

have to those who wei-e expecting to lind " a ma-

thematical prude," or a diy pedant.
She died in 1831, after long and cruel suffering,

heroically borne. She was fifty-five years old—
younger by a generation than Caroline Herschel,

but dying seventeen years before her.

Meantime, the English, or rather Scotch woman
had been reaching middle life, in the pursuit of

the studies of both the others, and from the same

natural aptitude.
This natural aptitude betrayed itself unex-

pectedly in Mrs. Somerville's case, in the midst

of an ordinary girl's education, at the opening of

this century. She lived at Musselburgh, near

Edinburgh, and was sent to school there, being
remarked for nothing except docility, gentleness,
and quietness. She learned to sew, as little girls

shoidd
;
and it was natural that, when she was at

home, she should sit sewing in the window-seat of

the room where her brother took his lessons from

his tutor. His sister liked his mathematical lessons

best
;
and she regidarly laid hands on his Euclid,

and carried it up to her own room, to go over the

lesson by herself. One day, her brother was stop-

ped by a difficidty, and, forgetting her secret,

little Mary popped out the answer. The tutor

started; the family inquired, and very sensibly

let her alone. Professor Playfair was an intimate

friend of the household ;
and not very long after

the above incident, Mary foimd an opportunity to

put a private question to the professor
—Did he

think it wrong for a girl to learn Latin ? Not

'necessarily ;
but much depended on what it was

for. Well, she wanted to study Newton's Princi-

pia, and that was the truth. The professor did

not see any harm in this, if she liked to try. In a

few months she was mastering the Principia.

Her first marriage was favourable to her line of

study ; or, I should rather say, to this particular
one of her various studies. She is a very accom-

plished woman—understands and speaks several

languages ; has in her day been an amateur artist

of considerable merit, and was considered to play
well on the harp. But when she married a naval

officer who delighted in her sympathy in his pro-

fessional studies, she made great j^rogress, and,

was becoming qualified for future achievements.

Still, we do not hear of the gentle and quiet Mrs.

Gregg being pointed out to general notice as a

learned lady. The first that was generally heard

of her, was when the children of her second mar-

riage, two daughters, were almost grown up, and

her son, Mr. Woronzow Gregg, was making his

way in the world. She was then the wife of Dr.

Somerville, physician of Chelsea Hospital. It was

a pleasant hoiise to go to—that airy house at

Chelsea, where the host was always delighted to

tell the stories of his wife's early stiulies, and to

show, in the deep drawer fuU of diplomas, the to-

kens of her recent fame ;
and where the hostess
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was the model of a hostess, well dressed, genial
and hospitable, aijjiarently with the constant bless-

ings of a good cook, a neat house, and a perfect
knowledge on her own part how to keep it. Her
harp wa.s in the corner, and her i)ictures on the
walls ; and there was the best society in London
in her drawing-room.

This was when the impression of her first great
work was fresh. Some experiments that she had
made, showing the magnetic inliuence of the violet

rays of the solar spectrum, had before directed the
attention of some philosophical inquirers to her

cai)abilities ; and when the Society for the Dif-

fusion of Useful Knowledge was set u]>, she was
invited to prepare for it a popular version of

Lajilace's "Mecanique Celeste." She accomplished
the task, but not in a form suitable for the So-

ciet}' ; and her work was published indepen-
dently under the title of "The Mechanism of the
Heavens." It was a radical mistake to set Mrs.
Somerville to work on pojudar versions of scientiiic

works. A different quality and character of mind
is re(piired for discovering abstract truths, and for

putting them into a form which unscientific minds

may comprehend. From her gentleness and sim-

plicity, ISIrs. Somerville was tractable, and under-
took what she was told woidd be most useful

; but
the work was perplexing to her. When her first

and second editions were sold in a wonderfully
short time, her publisher asked her, with aU due

deference, whether she could not simplify some

parts of the book, so as to bring them down to the

com2)rehension of ordinary readers. She tried,

and declared it the most difficult thing she had
ever attempted. What the publisher and others

called simplifying, seemed to her to be obscuring
and per2)lexing her sense. When she quitted the

precision and brevity of scientific terms, she

coidd never tell what the matter woidd spread out

to. This shoidd have put an end to all interfer-

ence with her course, as it proved the error of

expecting the same mind to supply the two me-
thods of exposition

—the scientiiic and the popidai".
If her first great work indicated her mathe-

matical powers, her next exhibited the coui-se of

her philosoi)hical tastes. She had given a brief

account of her view of the Connexion of the Phy.
sical Sciences in the introduction to the " Me-
chanism of the Heavens :

" and this view formed
the groundwork of her second book. It is very
interesting in its disclosures to unlearned persons,
and as indicating the direction and variety of her

studies ; but it is defective in the masterly close-

ness, directness, and precision which her mind was

capable of when dealing with mathematical truths.

Its popularity amazed her, and delighted her

friends ; who, for the most part were unaware of

the extent to which the country coidd furnish a

reading public for scientific works, and who had
mistaken the reasons for the failure of the publi-
cations of the Diffusion Society. One edition

after another had to be prepared ;
and most con-

scientiously did Mrs. Somerville apply herself to

improve each one as it was demanded. She was
not the sort of author to write more books than
she otherwise woidd, because she was sure of a

favourable reception for anything she would pub-
lish. As far as I know, there is only one more

book of hers ; and that was issued many years
later, when she had long resided abroad. Tliia

work,
"
Physical Geograi)liy," appeared in Is ;

-^

A characteristic feature of Mrs. Somerville'u ;

appears in the dedications of her l)ooks, and indeed
in their being dedicated at all. Not only recoiling
from innovation in almost all ways, but somewhat
old-fashioned in her haljits of mind, she baa tlirough
life taken pains to do what was projier, and ia
that anxiety has made such few and superticial
mistakes as she has made. They arc not worth a
reference except for the light they cast on the
force of her abstract faculties. She who <le<licated

her works (one to the Queen, and auotlier to Sir
J. Herschel), in the fashion of a former age, whea
author and readers had not been brought face to
face ; she who, because she was advised, not oidy
went to Court, but took her daughters there ; she
who allowed her portrait to be prefixed to one of

her own works ; she who has always carefully

kept abreast of a cautious conventionaUsni, and
dreaded manifesting any originality except in one

direction, has been so inspired in that direction as

to be unconscious of the pecidiarity which all tlie

world was admiring. Hence her security from

being spoiled. In 188."), she was chosen an hono-

rary member of the Royal Astronomical Society ;

and the learned Societies of every civilised country
followed this lead, till, as I said, she had a deep
drawer fidl of diplomas ; but neither this nor anj-

other form of homage ever made the slightest dif-

ference in her manners, or seemed to occujiy any
part of her thoughts. Sitting beside old Dr. Dal-

ton, on the sofa, talking of the atomic theory, or

what not, she never perceived that the eyes of

many strangers were ujion her, and that the great
men of the scientific world were trying to catch

the tones of her voice. Her i>artial absence of

mind is another evidence of the character and

action of her intellect. No one can be further

from what is called " absent" in society. No one

can be more awake and alive to the conversation

and the interests of others ; yet her husband used

to amuse himself, and astonish an occasional guest

by proving how long it took to stir her up from

her studies. .She did not need an elaborate privacy
for her i)ursuits. She used the family sitting

room, when studying or writing ; and, as soon as

she was fairly engaged, her husband would begin

libelling her in extravagant terms, and in a loud

voice, without making her look up, till, at last,

when he shouted her name, she would ask if he

was speaking to her, and be surprised to see every-

Itody laughing. Hers is the strongest and clearest

case possible of a special intellectual organisation.

comi)elling its own exercise in simplicity and

honour.

Mrs. Somerville lias been lost sight of. though

never forgotten, fur many years. About twenty

years since, the health of Dr. Somerville causeil

the removal of the family to Italy, whence they

have never returned, Dr. Somer\-ille having died

at the age of 93, a few weeks ago.

Their friends felt a sort of indignation at an

incident which occurred soon after their departure.

Of all people in Europe, Mrs. S.>nier\-ille was the

one who could by no means obtain a proi)er view

of the comet of 1843. The only accessible tele-
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scope of vahie was in the observatory of a Jesuit

couvent, in Tuscany, wliere no woman was allowed

to cross the thresliolil. This indignation in Eng-
land looks like evidence that the world has ad-

vanced in its intellectual and moral lilierties.

Whatever the Tuscan Jesuits might tliink of

her case, I believe that INIrs. Somerville and all her

many friends would say, if asked, that they never

heard of a disrespectfid word beuig spoken of her,

in connection with her powers and her pursuits.
Her work is over, for she is almost seveutj^ years
of age ; and it is not a case in which death is

required to silence levity or sarcasm
;

for there

is none of either to put to shame. Under
such circumstances, we may reasonably hope that

these female mathematicians may be, indeed,

llei^resentative Women,—leaders of an honoured
and increasing class. Ingleby Scott.

FIRST LOVE.

She was the first, the only .star

That shone upon my life,

The summer of my days had set

Before I called her wife
;

The leaves have fallen twenty times
Beneath our trysting tree,

Since the ringers shook the rafters

In the belfry by the sea.

The pulses of my heart beat h\nw,
With calm, uuflutter'd stroke,

Till with a party from the Grange
I pic-nic'd at the Oak

;

A stranger to our Forest ways,
She came with Alan's bride,

One glance
— I knew my love was come

The old indiffei'ence died.

The park, a summer's walk across,
Was famous in the shire

;

The porter at the crested gates
Grew rich and blessed the Squire ;

I show'd the glade where ballads say
The King met Robin Hood,

I took her where, as boys, we crop;/d
Wild strawberries in the wood.

The gardens and the orange-trees,
The swans upon the lake,

The gazing stags amoug the fern,
The pheasants in the brake :

These sumptuous signs of wealthy stata

She saw with sweet surprise.
And I new light was on them all,

Seen with a lover's eyes.
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When Alan lilew liis warning lioi-n,

]My chestnut joiu'd her bay ;

Down the king grassy
" rides" we rode,

And watch'd tiic rabhits play.
The dead sun in his crimson sliroud

Lay buried in the west,
And Love was nestling in my liiart,

An inmate, not a guest .

A gipsy party gaily plann'd,
A smile, a soft "good night,"

And then 1 left the low white house,
Just as the stars were bright :

—
Lost in some far, forgotten sea,

Tlie sailor on the shore

Sights, to his joy, the ship that comes

To bear him home once more.

The bride moon with her dower of stars

Twice grew to matron age,

liefore my birdie flew away
Back to her northern cage ;

She knew the abbey pictures well.

She dared tlie haunted room,
We laughed around the Oak again.
And saw the aloe bloom.

A promise in the oriel won
To crown my growing bliss,

A drooping head, a circled waist,

And such a binding kiss !

0, happy time 1 0, happy time !

It never has its fellow,
^—•

The one green leaf that hangs among
So many sere and yellow.

Before the Autumn spent his wrath

Upon the Rectory vine,

I claim'd the promise tliat she made,
1 went and whisper'd, "mine :"

May's father trembled as he said,
" Take her, a trusting wife,

And cherish one whose love has thrown

A glory round my life."

Some days beside a lonely mere,

(Lured by the waterfall),

And then we settled at the Grange,
For Alan took the Hall :

How swilt the lustres pass'd along.

Sweet heart, with love and you.

For if the sky was sometimes dark,

There came a break of blue.

And ever, as the year winds round.
And l)rings the longest day.

We gather at the Forest Oak,
Where first I met my ]\[ay ;

Look, Alan's boy and our maybud
Are coming down the "ride,"

Pei'haps before another June

There '11 be another bride.

R. F. Sketchley.

OUT OF THE DEPTHS.

Not many evenings ago, some lialf-dozen pairs

of bright eyes were peeping bj'-
turns tlirougli our

microscope. Dainty lingers were pressed into

obstinate left eyes Avhich would not keep sliut,

and pretty months were twisted into agonising

contortions in the effort to see all that could be

seen. "Ohs!" and " Ahs !

"
together with all

the usual feminine expressions of admii-atiou, had

been frequent and emphatic, when, ujwn puttin>{
the last three slides of our eericH d
reserved as a final ioiuie lioudtt) tipoii tl;

the instrument, the common delight cubuinat'
a general exclamation of, "Oh, how
pretty ! The loveliest little shells '. i

refractory left optic was punished again I'.a.t agaui
iu repeated examinations of the objects, and on all

hands we were assailed by the question.s :

" What
are they? and where do they come from?"

Now, although we all know it is often easier

to ask than to answer a simple (question, it

does seem somewhat strange that we should
make a long pause before I'eplying, or that we
should feel much dillieulty in tellijig all about
so very small a matter. Three slijis uf glass,
three inches long and an inch broad, with as much
line white dust in the centre of each as would
cover a threepenny-piece, do not look like a very

trying subject to be examined upon : each slip,

too, is labelled with the name of the object it

carries, as well as a note of the localitj' from which
it was procured ;

but these do not help iis much
;

the names are long and unintelligible to un-

initiated ears. I'erhaps if we give them here,

the reader will understand our embarrassment ;

he will at least see what hopeless things they
woidd be to offer as an explanation to a latly's

untecluiical but incpiiring umocence ; nay, possildy,

if we have been fortunate enough to raise his

curiosity, he may not himself be disinclined to

listen, perhaps, in company with our fair friends,

while we attempt an answer to the (piestions,

What they are ? and whence do thej' conij ? The

labels read respectively as follows: 1.
" Foraini-

nifenv—Atlantic soundings." 2.
"
Polycystin;e

—
Atlantic soundings." o.

" Diatomacea-—Atlantic

soundings."
These are long words, as wc said, and convey

to most minds nothing very clearly, except a

notion that the fine white dust has come in some

way from the Atlantic. And so in truth it has.

The three hard names represent tlie chief pro-

ducts of the sea-floor of that great ocean ; and the

tiny slides before us contain the remains of plants

and animals brought up by the sounding-line from

their dark home, some two miles beneath the sur-

face of blue water. Let us see if these strangers

from a far-oil' unknown region can Ix; made to

tell us something, as they lie beneath our micro-

scope, of themselves and the my.sterious hidden

realm from which thcj- come. ^Ve may suppose

such atomies can scarcely tell us viuclt, yet the

vaguest story of their lives and destinies cannot

but interest us. From the earliest times there li.os

always existed some strong cluirm iu the unknown

recesses of the watery world. Ever since the old

Hellenic poets saw

"Far iu llie wine-dark doptlis of the mstal, the

gardens of Nereus,"

the imagination of man lias delighted to people

the clear river or the restless sea with fair seuii-

human forms. The old-world dreams of Siren,

Triton, ami Xaiad are pcri)ctuated in the later

legends of Undine and the Lurleyberg ; and our

own great master-poet has perhaps drawn no more

lovely figure than his "virgin .laughter of
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Locrine
"—the river-born Sabrina. The most

matter-of-fact man lias, when lounging by the

shore, been sometimes attacked with the strong

desire, if not to people the subaqueous realms of

lake or sea with imaginary beings, at least to

penetrate the shrouding veil of water, and to

discover what are the beauties and what the

forms he feels lie hidden beneath the wave. Some
men there are, indeed, in whom this wish has

gi'own to be a passion. It is not long since two

widely-known and enthusiastic naturalists, pos-
sessed with this strong desire to know, prepared
the necessary apparatus, and at some risk of life

invaded the sea-god's dominions. Thence they
have sent uji to us an eye-witness' report of

submarine manners and customs, and told us how
the world goes on at the fifty-fathom line. Many
a busy dredge, too, has been scraping for years

past at the sea-floor, wherever it can be reached,

bringing ever new facts before qiuck eyes and

thoughtfid brains
;

till in these times we begin to

get a tolerably intimate knowledge of the com-

plicated economies of the water-world
;

at least

in such depths as our researches can be made with

ordinary appliances.

Lately, one of the most eminent of English
scientific men (now, alas ! no more), has attempted
to map out the minuter features of these regions,
so far as animal life is concerned, with consider-

able accuracy. The physical geography (if we
may so call it) of European sea-bottoms is now a

science in which so many facts have been regis-

tered, and so many observations made, that prac-

tically the waters of our bays and firths have been
rolled back for us, and the treasures they cover
laid bare to oiir view. But of those profoiander

depths, far out in what sailors call " blue water,"
neither poet or naturalist have as yet much news
to tell us. Here the diving-dress and dredge are

alike useless, and even the sounding-line long
failed to fathom these tremendous abysses, much
less to bring up thence any reliable evidence of their

formation or inhabitants. The art of deep sea-

sounding—which many, we believe, consider to

be merely a thing of every-day life at sea, a simple
matter of a string and a lead—is of decidedly
recent origin. Hiiman science and ingenuity,
which had gaiiged the heavens and measured our
earth's distance from remotest visible planets ;

which had sounded abyss after abyss of firma-

mental space, and brought one faint nebida after

another within resolvable distance
;
stood baffled

in the effort to tell the depth of mid-ocean. Many
were the trials made to sound in deep water, which
all proved failures. The old-fashioned "lead"
simk and sunk endlessly, and sent up no shock
to tell when the bottom had been reached : cur-
rents which seized the sinking line, dragged it

out by thousands of fathoms, and woidd do so till

every reel was emptied. Ingenuity was almost
exhausted in new methods. Charges of gun-
powder were exjfloded beneath the waves in the

hope that the echo from the sea-floor would reach
the surface. Experiment would furnish data for

determining the rate at which sound travels in

water, and the deiith was to be ascertained by
com})utation from the time occupied by the passage
of such sound, caused by the explosion, to the

bottom and back again to upper air. The theory
was pretty ; but, alas for fact ! in the stillness of

the calmest night no reverberation ever reached the

listeners. Instruments were made iu which a

column of atmos2>heric air should register the

aqiieous pressure it sustained below, and thus

(again by calculation) give the required informa-

tion ; but, pressed upon by such a volume of

liquid, nothing coidd be made sufficiently strong
to bear the strain, and so this, too, failed. Sinkers,
wath screw-propellers attached, were tried, iu

which the screw made a certain number of revo-

lutions for every fathom of its descent, but it

Avould not do. Electro-magnetism was pressed into

the service (what errand under the sun has not

electrical agency been set to do ?), but without

avail: the "blue Avater
" mocked at every eftbrt

to gauge it.

At length, after innumerable discomfitures, a

simple suggestion led the way to a solution of the

diflicidty. In all attempts hitherto made to sound
with an ordinary "lead" the shock produced by
contact with the ground was relied upon for an
indication of the dejpth ; in practice it was found
that no such shock was ever communicated, but
that the line would continue running out endlessly
without giving the slightest hint of bottom.

Casts made upon this theory gave the astounding
depths of thirty, fortj% and fifty thousand fathoms,
mile after mile of line being swallowed up by the

currents. The proposal which paved the way to

success was this. To time the hundred fathom
marks upon the sounding line as they left the reel,

and by using always a line of the same make, and
sinker of the same size and weight, to endeavour
to establish some law of descent. It was tried,

and within a very short time succeeded. The
mean of many experiments gave a certain period
for the sinking of the first hundred fathoms,
another greater 2:iei-iod for the second hundred, and
so on up to thousands. Now, until the lead has
reached the bottom, it will drag out the line at a

constantly decreasing but ascertained sj)eed ;
once

there, however, the currents begin to act upon the

twine now no longer kept tense by weight ; this

is the moment at which the true sounding has
been accomplished, and its arrival will be very
evidently marked by a change in the rate at which
the twisted hemp descends

;
for the force of the

currents being of constant intensity will jiroduce
an xmiform instead of a variable motion, and the

fathom-marks will pass more slowly and at equal
intervals over the reels. After a few trials this

plan was found to give results which might be
considered reliable

; soundings on being many
times repeated over the same spot checking each
other with surprising accuracy. The main part of

the problem was solved, but there was yet much
to be done : though the heavy shot woidd drag the
line to the bottom, it could not afterwards prevent
its being drifted perhaps hundreds of fathoms
from the perjiendicular, and to lift the sinker

again to the surface was a complete impossibility ;

thus though ground was reached and its distance

from the surface measured, its nature and pecu-
liarities remained unknown as before. This diffi-

culty also was conquered in the end as oxir three

little slides will testify. A midshipman of the
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U. S. l^nvy, and coadjutor of Lieutenant Maury's, '

named Brooke, devised a simple method by which
the need of raising the sunken shot was done

away with. Through a hole drilled right through
the ball he passed a small wire, allowing it to

project some few inches at both ends
; one extre-

mity of the wire he fashioned into a little cup, and
to the other he attached the soundins: line ; the

sinker thus prepared was hove, and upon the pro-

jecting cup coming in contact Avith the ground an

ingenious disengaging apparatus detached the

32-pounder altogether from the wire, and the

lightened line came merrily up again from the

deep, leaving its bidky companion buried in the

Atlantic ooze, but itself returning freighted with
the long desired riches from below. It was not

much evidence to all appearance which the witness

brought ; a thimble full of white clay, more or

less "stifi"," was the only jiroduct of every cast.

Notwithstanding that countless soundings in "blue
water " have now been taken, the result has been
the same in every case, and the whole sea-tioor of

the North Atlantic, with the exception of the

shallower waters nearer shore, is proved to consist

exclusively of this whitish-coloured clay or "ooze."

In some places it is of considerable stitfness, while
in others it

' ' has covered the depths of the ocean

with a mantle delicate as the macled frost and

light as the undrifted snow flake on the moun-
tain." Is there, then, no life, no trace of living

thing nourished in the great sea's bosom ? Does

vitality cease altogether at certain depths, and is

this mighty water world but a barren desert after

all ? Such, doubtless, Avere among the questions
first asked by expectant and, to say truth, some-
what disappointed men, as they examined and re-

examined that little cup of clay, and such are the

questions which may still be asked without a

really reliable answer. The microscope has indeed

taught us, as we have seen to-night, that the
" ooze

"
lias once held life ; but evidence is wanting

still to determine whether the great basin of the

Atlantic shoidd be considered as a teeming hive of

active vitality, or but as a gigantic graveyard.
For ourselves we believe the first. True, life

lessens and organisations grow few and low in

very deep water
; but so abundant is it every-

where, that we find it less difficult to believe these

delicate creatures have died and made no sign in

the long passage from their darli home to the stage
of the microscope, than that there should be one

absolutely life-forsaken spot within the limits of

our world ;
the singiilar uniformity of the deposits

also forbids the idea that they were laid down by
drifts and currents from distant sources ;

had
currents only been at work, the results of their

labours would exhibit a much more miscellaneous

character
;
but instead of this, every new cast

brings up the same organisms, and that, too,

without the slightest admixture of any foreign
matter whatsoever

;
not a visible fragment of

shell, no sand, not a pebble even has the sounding
line l)rought iip, plainly jiroAnng to oui- tliinking

that our minute friends have been truly found

"at home." These morsels of clay, then, which
seem at first but poor waking realities after the

dreams men have dreamed of the wonders that

were perhaps to be revealed, are no common moiUd,

not a particle of them but was once a living
organism.
And now tiiink of this : if it were at first disap-

pointing to find no visible evidence of
l)iiay life,

strange formsof unknown plants andanimals, Kurely
there is somethinggramilystartling inthc con«idera-
tion of what the Atlantic floor really la. Picture
if you can the thousands of s(iuare miles over
which this living snow-white carpet of unknown
thickness is spread, and standing in iniaginaticin

upon the precii)itous edges of the hills which rijjc to

form our island, look down thence into the
boundless abyss some 1700 feet below, in which,
hidden from all human eyes, in darkness and \n:r-

fect stillness, slowly—oh ! how slowly—these little

Foraminiferaj and Polycystinte are building up a
new chalk world, perhaps the white clifla of

another possible Albion. For we cannot but think
that in Midshipman iirooke's "

cup
"

lies the true

solution of the great geological chalk difficidty ;

long have we suspected that the little chambered
shells (of simdar family to these), so abundant in

this formation, were themselves (they and their

fragments) the producers of the material in which

they appear as fossUs. Year after year have geo-

logists advanced in the belief that the cretaceous

period, about whose origin there have been so

many uncertainties, must have owed its existence

to long-continued accumulations of the remains of

primaeval Foramiuiferaj ;
and here surely is a

proof there is no gainsaying, that the guess was

right.

Turning from this wide and general view of our

sxibject, we set ourselves to look a little more

closely at these nev.' comers from a mysterious

home, not without an idea that some among them

may at least turn out to be hitherto unknown forms

of life. One glance of the practised micros-

copist, however, detects a well-known charactt-r in

each ; these dwellers in the deep sea arc no new

creations, we recognise them all as old familiar

friends.

We have already said that the chalk furnishes

us with countless examples of the Foraniinifera> in

a fossil condition, but their living congeners are

also to be found flourishing on every shore. Let

us say a word or two on their nature and peculia-

rities.

Far down among the lowest form.'» of animal

life with which we are acquainted, is the .strange

organism known as the Proteus (Ama-ba diftluens);

it is nothing more than a small lump of jelly with-

out integument, but endowed with the caiiability

of moving and eating, if eating it may be called.

Special organs for this or any other function it has

none, but the whole of the gelatinous body covers

and encloses within itself any atom capable of

affording nutrition, and becomes mouth and

stomach both, when occasion requires. Closely

allied to the rmteus is another genus, which wo

cannot describe better than as an Amn'ba invcste<l

with a calcareous covering. If we imagine a deli-

cate discoid spiral shell of elegant form, marked

with curved and diverging grooves, and inhabited

by a tiny piece of clear jelly without or '

capable of projecting the substance oi

(called
" sarcode ") in the finest pos.<"iblc

nlamenta

through perforations in the surface of its shell, thi»
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first principal representative of the deep sea

soundings is before ns. In our prepai'ed and mounted

specimen it is tlic shell alone which we see
;
the

delicate tenant has of course long since perished,
and its beautiful envelope alone is left ; turning to

our tank of sea-water, however, we can soon, by
dint of prying pretty closely among the weeds, |

secure a living individual for inspection, and 1

placing it beneath the lens, we shall see, to quote
a good naturalist and accurate observer: " From I

the sides of the opaque shell protruding tiny

points of the clear sai'code ; these gradually and

slowly
—so gradually and slowly that the eye can-

not recognise the process of extension—stretch and
extend their lines and films of delicate jelly, till at

length they have stretched right across the field

of view. These films are as irregular in their forms

as the expansions of the sarcode of the Amo?ba,
with which they have the closest affinity. Their

only pecidiarity is their tendency to run out into

long ribbons or attenuated threads, which, how-

ever, coalesce and unite whenever they come into

mutual contact, and thus we see the threads

branching and anastomosing with the iitmost irre-

gularity, usuallj'' with broad ti-iangular films at

the point of divergence and union. There can be
no doubt that the object of these lengthened films,

which are termed '

pseudopodia,
'

is the capture of

prey or food of some kind
; perhaps the more

sluggish forms of minute animalcrdes or the

simpler plants. These, the films of sarcode pro-

bably entangle, surround, and drag into the

chambers of the shell, digesting their softer parts
in temporary vacuoles, and then casting out the

more solid remains just as the Amoeba does." By
means of these "pseudopodia" the animal also

drags itself along over a fixed surface. Such is

the Eoramiuifer of our own seas, and such too

the atomies of the Atlantic basin. Of the

Polycystinte we shall find no living representa-
tives in these latitudes, though even if we did,
the above descrijition woidd scarcely need to be
altered to serve for them as well, save in so far

as their shells or envelopes are concerned
; these,

as we have an opportunity of seeing, are of more
various forms and more elegant design that those of

their near relations, and it was in admiration cif them
the loudest exclamations and prettiest diminutives
were applied by our bright-eyed investigators.
And our third slip of glass, what shall we say of

that ? Its history is a somewhat more involved and

complicated matter. Viewed with a high magni-
fying power several strange and beautiful forms
are visible as composing the dust ; there are little

discs of purest glass reticrrlated like the engine-
turned back of a watch, other discs similarly
reticidated and fringed with projecting processes
like the rowel of a spur ; triangular forms of the
most delicate net-work, and oval or square pieces
of exquisite chasing or tracery

—
surelj- these must

be shells. And shells they are truty, though
these minute objects have never served as coverings
for anything but vegetable matter

;
each lovely

reticulated "valve," siliceous in its nature and of

indestructible hardness, has been the envelope of
as true a plant as the tree or flower. Living

representatives of each Atlantic species are known
to us, nor if we take a casual glance at one of these

under the microscope will it be a matter of sur-

prise to anyone who sees it for the first time, to

learn that ever since tlie flrst discovery of the

great family of Diatomaceaj (a discovery almost

contemporaneous with the introduction of the

microscope), their tnie character and place in the

kingdoms has been a subject of constant dispute.

These little tliscs, while living, have not only the

general ajipearance of some fantastic kind of shell,

but are endowed with a very marked power of

locomotion, which has, moreover, every semblance

of being as much under the influence of volition

as the movements of any of the infusorial animal-

crda ; it is not then much to be wondered at that

they should have been bandied about for years
between the animal and vegetable dominions, as

their respective affinities to either appeared to

their observers to predominate ; they are now (we
think finally) referred to the latter kingdom, and

take place with, or rather below, the lowest form

of fungi, as the humblest types of that boundless

and magnificent section of creation. Thus, then,

we complete the examination of our treasures,

and find that the depths of ocean are, like

this green earth, peopled with living tenants and
enriched with vegetable existences ; widely dif-

ferent, perhajts, from the kinds we dreamed might
lie in them ; forms, without the newness, size, or

gorgeousness that our fancy had prefigured, yet

rightly fitted all to the work set them to do, and

that work (doubt it not), little as we yet know of

its extent or direction, one day to be disclosed as

no mean or unworthy example of Nature's slow,

sure, yet stupendous doings. We replace our

little slides in the cabinet, yet we cannot whoUy
leave them without lingering for a moment over

this one imagination, fantastic though it may
appear, to which they have given birth. These

Diatoms and Polycystiuw, humblest forms of

vitality, do yet seem, in those wonderful pecu-
liarities of their coverings (which, until we had
become acquainted with these lower organisms,
were ever considered as exclusively typical of

infinitely higher races of animals), to stretch out

an almost xirophetic finger, pointing from the sun-

less sea-floor, where the first faint glimmerings of

the flame of hfe flickers through the darkness, to

the coming time (distant, it may be, unnumbered

ages) when a more perfected creation shall enter

on the scene slowly preparing for its advent.

And now does any reader ask. Have we not been

pursuing an useless theme ? Is there any practical
residt to be accomplished by these researches ?

At present, we confess, not much. The Atlantic

cable, whose very existence is referable to the

facts made known by deep-sea sounding is, as yet,

a failure
; still, let all observers work and wait;

hasty men, with a contempt for scraps of informa-

tion and thimblefids of knowledge, will mean-
while do well to remember Franklin's question,
" What is the use of a new-born babe?" None
can solve that unanswerable riddle, yet there is

no one of us who doubts the possibilities that may
be hidden in that germ of life.

This we believe to be true. No honest work
was ever done, no careful effort ever made to get
at one of Natur-e's smallest secrets without some
useful residts following in due time. And so we
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prize our Atlantic soundings, not doubting in the
least that patience, continued observation, and
experiment will yet bring to our knowledge hidden
facts, new laws, and undreamed-of wisdom out of

the depths. D. p.

PHYSIC : A FORTUNE.

to long

OCCLPY a largo
house at the
corner of Clifton

Street and Derby
Place, one of the

new and fashion-

able thorough-
fares recently
sprung up in this

populous manu-

facturing to-\\'n of

Eexford. Before

my front windows—handsome bow
windows on either

side of an elegant
stone porch—
three roads come
to a point, and a

triangular grass-

plat, surrounded

by iron railings,
does its best to

maintain the

peace by its un-

biassed equani-

mity. Each of

these roads leads

interminable rows of resiiectable houses.

The inhabitants of these domiciles every morning
and afternoon must pass and repass my door on
their way to the great heart of the city. Thus,
hundreds go by daily. Why, then, after five

years' residence at Wim^dedown House, why,
then, I say—in the name of all that is good—do

I sit waiting from day to day, and from year to

year, for the patients that never come ?

You may say. Perhaps I am not steady, atten-

tive, agreeable, well up in my profession, and a

host of other things. Let me hasten to inform

you that none of these objections are good against
me.

I hold a London diploma of M.R.C.S., and am
a graduate of a university. 1 could at this

moment, with the cobwebs of years upon my
memory, give you the nine pairs of cranial nerves

in their order from before, backward, with their

four groups and their divisions, sub-divisions, and
ramifications.

Last summer I took off Mrs. Crofts' left breast

for cancer, and she still lives, one of my staunch

supporters. 'Mr. Battersby had sustained a bad

compound comminuted fi-acture of the leg. He
protests that he was saved from death by my
instrumentality. Miss jNIurchison, in a case of

tubercular bone, was reinstated (she would tell

you) by the blessing of God through my skill and

ability.

But Mrs. Crofts won't always be having opera-
tions for my benefit

;
Mr. Battersby can't be

expected to be run over coutumally ; Miss Slur-
chison has had enough of it : and 1 ask, with these
successful cases all staring jicople in the f i

do I sit waiting with aching heart for th.;

that never come ?

Right opposite to me, at the end of the SUcm-
son Road, lives my friend Barlington. He is ono
of the chief surgeons to the Rexford Infirmary.He has a stirring and au active practice, ami
drives i)lcasantly in his close carriage and i)air of

prancing bays. He sits forward as he drives, and
reads chligently, holding his book .so that passers-
by may see it. People say: "Barlington nni.st

make the most of his time. Every sjiare minute
he devotes to study. He's a remarkable man,
that Barlington!" Sometimes, wlieu his eye is

wandering through the wiiulow, he bows very
low to me as 1 drive past in my cab. For I am
suiiposed to hold in my power occasional consul-

tations, and Barlington has always his eye to the
main chance. He is a little, shrewd man, wiili

an excitalde manner, and a disposition to gos.^iii.
I have heard that he sometimes becomes so inter-

ested in discussing the jirevalent topics of the

day, that he has left his patients without entering
upon the subject of their ailments. I dare say he
would do a good action as -willingly ;u any other
man

; but he has a patronising air. When I "meet
him," he " hums " and "

hahs," puts his hands in

his pockets, and looks at his gold repeater. He has
no children—no relations to stretch out craving
hands towards him ; but he loves his money, and
likes to hear the chink of it as he paces up and
down the sick room. His friends say :

" An ex-

traordinary man, Barlington ! Lets no grass grow
under his feet ! He drove down to Fetterkin

yesterday morning, to be present at an opera-
tion ; came back at eleven, a.m., sees his j)atients ;

off again by the train to Limpfold, catches the

return at five, and pockets his fifty guineas for the

day ;
—a fact—I had it from himself.

"

And ^Ir. Barlington is just the man to tell it

with infinite gusto. It is not long since Mr.

Barlington was talking to my pretty little cousin,

Mrs. Moreton. She was wouderhig how I, Dr.

Plympton, was getting on.
" Oh! "

says Barlington, "I should say Plymj)-
ton has a fairish jiractice

—a fairish practice.

Jeremiah Peters, Esq., is a patient of his. He's

of the right sort. Plymi)ton's doing pretty well."

And he sti'okes his chin, and blows the dust oil

his velvet culfs. And then he said tliat he did

not see why I shouhl not have a lirst-rate practice

in Rexford. And my pretty little cousin (to

whom Barlington is apt to be verj' commnnieativo)

told it me with great glee, for she is a kind little

soiil ;
but it did not do me much good. For a

few minutes I cheered ui>, and felt better ; but

variations of mind dont provide paj-meut of bills,

or clothe my seven eliiiilren.

One morning, standing at m\- drawing-room

window, which looks up Clifton Street, I watched

Barlington making his calls. He comes out of one

house, pocketing his fee—drives on to the next.

enters, and returns, repeating the same .•

operation
— next door but one just v;i:

formula by holding a circidar parcel of white

paper in his linger and thumb,—all the while as
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good-humoiired and unconscious of offence as need

be, while I looked on and felt disposed to be
bilious.

There is Scorlings. He is a rough, rude, half-

educated man, with plenty of %'Tilgar impudence
and random braggadocio. Scorlings is not well

up in his profession. He has lately set up a close

carriage ; so it must pay with him. How does he
do it ? He lives round the corner. The situation

of his house is not to com2)are with mine ; Ijut he
can drive his carriage, and I go plodding along in

my shabby second-hand cabriolet, that does not

pay its expenses.
Two years ago, I was attending a woman suf-

fering from ovarian dropsy. She was fifty years
of age, and much enfeebled with her complaint.

My remedies were successful, as far as remedies

can be in such cases. She greatly improved, and
I had hopes that she might live a considerable

time, with rigid adherence to the rules I had laid

down for her. Her friend, ISIrs. Cole, lived next
door. Scorlings is a gi-eat gun with Mrs. Cole.

My patient was worried continually about Scor-

hngs ;
and one day he pays Mrs. Morris a friendly

call. During this accidental visit he pities and

sympathizes, and assures her he can effect a cure.

It ends with his telling Mrs. Morris, that in three

months she will be herself again, that her com-

plaint is nothing more than that incidental to

married ladies. I receive a note, very civil and

polite, informing me that it is not necessary that

I should call again. But of course 1 did call, and
found Scorlings and Mrs. Morris in the very heart

of a consultatioij.

Poor woman ! she died in three weeks. On
her death-bed she sent for me, feeling the great
mistake she had made

;
bixt it was too late. I

arrived only to see her lying still and calm enough,
the victim of gross ignorance. Scorlings is a loud-

talking, blustering man. When he goes into a

house, he makes coarse jokes with the women, and
is hale fellow, well met, with the men. / am a

man of few words, and it doesn't pay, in my
opinion.

Scorlings slaps the master on the back, pats the

wife's cheek, chucks the daughter under the chin,
tosses up the baby. I do none of these things,
and Rexford does not understand me.

Scorlings sends out dozens of mixtures, draughts,
and pills,

—
blisters, ointments, and lotions. I

approve of these things, but only as aids ; Scor-

lings deals in nothing else. He has no faith in

diet, or in anything. He believes in physic ;

nothing but physic will do with him. Scorlings
and T don't speak ; since Mrs. Morris died, T have

ignored him. He sent me an insolent letter, ill

composed and ill-spelt ; to which I rei^lied, by
informing him that I declined any discussion what-
ever with men of his grade ; and he has been my
relentless enemy ever since.

But if 1 must fail, let it be the failure of honesty;
and let me do it honourably, if that is all I can do.

When I was a student in London, old Wrigley
used to tell me,

"
Plympton, you must himibug ! There's no-

thing to be done without it. By George, Plymp-
ton ! but if you mean to take, you must use

plenty of humbug !

"

I used to wonder at an old man, such as he,

talking in that way, and answer,
"
Indeed, sir, but I never will. If they won't

take me for the real metal, they never shall for

the dross."

And he would shake his head, and laugh over

his short pipe at nights, when he had come in,

and had done for the day, as though it was fine

talking, and he knew better.

And so twelve years have I plodded along in

this large manufacturing town of Rexford, living
from hand to mouth, how I scarcely know

;
and

find myself just the same as when I first started,

only so much older, so much more careworn, so

much less able to battle with the difficidties that

close in around me.

I used to live in Greg Street. For seven years
we endured that wretched habitation. When-
ever the wind was in the east the smoke per-
sisted in stopping in-doors. Whenever it rained,

the stench that came up from the cellars was

something fearful. But the light seemed afraid

of us. When a ray of sunshine did find its

way in, it looked as though it had been

mistaken, and did not feel itself at home. My
wife and I used feebly to assert to one another,
that "

it wasn't really so bad." Then my -ndfe's

uncle left Soj^hia a legacy ;
and we removed by

the advice of my well-to-do friend, Jeremiah

Peters, Esq., to WimpledoMai Hoiise, a most

eligible situation for a medical man.
" Who would think," said Jeremiah Peters,

" of opening a first-rate jeweller's shop in a back

street ?
"

meaning, of course, that a good situation

was of much importance.
I had my surgery-door made to open upon Clif-

ton Street, the house fronting, as I said before, in

Derby Place. I have a convenient waiting-room,
down the surgery-passage, where patients were to

sit until the ordinary consulting-room should be

at liberty ; for, as I said to Sophia,
' '

People did

not like to wait in draiighty passages." This

waiting-room will hold nine persons ;
and there

are nine chairs placed. But the only dust that is

ever removed from them comes oft' with the daily
duster.

I have never known more than one person sit in

that room at one time. And the schoolboyish

hope that five years ago dictated such preparation,

every time I enter that apartment laughs me to

scorn.

For a time after we came to AVimpledown
House, I thought we should have done better.

But the few patients that came seemed to think,
that if they paid me for my medicine and advice

they must enter into all their family aff'airs. Of

course, I was willing enough to purchase their

goodwill by a little sympathy ;
but after a time

they fell short, and so I sat waiting for the

patients that never came !

Three months ago, Samuel Barnet, Esq., sent

for me. I found him sitting upon his bed, with

two chairs, the two front legs being placed jiaraUel

with the ground, and the backs upjJermost. Tapes
were fastened from the shoulders of the chairs,

and drawn inside the bed-posts, and Barnet was

driving for his life. I had heard of his abandon-

ment to drink, and I said within myself. When he
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ere

delirium

he
cum

is irre-

a fortnight ]3arnet

is sufficiently recovered from this

tremore, I will reason with hiiu

trievably lost. At the end of

was himself acrain.O
One morning he began to (question mo as to the

nature of his recent malady. I did not feel that
the time was fully arrived, and I would have jjost-

poned it. But an answer he would have. If I

had lashed myself into a fury of enthusiasm, it

would have passed for good fellowship, and I

shoidd have lost nothing by my candour. Many
men would have exaggerated his case, and have
made excuses which they knew were not tenable.
I considered, if I spoke the truth candidly and
mildly, reproaches were for his own conscience

;

excuses came not near the subject. For Barnet
was rich and healthy, with a well-conducted

family, whose only grief consisted in Ivis deplorable
self-indulgence.

So I gave him the simple truth, without any
circumlocution whatever. And what did he

say?
" If I am to hear," said Barnet, "why not let

me have it, in a good bluff Jerry-go-round sort of

manner, and have done ^^-ith it ? Ijut in that sleek

milk-and-water way, like a cat treading on paper,—why, hang it !

"

And so, when Barnet and I met in Eye Lane a
week after, he woidd not look at me.

There is a sort of fashion in bluntTiess. If you
come out with a slang word or two to such men
as Barnet, rant and tear, and call heaven and
earth to witness a plain fact, it goes for something.
To be cpiiet, composed, and gentlemanlike, is to

be nothing ; it is to be namby-pamby.
"
Whj^ man, j-ou swill like a porpoise, and are

as bloated as one !

"
is the blunt style of expres-

sion. "
Vv^'hy, good sir, you drink much more

than is good for you !

"
is the other. Each school

has its disciples ; and, although the two come to

much the same conclusion, the ethics that lead to

the one are of a coarser study than those that lead

to the other.

Being miich at home, and !Mrs. Plympton having
the house cleaned down at the time, I was left

more to myself than is usually the case. To
employ myself, I made some improvements vijjon
an inclined j^lane for fractures, and Jeremiah

Peters, Esq., just happening to pay his account, I

devoted 10/. to registering my idea. I was fuU of

hope of it ; it had many points to recommend it

to the use of the profession. I began to lind

myself whistling when T sat alone in my study,

comparatively light-hearted. I found myself sjje-

culating as to how Tomlinson would regard me
when I paid liim the whole of his bill. I won-
dered how it would feel if I were to pay off every-

body, and owe nothing. I used to look knowingly
up at Sophia when she came to see what I was

about, and say mysteriously,
" There was no

knowing what Plympton's im})rovement might not
do for us, after all."

But the six months went by. The " taxes
"

had not been paid ; the "
gas

" must be attended
to ; Mrs. Dubbins had sent three times for the

amount of her biU
; and my improved plane, as

Barnet would say, "walked into the middle of

next week." Barhngton, whom I had considted,

didnt thmk much of it. "It might do, or it

might not. He wouldn't like to lend money „,K>n
It. I hat was just a ligure of Bi>eech, uothini;
more. **

But the week after my probationary time- mm
out, and my chance of i)rotecting my invention
had gone by, what does Barlington do ? \\.

to Gibbs, of the I'atent UUioe, registers a ........

alteration upon my design, and calls it
"
Barhug'

ton's Improved !

"
Then he orders a rpiautity t.)

be made forthwith, ami supplies them at a large
prolit to tlie llexford Inlirmary.

Yet Barlington drives his carriage, and is making
his thousands a-year ; and T am waiting for the
patients tliat never come I

I tried my hand at authorship. I gave to the
world,

"
Plympton on the Action of the Coraco-

brachialis," "Speculations on the Spheno-maxii-
lary Ganglion," and "

Plymptcjn on the Pineal
Gland." My publishers, TilJlin and Snudl.iiry,
foretold me golden opinions, and the gratitude of
a discerning i)ublic. The "

Coraco-brachialia
"'

cost me thirty pounds, and brought me in seven
at the end of nine months. The "

Specidations
"

I sold to Tifllin and Snudl>ury for 15/.
; and \m

this day it hokls a certain position in medical
literature.

Jeremiah Peters met me in the City laat Wed-
nesday. Barlington once said :

"It was a good thing to be seen talking to

Peters
;

it was as though you had a heavy balance
as your banker's."

Well, Jeremiah drew out his i)ocket-book, and
said to me,

" Dr. Plympton, can't you give me a sovereign
for the widow Jones ?

"

I shook my head. " Gold doesn't come so

easily into my pockets," I said, smiling ; and I

coidd not hell) but think, "Does he recollect that

T have seven children? if lie does not, I do."

When I went home, I observed to Mrs. Pivmp-
ton, "How would ^Mr. Peters have ojiened hi.s

eyes if I had said quietly to him, as he looked at

me,
' Mr. Peters, I am not making a living !

' "

Sophia laughed, and said, "It would have been

a good joke,
—it woidd indeed." And a.s she

fidgeted about, and smoothed her apron with an

assumed air of indifference, I saw the quiver that

went across her face, in spite of the smile u^wn
her lips.

And how is it, I would ask, that while so many
inferior to myself, both in education and abilities,

get on, I am left behind ? I am not disagreeable ;

if I were, would Mr.-?, .lameson show me her now

bonnets ? would Miss Thompson try on her new

cloak for me to see ? woidd Smith ask my advice

before entering into the shipping business ? or

George Purples, Escp, re(iuest me tt> give my
opinion upon his son George's aptitude for the

army ? No, I am not disagieeaidc ; that is not to

be maintained.

No one would doul)t that I was attentive, did

they see me, day after day, wlien I return from

the few calls I have to make, sitting down, Inxik

in haiul, or teaching my children—always cm-

ployed in some way on the spot, lest I shoidd lose

a chance patient.

Sophia sometimes laughingly tells mo that I am
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he/ore my time. It is agreeable to solace one's self

in that way ; but I am inclined to ask, am I not

hcJiind my time ?

Everybody is jostling everybody ; there's no

time to see who's down. The ho\ir is striking by
Rexford Cathedral

;
don't j'ou hear its clang

through the rattle of carts and waggons, and the

puffing of steam over the bridge yonder ? There's

no time to be lost—the train will start ! Time
waits for no man—there are three minutes to get

up the steps, take your ticket, into the carriage,

and be ofT ! There's the bell ! Good heavens, and

there's the whistle ! It's off! it's off! There's

nothing left but a long line of floating white

steam, that curls over and under, over and imder,
and vanishes before the "wind. Your coach may

have knocked down the greengrocer's lioj^, but

why doesn't he get out of the way ? These are

not days to be putting your hands in your pockets
and staring about. You must be up and awaj'—here, there, everywhere—or you'd better give

up the race at once. But if we are all to l^e so

bustling, all so fleet of foot, all so strong of wind,
who's to win ? I want to run withoiit knocking

my neighbours before me, sending them flying

into space. I want to Kve, but I don't want to

prevent others living too.

But it isn't the spirit of the time. If I do not

boast and bluster, I'm nothing. And therefore it

is that I sit at home looking at the hundi-eds that

pass and rei)ass, but nobody turns in. They cross

the road to Barlington, or they go roimd the

corner to Scorlings, and I sit waiting for the

patients that never come.
I go up-stairs to my drawing-room, and look uji

Clifton Street. People are coming down quite
fast. There's Sims. I know his wife's expectant.
Is he—is he coming—I think—no, he's turned

the corner. Well, well.

Yesterday I went into the nursery, and found

my eldest daughter, Lydia, sitting alone, with her

gazelle-like ej'es sufl"used with tears. In reply to

my question as to what was wrong with her, she

only smiled like her mother, and said,
" She had

been moping." I knew what it meant. I stirred

the fire, by way of showing that I was cheerful,
and not afraid ox my coal lulls. I hummed the

latest box-organ tune, and Lydia brightened up

amazingly. No one would have guessed how
choked my voice was, and how I had to push it

forciljly out against its will. When Lydia went

away I gave over hximming, and I said in the

bitterness of my heart, "For God's sake, will the

patients never come !

"

Then I took a doleful jouriiey through the

rooms. I felt that I was becoming stupid. A
sort of counter irritation might have its eiiect ;

so

I go into the waiting-room that I may survej'' the

nine chairs that are never sat upon. There I find

my oldest boy of twelve comfortably settled by
the window, reading by stealth my medical books,

although 1 have decidedly set my face against his

following in my footsteps. I could have taken

the books from his hand and burnt them, but
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Philip is no ordinary lad. There is the light of

genius in his thoughtful face, and 1 coidd only-

say,
"
Philip, Clod bless you !"

I am now forty-five. 'lliere are grey hairs

plentifully bestrewn among my locks. There are

wrinkles at the corners of my eyes, wrinkles on

my forehead, wrinkles on my heart. I have been

engaged in the practice of physio now in this

large and populous manufacturing town of Ilex-

ford for twelve years, and it has never paid yet.

Were it not for my wife's legacy, we must have

given up long since.
" Andrew Plympton !" said Sophia to mc im-

pressively last evening, "let us leave Wimpledown
House. The tax-bills are coming again, and there

is nothing to pay them with. Barlington gets all

the practice, and Scorliugs
—they live and we

grovel. Let ns go away,—let's go away, any-

where,—dear !

"

But I clasped my hands over my face. I said,

"For heaven's sake, Soi)hia, don't you give way,
don't j'ou desx)air ! If you do, then we are lost

indeed !

"

And we sat and looked at one another. The
fire flickered, the shadows deepened, the gas-

lamps from the street cast their reflections upon
the walls of the room, and we sat brooding, with

the fiend of despair upon our hearts.

This morning, Jeremiah Peters, Esq., drew up
his carriage at our gates.

" A little tickling cough, doctor ; just a little

cough."
So I examined his throat, and sounded his chest.

There was nothing wrong with it. I could see no

sign of the slightest ailment. He looked particu-

larly rosy and well for a man of seventy-two. I

said to myself, "Can he Ije making a fool of me?"
Then the temptation came strong upon me,
' '

Sophia has not a sixpence in her pocket—Lydia
wants shoes. If I do not write him a prescription,

Peters will think it was no use his coming. He'll

never pay me if I don't. He wants no physic,
but it will do him no harm—and me a great deal

of good. Shall I give him a linctus, oxymel of

squills, syrup of poppies and a little nitre ? It's

innocent enough—shall I ?"
" Hum ! ahem ! that is to say, Mr. Peters. In

the Devil's name, my good sir, you want no

physic ! If you stay a minute longer I shall be

driven to it, in spite of myself !

"

" Dr. Plympton, are you mad ?"
"
Ah, if I only were," I said.

" But I can't do

it if I starve. I can't belie my conscience. You
are in good health, sir, and want none of my
stock-in-trade, and that's the whole of the

matter !"

"Plj'mpton," says Mr. Peters, "you're a gen-

tleman, sir, and I honour you." And he went

away.
And so, just as I had written thus far, deter-

mined to make a confidante of the pubhc, as a

desperate act of throwing the neglect I sufi'cr in

its face, Lydia brings in a note, and lays it with

paled cheek before me. "It is about the taxes,

child. There's no use iu looking so dull, Lydia."
And as I raised my ej^es from my work, I per-

ceived that it was the handwriting of Jeremiah

Peters, Esq.

With trembling hands I opened it. It lies

beside me now. It is a Bank of En"l
for 100/. "A token of respect frouj .i

Peters, for the character of a man who, in the
middle of the uiueteenth century, hxs a con-
science !

"

And who knows but that the patients may come
after all. a. Z.

A FEW WORDS OX STEA^I NAVI-
GATION.

To those who take an interest in observing the

gigantic improvements which have taken i)laco

during the last eighty years in the history of

steam navigation, no more favourable ojiportunity
could be afforded than a visit to the department
of the South Kensington Museum known as the
" Museum of Patents," in the centre of which arc

l)laced two steam engines, one being called "tlio

parent engine of steam navigation," the other

being a model of the paddle engines of the Great
Eastern. There they stand, side by side, tho first

and the last, the alj)ha and omega of this great
branch of science, the luodcl in the latter case

being as lai-ge as the orif/innl en'/iw in the former.

There are other models around them showing the

gradual march that has taken place in steam

engine building ; but these in ]u> degree dimini.sh

the extraordinary contrast apparent between the

two before-named machines, one of which was
constructed in 1788, the other in 1 857 ; the former

roiigh, dirty, and with every mark of age and

wear about it, but as a relic invaluable ; the latter

bright and new, and probably the finest specimen
of modelling ever exhibited. Well, indeed, m.ay

each be placed (as thej' are) under a handsoni-

damp-proof glass case, for -weU is each worthy
of it.

The history of "the parent engine of steam

navigation" is as follows.

About the year 17S0 Patrick Miller, Esq., of

Dalswinton, made a large number of experiment",

the object of which was to demonstrate the value

of his tlieory that double vessels or boats, having
a paddle or paddles in the centre between the

boats (which were connected) which shoidd be

worked by hand labour, coidd be propelled at a

higher rate of si)eed than ordinary vessels with

sails. At the time ho was making these experi-

ments, a gentleman named Mr. James Taylor was

paying him a visit, and took great interest in

them, and it is unquestionably to him that we are

indebted for the application of the steam engine

to navigation. The following account fnmi the

pen of Mr. Taylor himself will show how the idea

first had its origin.

In the summer of 17S(3 I .attended Mr. Miller re-

peatedly in his experiments with the double b<^at at

Leith, wliich I-tlien viewed as i^arties of pleasure .and

arau.seraent. But, in the .spring of 17S7, a oiroum-

stance occurred which tave me a different oiinim.

Jlr. Miller had engaged in a sailing-match with s-^rao

gentlemen .at Leith against a custom-house boat (a

wherry), which was reckoned a lirst-ntte sailer. A

day was ai)pointed, and I attemicl .Mr. .Miller, His

was a double vessel, sixty feet deck, proi^llctl by two

i wheels, tuincd by two men each. We left the harUjur
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in the forenoon, and sailed about for some lioxirs in the
Frith

;
but the day falling calm, the custom-house boat

could make but little way. We landed on Inchcolm,
-where we remained for some hours waiting for a breeze
to spring up. This accordingly happened in the after-

noon, and a very fine breez? from the west, and fair for

the harbour of Leith, and we started at the same time
for a fair run to the harbour. The double vessel beat

by a few minutes. Being then young and stout, I took

my share of the labour of the wheels, which I found

vei-y severe exercise
;
but it satisfied me that a proper

power only was wanting to produce much utility from
the invention. I was now led to converse with Mr.
Miller on the subject, and I observed to him that unless

he could apply a more commauding power than that of

men I was afraid the invention would be of little use.

He answered, "I am of the same opinion, and that

power is just what I am in search of. My object is to

add mechanical aid to the natural force of the wind, to

enable vessels to avoid or extricate themselves from

dangerous positions when they cannot do it on their

present construction, and I wish also to give them
powers of motion in a calm." It became the daily

subject of our conversation during leisure hours. We
talked of many plans, but none of them satisfactory.
At last, after beating over the whole system of mechanics,
I said,

' ' Mr. Miller, I can suggest no power equal to

the steam engine, or so applicable to your purpose."
He expressed some surprise, and said, "That is a

powerful agent, I allow, but will not answer my pur-
pose, for when I wish chiefly to give aid—namely, in a

heavy sea—the fires would be extinguished." We con-
tinued our conversations, and frequently reverted to

the steam engine. The more I thought of the business
the more I became satisfied of the propriety of applying
the steam engine, and in various convei-rsations urged it,

as at least worthy of attention for inland navigation,
rivers, canals, &c., if not for the purposes of general
navigation.

*

Mr. Miller was at last induced to consider

seriously Mr. Tajdor's plan, and tliey went
together to Edinburgh, and applied to an opera-
tive engineer, and took an estimate for a
small engine, Mr. Taylor taking on himself to
see that it was constructed with the greatest
care.

The maker of the engine was William Syming-
ton, a name well known, and much respected to
this day. He had just invented a new kind of
steam engine, for whi^h he had taken letters

patent, as ' ' his new invented steam engine, on
principles entirely new." Of this Mr. Taylor saw
a model, with which he was much pleased, and
he accordingly introduced both Symington and
his model to Mr. Miller, who at once engaged him
to jilan an engine for his double boat. This he
shortly accomplished, and an engine w^as con-
structed (the castings being made by George Watt,
founder, Edinburgh), and was mounted in a frame
and placed on the deck of the boat. And now,
after months of anxiety, the moment of triumi^h
had arrived. The vessel moved delightfully, and
although the cylinders were but four inches in
diameter (those of the paddle-engines of the Great
Eastern are 74), it was propelled at the rate of
five miles an hour. That engine is the one now
in the Museum of Patents. Its identity has been
proved beyond the shadow^ of a doubt. It has
been traced from the possession of Mr. Miller to
that of his eldest son

, who received it at his
* From Woodcrof t's History of Steam Navigation!

father's death. In 1828 it was packed by him in

a deal case, and sent to Messrs. Coutts and Co.,
bankers. Here it was kept tiU 1837, when it was
removed to the warehouse of Messrs. Tilbury,
High Street, Marylebone. Thence it was sent to
Mr. Kenneth Mackenzie, of Queen Street, Edin-

burgh, who kept it for some time, and finally
instructed his agent, Mr. Eraser, to sell it. It

was accordingly sold by Mr. Eraser to the late

Mr. William Kirkwood, of Edinburgh, who re-

moved it from its framing, and threw it on one

side, intending to melt it wp for the sake of the
metal. The death of Air. Kirkwood, however,
rescued this most interesting relic from its un-

timely fate, and it came into possession of the

succeeding tirm, Messrs. Kirkwood and Sons, from
whom it was purchased for a small sum, and
transferred to the Great Seal Patent Office in 1853.

Being, however, in a somewhat dilapidated state,
it was reinstated in a frame by Messrs. John Penn
and Sons, and in January, 1857, was finally
removed to its present home. There it stands in

its integrity, a monument of anxiety rewarded
and difficulties overcome. It has found a resting-

place worthy of its great origin, and will doubtless

prove an object of even greater interest to the

generations which succeed ns than it does to our-

selves. All honour to those who have preserved
it to the nation.

Turn we now our back upon it, and look on its

neighbour. Can this magnificent and perfect
piece of machinery be a descendant of the crude

engine we but now beheld ? Do they belong to

the same family ? Even so it is, though the mere
model of the child is larger than the ' '

parent
engine

"
itself, and cost in making eleven hundred

and seventy pounds ! Nearly twelve hundred

poimds for a mere model ! Examine it closely,

however, and the conviction will come that it

might well have cost more. Not a nut, not a

screw, is wanting. It is indeed the perfection of

model making, and is the work of Mr. Jabez

James, the engineer, the engines being designed,
as is well known, by Mr. Scott Russell. About
the merits of the engines themselves there is still

some discussion as to whether they have done
aU that was expected of them—but this is an

open question which we leave to be discussed by
others.

SEPTEMBEE.
The harvest moon stands on the sea,
Her golden rim's adrip ;

She lights the sheaves on many a lea.

The sails on many a ship ;

Glitter, sweet Queen, upon the spray,
And glimmer on the heather

;

Eight fair thy ray to gild the way
Where lovers walk together.

The red wheat rustles, and the vines

Are purple to the foot.

And true-love, waiting patient, wins
Its blessed time of fruit :

Lamp of all lovers. Lady-moon,
Light these ripe lips together

Which reap alone a harvest sown

Long ere September weather.

Edwin Arkold,



Sept. 15, iseo.] LAST WEEK. 333

LAST WEEK.

THE HEGIKA OF THE BOURBOXS.

YouNC. Francis TI. is gone at last. When kings

fly their first step is decisive. You cannot dally

with a crown—clutch the golden ])rize one minute,

and let it fall from your trembling fingers the

next. This last of the Neapolitan Bourbons,

whilst we are writing, is at Gaeta : but it is most

probable when this number of Once a Week is

published, that he will even have abandoned that

stronghold, and be on his way to a Spanish port,

or to the Court of Francis Joseph, the ex ofifio

Protector of small Italian royalties. As soon as

Garibaldi is fixed at Naples, whether he adminis-

ters the country for a time as Dictator, or whether

he hands it over to the Sardinian King, really

matters not—the Neapohtan army and navy wiU

adhere to the bi(0)i stato, or new order of things.

Tt is not likely that the Royal Eunaway will suffer

himself to be caught like a rat in a trap, or as Gil

Bias was caught in the den of the famous Captain

Eolando. Gaeta once invested by sea and by land,

the situation of any one member of the garrison,

from the King to a gunner-boy, woiild be exceed-

ingly precarious. Not that these are times when

fugitive Sovereigns have occasion to fear for their

lives, but no doubt Francis XL, late of the

Two Sicilies, now of Gaeta, would rather be

spared the humiliation of a contemptuous dis-

missal by his enemies. He has given up his

kingdom without striking one good stroke in its

defence. Courage failed him not at the moment

when he directed that the fair city of Palermo

shoidd be laid in ashes, even although the

operation was not called for on military grounds.

He had courage enough when the Queen TMother

and the camarilla urged him to continue the cruel

system of government which his father had carried

oiit for some thirty years. He had courage enough
to stop his ears to the groans and cries of the

wretched political prisoners who were incarcerated

in his dungeons. But he had no courage when

summoned to take the field, and meet the enemy
of his name, and the people whom he and his father

and grandfather had oppressed. As Macaulay has

written—
He—he turns—he flies—
Shame on those cruel eyes

Tliat bore to look on torture,

But dare not look on war.

The best thing now for Italy, and for Em-ope, is

that this last of the Neapolitan Bourbons should

be allowed to take his way quietly to the court of

his Spanish cousin, who no doubt will give him a

hiding-place. He is still one of the richest men

in Europe.
LOUIS napoleon's alpenstock.

What a lamentable story was that one of those

poor English travellers who fell over a precipice

the other day as they were crossing from the

Montanvert to Cormayeur ! Europe annually

sends forth her thousands of travellers to the

Swiss mountains, and all things considered it is a

wonder that so few accidents occur. Eveiy idle

volui)tuary of the European capitals—every middle-

aged gentleman whose figure owns the affronts of

time, and betrays the effects of good living, from

the moment he reaches Lucerne or Geneva con-
ceives himself to be instantly converted int<j a
Swiss mountaineer. Now the j)\ircha8e <if Keller's

map, of Ta little bag like a lady's reticule, in l>e

slung round the shoidder, and of a long pole tipi>cd
with an elegant little chamois horn, can be eajiily

effected ; but these possessions, however valuable,
will scarcely convert their fortunate owner into a

mountaineer. They will not give him the hard-

ness of limb, the enduring breatl^ the cndiiranco

of fatigue so necessary for the man M'ho would

grapple with the difficulties of Swiss mountains

and passes as one to the manner bom. Faint and

weary, at the end of a verj' moderate day's excur-

sion, you see the way-worn traveller who ha<l left

his inn with the rising sun, so light of heart and
of foot, that by his side the guides seemed 'ait

clumsy and incapable travellers, plodding back,

and cursing the hour when he exchanged the

amenities of Pall Mall, or the Boulevanls, for the

stern realities of a stroll amongst the mountains.

A man does not become an efficient member of

the Alpine Club by a mere act of volition. There

are Swiss dreams and Swiss realities—under which

head are we to range the aspirations and perform-

ances of the latest Swiss travellers, Lotus Napoleon
and the fair Empress, whose gracefid presence

half excuses the triumphs of her lord ?

Louis Napoleon has regidarly commenced opera-

tions as a Swi.ss excursionist. He has bought an

alpenstock, for which he has paid as a price the

blood of thousands of Frenchmen, and millions of

French treasure. It is the custom of Swiss

travellers to cause the titles of their achievements

to be burnt in upon these moimtain-jjoles as

records of their prowess. Upon the alpenstock

of Louis Napoleon are now engraved these signifi-

cant words :

Mont Cenis.

. Chamounix.
ClIABIAIS.

Faucignt.
Lao de Geneve.

What next ? It was not for nothing that, with

the Empress Eugenie by his side, he went afloat

the other day on the Lake of Geneva in that

silken-galley which reminds the reader of Cleo-

patra's barge. For the name of the Eg>iitian

Queen, read that of the French Empress, and the

description may stand :

The barge she sat in, like a bumish'd throne,

Burnt on the water ;
the pn.^p wa'* U'aten gold ;

Purple the sails, and so perfumed that

The winds were love-sick ;
with them the oars

were silver ;
, j j

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made

The water, whilst they beat, to follow faster

As amorous of their strokes. For her own pereon

It beggar'd all description ;
she did he

In he°r pavilion (cloth of gold, of tissue)

O'erpictiiring that Venus where we see

The fancy outwork Nature.
* * * * From the barte

A strange invisible perfume hit the sense

Of the adjacent wharfs.

All that the skill of French
machinist^

and

upholsterers could perform had been .iccomphshed,

and, on the whole, it is probable that the m«-
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cliinists and upholsterers of Paris in oiir clay are

superior to their predecessors of Alexandria, when
]\lark Antony bartered empire for a kiss. The

spectacle on the hdce must have been superb ;
—

but if we are to attach credit to the accovmt given

by an actual spectator of the scene, who was

present at Thonon when Louis Napoleon arrived

there full of affability, the description in the play
holds good again

—'

Antony,
Eiithron'd iu the market-place, did sit alone,

Whistling to the air.

"WTien the Emperor had alighted at the Hotel

de Yille of that remarkable town, Thonon, it

seems that he stepped out, full of condescension,

upon a balcony with a roll of paper in his hand,
which in all probability contained the speech
w^hich he had intended to deliver, biat, alas ! a

crowd of listeners was wanting. The Profit, or

Sous-Prefet of Thonon—or whoever the stage-

manager might be—had not paraded the m.ob of

attached subjects ;
and yet one should have

thought that loyalty might have been purchased
iu Switzerland for a consideration. The Conqueror
of Magenta and Solferino found himself in the

presence of a few^ spectators, and some little boys
and girls,

—the sole representatives upon this

occasion of the frantic desire for annexation to

France. One might have smiled to see the man
who has accomplished such great things, softly

slip the roll of paper full of Napoleonic ideas into

his pocket, and (piietly slink back into the Hotel

de Ville. M. le Sous-Prefet must have passed but

an indifferent quarter of an hour, when under

question as to the absence of the loyal mob. All

this was pitiful in the extreme
;
but it must be

admitted, even by his most determined antagonists,
that Louis Napoleon has overtopped ridicule.

The morning of the 2nd of December was the

answer to the joking upon the Boulogne eagle ;

and if his life is prolonged, there is much reason

to suppose that the French Emperor may find

occasion to address a more imjiortant crowd in a

more notable Swiss town than was the case the

other day, when he appeared on the balcony of the

Hotel de Ville at Thonon.
In truth, the apparition of that silken galley

upon the blue waters of the Lake of Geneva, was
an alarming spectacle enough, not only to the

confederated Swiss Cantons, but to Europe. Louis
has commenced a fresh game of Rouge et Noir,
and has risked no inconsiderable stake upon the
event. From the declaration made by the English
Premier, in answer to Jlr. Kiuglake, just before

the close of the session, as well as from the

paragraph inserted in the speech of the English
Queen when Parliament was prorogued, it would
seem that this Swiss acquisition has cost him the
confidence of English statesmen.
We had already been told by Lord Palmerston,

that ia consequence of the masterful seizure of

these Swiss Cantons, in defiance of the obligations
of the public law of Europe, England had been

compelled to seek for more trustworthy alliances

elsewhere. The conference at Tciplitz, and an in-

creased cordiality between the German Sovereigns,
has followed. It is now suggested that in pre-
sence of a danger, supposed to be imminent, there

will shortly be a meeting between the Pussian

Emperor, the Prince Pegent of Prussia, and the

Emjieror of Austria at Warsaw. 'We have seen

the recent manifestations of loyalty in Belgium to

the throne of King Leopold. Before the British

Parliament separated, a heavy vote was taken for

the defence of our arsenals, and the country is

bristling with Volunteers from Land's End to

John-o'-Groat's House. It is really in consequence
of the annexation of Nice, Savoj', and above all

of these Swiss Cantons, which give to Louis Na-

poleon the command over the Lake of Geneva,
and practically in the futui-e of the right bank of

the Rhine, that 8000 lbs. of flour, 6000 lbs. of

veal and ham, .jOO lbs. of butter, and 2000 eggs,
were used up in making pies for the Volunteers

who were reviewed the other day in Knowsley
Park. By this single act of autocracy planned
and carried oxit in defiance of the public law, and

public opinion of Europe, the French Emperor
has destroyed all confidence in his own professions,
and in those which are made by his ininisters

under his sanction. " I make war for an idea,"
said he, when he set out upon his Italian cam-

paign of last jrear, but the idea intendecf was not

the one held forward to the world, but a little

boating excursion upon the Lake of Geneva, after

certain water-rights had been secured. In some
fashion or other, the Napoleonic ideas do not seem
to work to the advantage of those who are the

subjects of them. Louis Napoleon had taken the"

Pope imder his protection. We know how sorely
beset Pio Nono is at the present moment; but it

seems that the French Emperor i^ resolved to

despise his caUmmiators, and continues to protect
the Roman pontift' till the end. Here is what
Count Persigny said the other day when lajdng
the foundation stone of a church at Roanne.
"Ah ! gentlemen, whilst I am about to lay the

first stone of this church of our Lady of Victories',

whose name is such a good augury, pray the

Almighty to protect the Holy Father—to preserve
him from the dangers which beset him—the most
to be flreaded of which are not the attacks of his

armed enemies, for the sword of the Eldest Son
of the Churcli, despising his calumniators, con-

tinues to protect the august person of the Pontiff—and the venei-ated throne of the Holy See."

This is a comment upon Louis Na]ioleon's own
declaration the other day, in which he recom-

mended the Pope to resign his tempoi-al dominions,
and give himself iip to prayer and meditation

within the walls of the Eternal City—as it is

called—although the monumental ruins which it

contains are sadly suggestive of the instability of

human grandeiu'. Why shoidd the Papacy endure

in Rome, when Rome itself is blotted out from
the map of the working-day world ?

It is impossible to deny that at the present mo-
ment there is a general feeling of insecurity

throughout Europe, and this insecurity is in itself

no small evil, even if it should never ripen into

actual warfare. We are all counting the forces of

our neighbours, and manufacturing implements of

destruction upon the most scientific principles,

not exactly for purposes of harmless pyrotechnic

display. How is this ? It was not so twelve years

ago. Again, it has always been said since the great



Sept. 15, I860.] LAST WEEK. 335

military Powers of the Continent receded from the

principles which nominally inspired the Treaties of

1815, that sooner or later we must liave a war of

ideas, or of nationalities, to nse the phrase of the

professors in the science of Kevolutions made
Easy. But at the present moment it is not a war
of ideas which we are all looking forward to, as a

not very improbable contingency ; but a simple,

straightforward war of ambition upon the good
old principles which moved Louis XIV. to

despatch Turenne into the Palatinate, or decided
the First Napoleon to send Soult and ^larmont
into Spain. For the moment, indeed, these pro-

jects are wrapped up in the mystic verbiage of

the Second Emjiire. The Sous-Prefet of Thonon
calls Louis Napoleon nothing less than the Apostle
of European Emancipation.
Another of his acolytes styles him Aladdin, and

tells us that his wonderful lamp is his perfect

simplicity of character. Why not dul) him Ali

Baba at once, and explain to us that the phrase
of "

L'Empire c'eit la jxiix
" has been the "

open
sesame "

by help of which he has marched from

conquest to conquest ? There is reason enough
for anxiety in all this. There is a cloud bigger
than a man's hand upon the horizon. A sound

understanding between England and France—one

is sick of the term '^entente cordiale"—was the

surest guarantee for the peace of the world—and
this no longer exists. This is a lamentable but

a true conclusion, and therefore we cannot rejoice

at the accounts we receive of the Imperial progress
in Switzerland. Upon this point the Swiss them-

selves feel alarm, which is natural enough, and are

under considerable apprehension that fresh names
will soon be added to the list of achievements

engraved upon the Alpen staff of this formidable

excursionist. Louis Napoleon spent his youth in

Switzerland, and in early manhood was an Italian

carbonaro. It was in these two countries he must
first have felt the impulses of ambition. What
tenacity of purpose there is about the man !

THE HELMSHORE TKAGEDY.

It has been said that more persons are killed

and injured in London, every year, by accidents

resulting from the negligence or misfortune of

drivers, than upon the various lines of railway in

the kingdom, in consequence of collision, explo-

sion, and the various chances of the iron way. The
terrible business which occurred at Helmshore,
near Manchester, on Monday, the .3rd of the pre-

sent mouth, must have gone far to fetch up the

averages against the radroads. Some 2500

pleasure-seekers had come to Manchester for

the day, in order to assist at some festivity which

was then in hand. They were hard-working

artisans, such as we find in the manufactm-ing

districts, and their famiUes. All went well on the

journey to Manchester. They had their day's

pleasure ; it was to be the last, too, to many of

their number. Well on in the night
—it was about

11 P.M.—the excursionists flocked back to the

station to be reconveyed to their respective homes.

There were to be three trains choked full of

passengers. One got aAvay, and as it glided to its

journey's end in safety, we may dismiss it from

our thoughts. The second train started—there

were eighteen carriages full of people, a large pro-

portion of them chililrcn. The night was very
dark. Twenty minutes afterwar«Li a thinl and
similar train followed. Until the second
train reached the Hclmshore-station all w. nt

smootlily enough. They had glided up the iuLlm.-
which here is very steep. The train \\m\ 1m-, n

brought to a stand-still. The guanl had jii^t
removed the breaks, and this wa.s the death sigoal
to ten human beings—to make no mcntiou of

thirty-eight persons who in a few moments were
to be severely wounded and mutilated. 'J'lio

coupling between the third and fourth carriages
broke. The engine remained with three carriages
attached. For the remaining fifteen carriages in

the train there was a jerk and a backward re-

bound, and then the fifteen carriages began to

move slowly in the direction of Manchester. At
this moment, the third train which had been

des])atclied from Manchester was slowly jias-in^'

up the incline freighted with hundred.s of human

beings
—mainly children—as in the second train.

The night, as we have said, was dark
;

tlie ineliuo

was steep ;
the scene of the tragedy, now immi-

nent, was a cutting, and the cutting formed a
curve. One train was gliding up, the other was

gliding down. There were some twelve hundred

persons on whom might the Lord have mercy—
for wheii one minute only removed from death they
could scarcely be nearer it than they were in the

Helmshore cutting on that night of the 3rd of

September—now just passed.
The carriages which had been relea.sed as

described, moved back slowly enough for al)out four

hundred yards
—that is, something under a quarter

of a mile—down the incline. The third train was

ascending it, and upon the same set of rails, at the

rate of something between ten and fifteen mik-.s

an hour. Some one at the station had detached

the engine of the second train from the carriages,

had moved it on another set of rails, and was

proceeding back as quickly as he could in the

direction of Manchester, so as to give warning to

the driver of the third train. But it was too late !

The third train was too near, and before the engine

of the second train had reached the spot where the

two trains were fated to come into collision, the

collision had occurred. Then the screams and

groans of the sullerers might have been heanL

Ten persons were killed upon the spot, and others

were lying about in almost every form and variety

of sufiering to which the human frame can bo

exposed. The limbs of some were broken ; others

had been wounded by the fragments and splinters

of the shattered carriages ;
othere were lying \

oppressed with great weights. It is needle.-is t.

dwell ujion tliis agonising scene—the mischief b.id

been done. Nor is this the first time that such a

calamity has occurred.

On the i^rd of August, 1S58, a trage<Iy pre-

cisely similar hapjiened between Worcester and

Wolverhampton. Two trains full of excursionists

were started with an interval of seventeen minuU's

between them. Then, as at Helmshore, the other

day, the first train stojiped at a st.ition upon xa

incline. Then, as at Helmshore, the coupling be-

tween two of the carriages in the firet train broke.

Then eighteen carriages—as at Helmshore, tilU-en

—began to descend the incline, slowly at first, but
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gatliered velocity as they went. Then, as at

Helmshore, in a few minutes there was a collision

between the advancing, and the receding trains,

and many people lost their lives—many were

bruised and mutilated for life, and there was great

suffering. All this arose from a defective coupling.

If reliance cannot be placed upon iron, and upon
the tests which are employed to" ascertain if it

be stiU trustworthy, some precavition should be

taken at every station, situated upon an incUne,

to prevent the possibility of the recurrence of

any similar accidents. True, they may only occur

once in two years ;
but when the tragedy happens

it is so terrible, and sweeping in its operation,

that it shoidd be prevented at any cost. Surely
the ingenuity which invented railroads can be

tasked so as to secure the safety of the passengers
who travel upon them.

THE SEA AND THE MARINE ATITS.

The Great Eastern is proved to be a mechanical

success, but possibly a commercial failure. With
the destruction of the Red Sea Telegraph it may
be said that up tiU the present time the oceanic

cables have not proved trustworthy. Finally, we
are informed upon very sufficient authority that

the French iron-plated ship La Gloire, which has

been announced to the world as a practical error,

has, in point of fact, iipon all material points,

surpassed the expectation of her builders. The
result of these three great experiments we have

yet to learn.

With regard to the Great Eastern, it is now

proved beyond all doubt that the ocean can be

na^agated in these huge ships not only with per-
fect safety, but in far greater comfort than in

vessels of smaller size. In port, or out of port,

the Great Eastern has done and withstood all that

cordd be expected from any fabi'ic built by human
hands. .

Her performances in the gale at Holyhead
Harbour showed that, no matter how terrible

might be the fury of the elements, she coidd be

held to her anchors and moorings. In her various

trips round the coasts of England she has been

exposed to very severe weather, and no vessel could

have behaved better. Xow that the experiment
has been extended, and this huge ship has twice

effected the passage of the Atlantic in safety, suf-

ficient has been done to show that Mr. Brunei was

right in his mechanical calculations, and that, as far

as speed and safety are concerned, bulk and volume
are not disadvantages to a sea-going ship. The

question of whether or no it is more profitable to

employ one larger vessel instead of four or six

smaller ones for the transport of goods remains

purely one for commercial men. It must be de-

cided with reference to the economy of fuel, to

the time occupied in loading and unloading, to the

power of concentrating merchandise at a given
moment at a given spot in sufficient abundance to

freight so huge a ship. These, however, are cal-

culations which fall within the iisual domain of

mercantile forethought, and it will soon be ascer-

tained whether it is more profitable to build ships
like the Great Eastern, or to adhere to the
more ordinary dimensions and lines which our

ship-builders have been in the habit of employing
hitherto.

Of the Ocean Telegraphs, on the other hand,

we are compelled to speak as failures. Europe
and America were indeed linked together by the

electric chain for a moment, and in their confusion

and surprise stammered out a few assurances of

amity and good will. This was no mean triumph
for our race. We compelled the lightning to speak

English. Franklin had drawn it down from

heaven, but we sent it to school. The triumph,
however, was as short-lived as it was glorious.
The Atlantic refused to contain the chain with

which the Old and the New World were bound

together. After many an anxious trial we were

forced to acknowledge ourselves beaten for the

moment, although the perfect success of the experi-
ment can only be a cpiestion of time. The most

important point of the gi-eat attempt has received

a successful solution. The electric power generated

by human hands can be propelled, or can propel

itself, across the Atlantic. If so, there seems no

limiu to what can be accomplished when more

perfect machines are contrived, and brought into

play. All that is now wanted seems to be a better

protection for the wire, to enable it to resist the

rubs and rough usage to which it is exposed at the

bottom of the sea. The Atlantic cable is gone—
and now we hear that of the wire which had been

laid down in the Red Sea there is also an end.

The wash of the water upon the coral-reefs, which

in this section of the great sea are sharp as razors,

is the probable cause of the calamity. Whatever
the explanation may be, it is positive that not

much communication by ocean telegraph remains.

Certainly the difficulties wiU be overcome in the

long run
;

but as yet, the history of marine

telegraphs has been, comparatively speaking, a

history of failure.

The third great ocean experiment remains. If

what we hear of this new French war-ship be

true, all the modern vessels in the English navy
are of little further use than as transports. As
far as speed goes, it has been found that La Gloire,

can accomplish her thirteen or thirteen and a half

knots,—no bad rate of progress for a ship of war.

We are told that all the stories which we have

heard, to the effect that when there is any sea, her

lower-port guns cannot be used, are mere fabrica-

tions, intended to mislead the public opinion of

Europe. The iron sides of the vessel have been

subjected to the most crucial experiments, in order

to test their power of resistance to projectiles ;

and, it is said, the desired end has been accom-

plished. The screw and rudder are so placed as to

be safe from almost any possible contingency of war-

fare. There is neither mast nor rigging, nor spar
shown. La Gloire is merely an iron hull upon the

water—impervious to shot—of the same build fore

and aft, so that she can be moved either way without

turning ;
—protected by an iron-roofing from the

efforts of boarders, and with certain contrivances for

the expulsion of the smoke, so that the men, when
in action, should not be blinded and choked like

the gunners in a casemate battery. The vessel is

said to carry, or to be capable of carrying, thirty-six

or thirty-seven guns of the most formidable kind

which modern science has produced.
If these results are true, we have no less a task

before lis than the entire re -building of the English

navy !
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CHAPTER XLII. JULLVNA.

The sick niglit-Hght burned steadily in Juliana's
chamber. On a couch, beside her bed, Caroline

lay sleeping, tired with a long watch. Two sen-
tences had been passed on Juliana : one on her
heart : one on her body : 'Thou art not loved'

and, 'Thou must die.' The frail passion of her

struggle against destiny was over with her. Quiet
as that quiet Nature was taking her to, her body
reposed. Calm as the solitary night-light before
her open eyes, her spirit was wasting away.

' If

I am not loved, then let me die !

'

In such a
sense she bowed to her fate.

At an hour like this, watching the round of

light on the ceiling, with its narrowing inner rings,
a surterer from whom jiain has tied, looks back
to the shores she is leaving, and would be weU
with them who walk there. It is false to imagine
that schemers and workers in the dark are desti-

tute of the saving gift of conscience. They have

it, and it is perhaps made livelier in them than M-ith

easy people ;
and therefore, they are imperatively

S2>urred to hoodwink it. Hence, their self-seclu-

sion is deep, and endures. They march to their

object, and gaining or losing it, the voice that ciUs

to them is the voice of a Mind creature, whom
any answer, provided that the answer is ready,
will silence. And at an hour like this, when
finally they snatch their minute of sight on th'>

threshold of black night, their souls may com]>an.'
with yonder shining circle on the ceiling, which,
as the light below gasps for air, c<)ntract.i, and
extends but to mingle with the darkness. They
would be nobler, better, boundlessly goml to all :^
to those wlio have injured them ;

—to those whom
they have injured. Alas I for any de(initt> <lecd

the limit of their circle is immoveable, and thoy
must act within it. The trick they have pi- ''

themselves imprisons them. Beyond it, they
to be.

VOL. III. No. •jj.
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Lying in this iitter stillness, Juliana thouglit of

Rose
;

of her beloved by Evan. Tlie fever that

had left her blood, had left it stagnant, and her

thoughts were quite emotionless. She looked faintly

on a far picture. She saw Eose blooming with plea-
sures in Elburne House, sliding as a boat borne

by the river's tide to sea, away from her living

joy. The breast of Hose was lucid to her, and in

that hour of insight she had clear knowledge of

her cousin's heart ;
how it scoffed at its base love,

and unwattingly betrayed the power on her still,

by clinging to the world and what it would give
her to fill the void ; how externally the lake was

untroubled, and a mirror to the passing day ; and
how within there pressed a flood against an

iron dam. Evan, too, she saw. The Countess

was right in her judgment of Juliana's love. Juli-

ana looked A'ery little to his qualities. She loved

him when she thought him guilty, which made her

conceive that her love was of a diviner cast than

Eose was capable of. Guilt did not spoil his

beauty to her
;
his gentleness and glowing man-

hood were unchanged ;
and when she knev.^ him

as he was, the revelation of his high nature

simply confirmed her impression of his jjhysical

perfections. She had done him a -wTong ; at her

death news would come to him, and it might be

that he would bless her name. Becaiise she sighed
no longer for those dear lips and strong arms to

close abovit her tremulous frame, it seemed to her

that she had quite surrendered him. Generous to

Evan, she would be just to Eose. Beneath her

pillow she found pencil and paper, and with diffi-

culty, scarce seeing her letters in the brown light,
she began to trace lines of farewell to Eose. Her
conscience dictated to her thus,

' ' Tell Rose that she

was too ready to accept his guilt ;
and that in this

as in all things, she acted with the precipitation of

her character. Tell her that you always trusted,
and that now you know him innocent. Give her

the i^roofs you have. Show that he did it to

shield his intriguing sister. Tell her that you write

this only to make her just to him. End with a

prayer that Rose may be happy."
Ere Jidiana had finished one sentence, she re-

signed the pencil. Was it not much, even at the

gates of death to be the instrument to send Rose
into his arms ? The picture swayed before her,

helping her weakness. She found herself dreaming
that he had kissed her once. Dorothy, she remem-

bered, had danced up to her one day, to relate

what the maids of the house said of the gentlemen—
(at whom, it is known, they look with the

licence of cats towards kings) ;
and Dorothy's

fresh, careless mouth had told how one observant

maid, amorously minded, proclaimed of Evan, to a

companion of her sex, that " he was the only
gentleman who gave you an idea of how he Avould
look when he was kissing you.

"
Juliana cherished

that vision likewise. Young ladies are not sup-
posed to do so, if menial maids are ; but Juliana
did cherish it, and it possessed her fancy. Bear
in your recollection that she was not a healthy
person. Diseased little heroines may be made
attractive, and are now popular ; but strip off the

cleverly woven robe Avhich is fashioned to cover

them, and you will find them, in certain matters,
bearing a resemblance to menial maids.

While the thoughts of his kiss lasted, she could
do nothing ; but lay with her two hands out on
the bed, and her eyelids closed. Then waking,
she took the pencil again. It would not move :

her bloodless fiugers fell from it.

" If they do not meet, and he never marries, I

may claim him in the next world," she mused.
But conscience continued uneasy. She turned

her wrist and trailed a letter from beneath the

pillow. It was from Mrs. Shorue. Jidiana knew
the contents. She raised it unopened as high as

her faltering hands permitted, and read like one
whose shut eyes read syllables of fire on the

darkness.

"Rose has at last definitively engaged herself

to Ferdinand, you will be glad to hear, and we
may now treat her as a woman."

Having absorbed these words, Juliana's hand
found strength to write with little ditficidty, what
she had to say to Rose. She conceived it to be
neither sublime nor generoiis : not even good ;

merely her peculiar duty. When it was done, she

gave a long, low sigh of relief.

Caroline whisjiered,
" Dearest child, are you

awake ?
"

"
Yes," she answered.

"Sorrowful, dear?"
"
Very quiet."

Caroline reached her hand over to her, and felt

the paper.
"What is this?"
" My good-bye to Rose. 1 want it folded now."
Caroline slipped from the couch to fulfil her

wish. She enclosed the pencilled scrap of paper,
sealed it, and asked,

" Is that right ?
"

"Now unlock my desk," Juliana uttered

feebly.
" Put it beside a letter addressed to

a law-gentleman. Post both the morning I am
gone."

Caroline promised to obey, and coming to Juli-

ana to mark her looks, observed a faint pleased
smile dying away, and had her hand gently

squeezed. Juliana's conscience had preceded her

contentedly to its last sleep ;
and she, beneath

that round of light on the ceiling, drew on her
counted breaths in peace till dawn.

CHAPTER XLllI. ROSE.

Have you seen a young audacious spirit smitten

to the earth ? It is a singular study ; and, in the

case of young women, a trap for inexperienced
men. Rose, who had commanded and managed
every one surrounding her since infancy, how
humble had she now become I

—how mu(?h more

womanly in appearance, and more child-like at

heart ! She was as wax in Lady Elburne's hands.

A hint of that veiled episode, the Beckley cam-

paign, made Rose pliant, as if she had woven for

herself a rod of scorpions. The high ground she

had taken
;
the perfect trust in one

;
the scorn of

any judgment, save her own ;
—these had vanished

from her. Rose, the tameless heroine who had once

put her mother's jjhilosojjhy in action,was the easiest

filly that turbaned matron ever yet drove into the

straight road of the world. It even surprised Lady
Jocelyn to see how wonderfully she had been

broken in by her grandmother. Her ladyship
wrote to Drunimond to tell him of it, and Drum-
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moiul congratulated her, saying, however :
—

"Changes of this sort don't come of conviction.

Wait till you see her at home. 1 think they
have been sticking pins into the sore part."
Drummond knew Rose well. In reality there

was no change in her. She was only a suppliant
to be spared from ridicide : spared from the ap-

plication of the scourge she had woven for

herself.

And, ah ! to one who deigned to think warmly
still of such a disgraced silly creature, with what

gratitude she turned ! He might well suppose
love alone could pour that profusion of jewels at

his feet.

Ferdinand, now Lord Laxley, understood the

merits of his finger-nails better than the nature of

young women
;
but he is not to be blamed for pre-

suming that Rose had learnt to adore him. Else

why did she like his company so much ? He was
not mistaken in thinking she looked up to

him. She seemed to beg to be taken into his noble

serenity. In truth, she sighed to feel as he did,
above everybody— she that hath fallen so low !

Above everybody I
—born above them, and there-

fore suijerior by grace divine ! To this Rose

Jocelyn had come—she eu\ded the mind of Fer-

dinand !

He, you may be s\ire, was quite prepared to

accept her homage. Rose he had always known
to be just the girl for him

; spirited, fresh, and
with fine teeth

;
and once tied to you safe to be

staunch. They walked together, rode together,
danced together. Her soft humility touched him
to eloquence. Say she was a little hypocrite, if you
like, when the blood came to her cheeks under his

eyes. Say she was a heartless minx for allowing
it to be bruited that she and Ferdinand were be-

trothed. I can but tell you that her blushes were
blushes of gratitude to one who could devote his

time to such a disgraced silly creature, and that

she, in her abject state, felt a secret pleasure in

the protection Ferdinand's name appeared to

extend over her : and was hardly willing to

lose it.

So far Lady Elburne's tact and discipline had
been highly successful. One morning, in May,
Ferdinand, strolling with Rose down the garden,
made a positive appeal to her common sense and

friendly feeling ; by which she understood that he

wanted her consent to his marriage with her.

Rose answered :

" AVho would have me ?
"

Ferdinand spoke pretty well, and ultimately got

possesgion of her hand. She let him keep it,

thinking him noble for forgetting that another
had pressed it before him.

Some minutes later the

One of them contained

missive.

"Poor, poor Juley I

"
said Rose, dropping her

head, after reading all that was on the crumpled
leaf with an inflexible face. And then, talking on,

long low sighs lifted her bosom at intervals. She

gazed from time to time with a wistfid conciliatory !

air on Ferdinand. Rushing to her chamber, the
!

iirst cry her sold framed was :
" He did not kiss I

me !

"

The young have a sui)erstitious sense of some-
|

letters were delivered.

Juliana's dark-winged

thing incontcstably true in the linal protestations
of the dead. Evan guiltless ! she could not (|uito
take the meaning this revelation involved. That
which had been dead was beginning to move
within her ; but blindly : and now it stirred and
troubled; now sank. Guiltless?—all hUc had
thought him ! Oh ! she knew she could not have
been deceived. Rut why, why hatl he hidden hi-

I
sacrifice from her ?

\

" It is better for us both, of course," said Rose,

speaking the world's wisdom, parrot-like, and
] bursting into tears the next minute. Guiltless, and

gloriously guiltless ! l)ut nothing
—

nothing to
her !

She tried to blame him. It would not do. She
tried to think of that grovelling loathsome posi-
tion she had had painted to her by Lady Elljume's

graphic hand. Evan dispersed the gloomy shades
hke sunshine. Then in a sort of terror she

rejoiced to think she was partially engaged to

Ferdinand, and found herself crying again witli

exultation, that he had not kissed her : for a kiss

on her mouth was to Rose a pledge and a l>ond.

The struggle searched her through : bared her

weakness, probed her strength : and she, seeing
herself, sufl'ered grievously in her self-love. Am I

such a coward, inconstant, cold? she asked. Con-

firmatory answers coming flung her back under

the shield of Ferdinand : if, for a moment, her soul

j

stood up armed and defiant, it was Evan's hand

I

she took.

To whom do I belong? was another terrible

question. To her ideas, if Evan was not chargo-
able with that baseness which had sundered them,
he might claim her yet, if he would. If he did,

what then ? Must she go to him ?

Impossible : she was in chains. Besides, what

a din of laughter there would he to see her led

away by him ! Twisting her joined hands :

weeping for her cousin, as she thought, liaise

passed hours of torment over Juliana's legacy to

her.

"Why did I doubt him?" she cried, jealous

that any soul shoidd have known and trusted

him better. Jealous : and I am afraid that the

kindling of that one feature of love relighted the

fire of her passion thus fervidlj". To be out-

stripped in generosity was hatefid to her. Rose,

naturally, could not reflect that a young creature

hke herself, fighting against the world, as wc call

it, has all her faculties at the utmost stretch, and

is often betrayed by faiUng nature M-hen the will

is still valiant.

And here she sat—in chains !

" Yes 1 I am

fit only to be the wife of an idle brainless man,

with money and a title," she said, in extreme self-

contempt. She caught a glimpse of her whole

life in the horrid tomb of his embrace, and (pjcs-

tions whether she coidd yield her hand to him—
whether it w:is right in the eyes of Heaven, nished

impetuously to console her, and delied anything

in the shape of satisfactory aflirmatitms. Never-

theless, the end of the st^ug^K was, that she felt

that she was bound to Ferdinand.
" But this I will do," said Rose, standing with

heat-bright eyes and deep-coloured cheeks before

the glass.
" I will clear his character at licckley.

I will help him. I will be his friend. I will
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wipe out the injustice I did him." And this

bride-elect of a lord absolutely added that—she

was unworthy to be the wife of a tailor !

" He ! how unequalled he is ! There is nothing
he fears except shame. Oh, how sad it will be

for him to find no woman in his class to under-

stand him and be his heljimate !

"

Over this sad subject, of which we must presume
her to be accurately cognisant, Rose brooded

heavily. By mid-day she gave her grandmother
notice that she was going home to Jvdiana's

funeral.
"
Well, Eose, if you think it necessary to join

the ceremony," said Ladj' Elburne. "
Beckley is

bad quarters for you, as you have learnt. There

was never much love between yo'a cousins."
"
No, and I don't pretend to it," Eose answered.

" I am sorry poor Juley's gone."
" She's better gone for many reasons—she ap-

pears to have been a little venomous toad," said

Lady Elburne
; and Eose, thinking of a snake-like

death-bite working through her blood, rejoined :

" Yes—she isn't to be pitied : she's better off than
most people."

So it was arranged that Eose shoidd go. Ferdi-

nand and her aunt, Mrs. Shorne, accompanied her.

Mrs. Shorne gave them their opportunities, albeit

they were all stowed together in a carriage, and
Ferdinand seemed willing to profit by them

;
Ijut

Eose's hand was dead, and she sat by her future

lord forming the vow on her lij)s that they should
never be touched by him.

Arrived at Beckley, she, to her great delight,
found Caroline there, waiting for the funeral. In
a few minutes she got her alone, and after kisses,
looked penetratingly into her lovely eyes, shook
her head, and said :

' 'Why were you false to me ?"
" False ?" echoed Caroline.
' ' You knew him. You knew why he did that.

Wby did you not save me ?
"

Caroline fell upon her neck, asking pardon.
Eose spared her the recital of facts further than
the broad avowal. Evan's present condition she

plainly stated : and Eose, when the bitter pangs
had ceased, made oath to her soul she would
rescue him from it.

In addition to the task of clearing Evan's cha-

racter, and rescuing him, Eose now conceived that
her engagement to Ferdinand must stand ice-

bound till Evan had given her back her troth.

How coidd she obtain it from him ? How coiJd
she take anything from one so noble and so poor !

Happily there was no hun-y ; though, before any
bond was ratified, she decided conscientiously that
it must be done.

You see that like a lithe snake she turns on
herself, and must be tracked in and out. Not
being a girl to solve the problem with tears, or

outright perfidy, she had to ease her heart to the

great shock little by little : sincere as far as she
knew : as far as one who loves may be.
The day of the funeral came and went. The

Jocelyns were of their mother's opinion ; that for

many reasons Juliana was better out of the way.
Mrs. Bonner's bequest had been a severe blow to
Sir Franks. However, all was now Avell. The
estate naturally lapsed to Lady Jocelyn. No one
in the house dreamed of a Will, signed with

Jidiana's name, attested, under due legal forms,

being in existence. None of the members of the

family imagined that at Beckley Court they were
then residing on somebody else's groimd.
Want of hospitable sentiments was not the

cause that led to an intimation from Sir Franks to

his wife, that Mrs. Strike must not be pressed to

remain, and that Eose must not be permitted to

have her own way in this. Knowing very well

that Mrs. Shorne spoke through her husband's

mouth, Lady Jocelyn still acquiesced, and Eose,
who had pressed Caroline pubhcly, had to be silent

when the latter renewed her faint objections : so

Caroline said she would leave on the morrow

morning.
Jidiana, with her fretfulness, her hand-bounties,

her petty egotisms, and sudden far-leaping gene-
rosities, and all the contradictory impulses of her

malady, had now departed vitterly. The joys of

a landed proprietor mounted into the head of Sir

Franks. He was iip early the next morning, and
he and Harry walked over a good bit of the

ground before breakfast. Sir Franks meditated

making it entail, and favoured Harry with a lec-

ture on the duty of his shaping the course of his

conduct at once after the model of the landed

gentry generally.
"And you may think yourself lucky to come

into that catalogue
—the son of a younger son !

"

said Sir Franks, tapping Mr. Harry's shoulder.

Harry also began to enjoy the look and smell of

land. At the breakfast which, though early, was
well attended, Harry spoke of the advisability of

felling timber here, planting there, and so forth, after

the model his father had held up. Sir Franks
nodded approval of his interest in the estate,

but reserved his opinion on matters of detail.

"All I beg of you is," said Lady Jocelyn,
' ' that you won't sow turnips ^vithin the circuit

of a mile
;

" which was obligingly promised.
The morning letters were delivered and opened

with the customary calmness.

"Letter from old George," Harry sings out, and
buzzes over a few lines.

" Halloa !
—hum I

" He
was going to make a communication, but catching

sight of Caroline, tossed the letter over to Ferdi-

nand, who read it and tossed it back with the com-
ment of a careless face.

" Eead it, Eosey ?
"

says Harry, smiling

bluntly.
Eather to his surprise, Eose took the letter.

Study her eyes if you wish to gauge the potency of

one strong dose of ridicule on an ingenuous j'oung
heart. She read that j\Ir. George Uj^loft had met
"our friend, Mr. Snip" riding, by moonlight,
on the road to Beckley. That great or))ed

night of their deep tender love flashed luminously

through her frame, storming at the l^ase epithet

by which her lover was mentioned, flooding grandly
over the ignominies cast on him by the world.

She met the world, as it were, in a death-grapple ;

she matched the living heroic youth she felt him
to be with that dead wooden image of him which
it thrust before her. Her heart stood up singing
like a craven who sees the tide of victory setting
towards him. But this passed beneath her eye-
lids. When her eyes were lifted, Ferdinand could

have discovered nothing in them to complain of.
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had his suspicions been light to raise : nor could
Mrs. Sliorne perceive that there was the opening
for a shrewd Iwdkin-thrust. Rose had got a mask
at last : her coloiir, voice, expression, were per-
fectly at command. She knew it to he a
cowardice to wear any mask : but she had been
burnt, horribly burnt : how much so you may
guess from the supple dissimulation of such a Ijold

clear-\-isaged girl. She conquered the sneers of the
world in her soul : but her sensitive skin was yet
alive to the pangs of the scorching it had been sub-

jected to when weak, helpless, and betrayed by
Evan, she stood with no jjhilosophic jiarent to

cry fair play for her, among the skilful torturers of

Elburne House.
Sir Franks had risen and walked to the

Avindow.
" News ?

"
said Lady Jocelyn, wheeling round

in her chair.

The one eyebrow up of the easy-going baronet

signified trouble of mind. He finished his third

perusal of a letter that appeared to be written in a

remarkably plain legal hand, and looking as men
do when their intelligences are just equal to the

comprehension or expression of an oath, handed
the letter to his wife, and observed that he shoiild

be found in the library. Nevertheless, he waited
first to mark its eflfect on Lady Jocelyn. At one

part of the dociiment her forehead wrinkled

slightly.
"Doesn't sound like a joke !

" he said.

She answered ;

"No."
Sir Franks, apparently quite satisfied by her

ready response, turned on his heel and left the

room quickly.
An hour afterwards it was rumoui-ed and con-

firmed that Jidiana Bonner had walled all the

worldly property she held in her own right, com-

prising Beckley Court, to Mr. Evan Harrington, of

Lymport, tailor. An abstract of the will was
forwarded. The lawyer went on to say, that he
had conformed to the desire of the testatrix in

communicating the existence of the aforesaid

will six days subsequent to her death, being the

day after her funeral.

There had l)een railing and jeering at the

Countess de Saldar, the clever outwitted ex-

posed adventui'ess in Elljui-ne House and Beckley
Coiirt. What did the crowing cleverer aristocrats

think of her now ?

On Rose the blow fell bitterly. Was Evan also

a fold schemer? Was he of a piece ^vith his

intriguing sister ? His close kinship with the

Countess had led her to think baseness possible to

him when it was confessed by his own mouth
once. She heard black names cast at him and the

whole of the great Mel's brood, and incapable of

quite disbelieving them merited, imable to chal-

lenge and rebut them, she dropped into her recent

state of self-contempt : into her lately-instilled
douljt whether it really was in Nature's power,
unaided by family-portraits, coats-of-arms, ball-

room practice, and at least one small phial of

Essence of Society, to make a Gentleman.
That evening Ferdinand had another chance.

He begged her not to be upset by the family mis-

fortune, assuring her that his own position would

shield her from considerations of that kind. She
listened to him, understanding him well. Perhaps—for he was coaxing soft under evening inllucucc8—the fatal kiss might then have lieen given, but
he, bending his head to her just as the moon
slipped over an edge of cloud, the tides of an old
emotion began to roU in her bosom, and, by a
sudden turn of the head, she received liis lips on
the shield of her clieek. Love saw the danger. To
Ferdinand's amazement anrl disgust, liosc grasiied
his hand, and in her frankest voice wished him

good-night.
(To be co)xtinved.)

"WESTWARD HO !

A BUSTLE at the basin comnnmicating with the

river, the cheery cries of toiling seamen, the
metallic clank of the revolving capstan, and occa-

sional brief stem words of command, announcing
some event of interest, I hastened to join the

crowd of curious spectators.
The Albatross was about to take wing for a

Transatlantic port, freighted, not with the textile

skill of Manchester, or subtle strength of Sheffield,

but with hundreds of precious human souls whom
fair, but unhappy Ireland, could no longer feed or

shelter—outcasts from the Ark urging their reluc-

tant flight across the heaAnng waters in quest of

some emergent Ararat ;
—

poor unfledged nestlings,

remorselessly turned out into the pitiless weather

by the parent bird to shift for themselves—scant

of feather, inexperienced, apprehensive and
forlorn !

Yet strangers to each other, but united by the

tie of a common misfortune and equally dim

future, they clustered together on the littered

deck, regarding with vacant wonder the busy
seamen, whom they ignorantly persisted in ob-

structing ; listening apathetically to their remon-

strances, looking vaguely on the scenes about to

pass away for ever ;
their thoughts meanwhile

being far distant in the hovel of their birth, and

with the desolate loved ones.

Partings there were few; most of the adven-

turers had already past through tliat ordeal : what

grief there might be was subilued—manifested

chiefly by a dejected silence, by the occasion.il

utterance of an invohmtary
" Wirra !

"
or by a

heavy sigh from some sad-eyed woman. There

were none of the tearfid farewells—the convulsive

embraces of suppressed emotion, or unrestrained

wailings of feeble self-abandonment, so painful to

the accidental spectator. Some few of niorc buoy-

ant temperament had merged regrets in cheerful

antici])ations, or had become oblivious of the sad

past and uncertain future in contemjd.ating th«-

novelty of the immediate present, and had a light

jest and easy smile at any one's sen-ice. Occa-

sionally one might be descried who had sought a

temporary Lethe in the bottle, but these were

exceptional cases; poverty enforcing temperance

where perchance principle or prudence might not

have restrained.

At length, freed from restraint, the AlbatroiW

slowly glfdcd into the turbid river, tlie flutt<»ring

topsails were sheeted home, while tlie mu.«ical

ripple round the prow directed seaward told that
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the voyage had commenced, and the former workl
had past away. A i)anse of silent suspense ensued,
into which was compressed an infinity of tremulous

thought, while the emigrants wistfully regarded
the receding shore ; then, a kmdly cheer of fare-

well arose from the symijathising spectators,

whereto, catching at the pretext to relieve their

overburthened bosoms, they responded by a shout,
meant to express defiant resolution, but subsiding
into a dolorous wail. Thus they departed to the

promised land.

When the last rope linking the vessel to the

English shore had been cast off, she virtually
ceased to belong to our world otherwise than in

vision, and was as disconnected from us in reality
as though oceans rolled between. When she

vanished in the haze with her precious freight, she

passed from the material present into a region of

shadow whereon the mind speculates painfidly.
What fortunes may lietide those ocean wanderers,
and will they ever emerge again from that lower
world?

Let Fancy accompany the exiles on their voyage
to that western land whither they hasten, discon-

tented with the present, and perchance too confi-

dent in the future.
• While those of the ruder sex are disconsolately

eyeing the receding shore, the associates of their

fortiines are below arranging for their comfort.

The darkness of that nether Hades — whence
exhale so many sighs

—is dimly lighted by occasi-

onal lanterns, sullenly swinging from the beams,
as if to measure the hours of imprisonment, like

the pendidum oscillating by a couch of anguish.
The atmosphere is murky, thick, and redolent of

bilge water and other marine odours, that seem
the proper emanation of those sickly flames, with-
out the aid of which, however, extrication would
have been hopeless from the perplexity of trunks,

barrels, and chests of unmanageable dimensions,
that block up the narrow 7)assages running fore

and aft. The berths on either hand, tier above

tier, are confusedly littered with the scanty bed-

ding and sordid attire of their proprietors ;
fresh

loaves have been hastily thriist into Sunday hats—
pats of butter are imperfectly hidden in old shoes—kettles protrixde from the thin covert of the
blankets—and ]>lack bottles shyly retire from the
treacherous light into remote corners. The poor
household stuff suggests mom-nfid reflections on
that poverty whereof these mean trifles are the

all, and on the insatiability of the desires whereto
so little is absolutely needed. Yet, oiit of these

scanty elements will the wives and daughters of

the exiles form the semblance of a home, and find
a temporary happiness. Woman, whatever sky
be above us, only thy love can give us that !

Amid this chaos, here and there wander men in

hopeless quest of missing baggage, children are
niched in berths silently munching furtive apples,
•women are weeping uncomplainingly while mak-
ing the most of their poor furniture for the com-
fort of their families, pausing at times to invoke
some child that, indifferent to maternal anxiety,
has escaped to the upper air. On a barrel in
some retired nook is seated its owner, keeping
discreet watch over the safety of all his earthly
possessions, contemplating the anxious scene with

calmness, and solacing himself with an aromatic

pipe.
As day slowly wanes, one by one,

" the boys
"

reluctantly descend with ashy faces, and cast

themselves despairingly down anywhere, mutely
appealing for relief to the suffering women. Night
descending veils their anguish, but with night
arrive new distresses.

As the Albatross proceeds down the Channel,
the breeze freshens, and veering to the westward,
renders it necessary to shorten sail and make all

snug for the night
—a nautical jirocediu-e contem-

jjlated with ignorant alarm by those passengers
able to raise their aching heads. AVhen the
rediiced topsails rise again, and the ship is brought
suddenly to the wind, a collision ensues and
shakes the gigantic frame, followed by a deafening
crash and a universal wail below, as though the

end of all things had arrived.

Amid a breathless chorus of Paters and Aves,
tremidous hands grope eagerly for matches, w^hich

flash in all directions to the great amusement of

Jack who is scpiinting down the hatchway. On
the reappearance of lights all things seem to have
drifted to leeward into ruin and annihilation.

Crockery has been reduced to primeval dust—
boxes have betrayed their sorry secrets, and barrels

have resigned their stores. Loud is the lamentation

over a destruction caused by lack of care, or over

the personal injuries received. Cornelius hashad his

footjammed. Mollyhaslostafavouritetooth. Larry
has innocently acquired a black eye, and Bridget has

sprained her thumb. These calamities, however
much to be regretted, have the good effect of

diverting the sufferers from needless alarm, and

prompting healthy exertion. Some feeble efforts

at arrangement are made, and exhausted by
varied emotions, they relapse into torpor which is

not repose.
The morrow's sun flashes on a landless sea

flecked with foam by the keen breeze, which,

though it may give zest to the rude fare of Jack

recovering from the effects of late enjoyment, has
a diametrically opposite action on the exiles. A
few convulsive attempts are made to cook coffee,

generally issuing in melancholy failure, much to

the amiisement of the Sea-Tritons, who, possessing
' ' duj-a ilia

"
themselves, have no bowels of com-

passion for distresses w'hereto they are not

subject.
Some days elapse ere the emigrants are fami-

liarised with the novelty and discomfort of their

position. x\s each berth is designed to acccom-

modate five guests, their joint contributions form-

ing a common bed, many are broixght into dis-

agreeably close relations with utter strangers that

delicacy revolts against. When different sexes

are thus mixed, as frequently occurs, the outrage
on the modesty of the reluctant women needs no
comment. Constant exjjosure to the observation

of strange men generates immodesty—even the

reluctant knowledge of impurities pollutes the soul—the imwholesome atmosphere irretrievably taints

those who have once breathed it.

From this enforced association, however, clearer

knowledge is acquired in a few days of the true

natures of new acquaintance than is ordinarily

possible in genteel society, where decorum prevents
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other than accidental glimpses of the serene

heights or dark abj'sses fauiiliar to tlic souls of

others. Circumstances demand much gentleness
and mutual forbearance from the voyagers, and
those who are wise display them, if not from
natural kindliness, yet from discreet regard for

their own comfort
;
but tliere are natures so in-

nately evil, or so unhappily uncultured, as to

l)refer rendering those around them miserable, and
such tind ample material for hourly contention

within the narrow limits of their berths.

As they recover from sea-sickness, the thoughts
of the voj'agei's, after so long abstinence, revert

fondly to culinary matters. There is no lack of

provision : beside then- private store of ])otatoes,

oatmeal, &c., the ship is legally Ijound to furnish

a periodical allowance, and many artifices are used
to obtain an undue share of these provisions,
which are seldom used unless the private stock

has been improvidently exhausted. The Vv'anton

waste by those—most of whom have kiio\\-n in

their own land the direst extremity of huugei-
—is

astonishing. From some occidt reason the Celtic

peasant does not relish the white pilot-bread.
" I doesn't like the feel of it under me tooth,"

says Dennis, while steadily demanding, in the idea

of "
getting the worth of his money," that which

he then tramples under foot.

When the instinct of hunger revives, the emotion

is general and profound. A continuous procession
ensues between the steerage and the galley of

persons bearing vessels indicating the nature of

their employment. Extremest caution is needed

in venturing to ap})roach the intermediate steps

thronged by the anxious votaries, each imploring
the bystander to abstain from touching the sacred

pot or kettle then beiug tremulously borne to the

expectant family. Below, whatever he the hour,
in some dark corner the steam is rising from a pot
of "praties," around which cluster a select few,

whose tastes are simple as their api^etites are

keen.

The cooking-ranges on deck are now the general
resort for business or amusement. There, white-

armed Xorah bewitches all beholders by the shy

grace wherewith she fries a rasher
; there, Larry

Kegan, that spruce young bachelor, under pretext
of lighting his dudeen, whis^jers sweet flattery to

the dark-eyed coUeen, whose blushes belie her

feigned and decorous displeasure ; there, while the

pot is boiling, jNlrs. Malony claims sympathy for

matrimonial distresses ; Mrs. O'Halloran ostenta-

tiously sighs over vanished wealth
;
and precocious

children await ojiportunities for petty theft or

mischief.

Many are the quarrels about priority of claims

to the iise of the lii-es. At times the anger of the

disputants vents itself otherwise than in vitupera-

tion, and the single combat frequently changes in

a twinkling into a general melee, wherein each

idler hastens to take part. The officers are at

times obliged to separate the combatants at i>er-

sonal hazard, though occasionally the "
heady

current of the fight
"

is so strong and impetuous
that only a copious deluge from the fire-engine

can (piell it. It is needless to say that Jack and

his comrades witness these little passages of arms

with huge delight.

[

There is abundant opportunity f.>r indulg<>no«
in those mutual cjulidcuces that the imp'"
voyagers incline to. Tlie glories of former .

are homerically told, mysterious games arc played
with greasy cards, Jacobite songs are sung, littlo

amatory scenes occur, and tlie smoke of number-
less i)ipes ascends from the liatches, or broodi) in
an odoriferous cloud below. The Celt never loses

that factious spirit to which most of his misfor-

tunes are in some degree attributable
;
and liero,

where common misery shouM induce amity and

kindly feeling, all those party distinctions re-ap-
. pear that had embittered his former life. What-
I ever else may have perished, hate survives, and
constitutes the background of the jticture. I'aoist

and Protestant, Wliig and Tory, North and South,

play their little antics on this narrow proscenium
i
as earnestly and vindictively as before in Ireland,
and generate continuous ill-will and frequent

fights.

From the jjrevious habits of its tenants, ere tlie

passage is over the steerage becomes as lilthy as

might be expected from their personal uncleanli-

ness. Ablutions are rare
;
what linen there ia

j

assumes that hue eupliemistically termed Isabeau,
I and vermin familiar to man so disgustingly abound,
that no care can exempt the fastidious from their

attack.

The monotony of sea life is tlisagi-eeably varied

by an occasional gale, to the great alarm of the

passengers, and delight of Jack and his comrades,
who assume a contemptuous sujiuriority to them,

very amusing and not altogetlier unmerited, for

the relations of the sexes seem here to be strangely
reversed—the women exhibiting far more courage,

energy, and endurance than the men. The prt-tty

alarm that the dangers of the seas may elicit from

the girls seems coquettishly assumed for the occa-

sion ; and while the husband yields to immanly

despondency, his delicate wife is frc(piently seen

toiling for her family, and cheering them up, in a

way demanding admiration.

But these endurances have at length an en<L

Hurried preparations for dei)arturc are made, and

all array themselves in holiday attire, for the

eaniest seamen are arranging the anchors and

chains to guard against those casualties i»eculiar

to the coast. The ocean has lost the serene axiiro

tint, suggestive of mysterious tlepths ; the purple

cloud on the western horizon deepens before the

advancing prow, and is rapidly resolved into the

Jersey Highlands ;
from the multitu.le of sails

that Heck the smootli surface, like a Hight of snowy
sea-fowl rocked to slumber by its rhythniical

undidations, one approaching yields a sallow pilot,

regarded Avith as much interest and awe asth<ni'.;h

he had descended from some higher sphere Ex-

with nalre
l)ectation, standing on tiptoe, .-surveys

wonder the vdlas half hidden by foliage amid the

green hollows of Staten Island, the deliant cannon

of Fort Hamilton, or, glancing across the gleaming

bay, admires the brilliant city antl the surnuiiiding

forest of shijiping. Among these the Albatiiiss

alighting, folds her wearied wings, is moored to a

wharf in the Hudson Uiver, the voy.iL''-
•- ""'" ''•

and they too are in Arcatlia.

We follow the fortunes of t
"'

immigrants who will have to .
.

• X-
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gi-imy, ser^•ile labour for subsistence, even in

Arcadia.

Attired in jauntily worn but battered hats,

brass buttoned blue dress-coats, of the era of the

gracious George IV., corduroy continuations,

worsted hose, and huge brogues, worthy of the

admiration of the sedate American ; imder the

officious guidance of the predatory tribe usually

besetting strangers, they reach those dens of the

poor Irish that the authorities have vainly sought
to cleanse. In all the large American cities the

incautious stranger is apt to stumble imawares on

some fold neighbourhood, which—after escaping
from the impure intricacies wherein he was en-

tangled, as in the cunning meshes of a net—he

ascertains to be the abode of negroes, Irish, and
the other Paiiahs of society. As in some parts of

Europe and the East a particidar qiiarter of a city
is allotted to the Jewish tribe, which the Gentiles

scrupulously avoid, so, in Arcadia, the Irish have

their approjjriate Ghetto ;
and thither those unwary

passengers by the Albatross, who are withovit

friends to welcome them to the New World and
receive them to their homes, are led to be pillaged.

Keceived by the host vntli a facile smile as

treacherous as the many tinted radiance of the

decanters ostentatiously adorning the bar, which
is essential in these establishments, the strangers
abandon themselves to enjoyment. But all plea-
sures fade, and a few days exhaust at once their

means and the graciousness of their entertainer.

Spurred by his taunts they look aroimd for em-

ployment, and learn with surprise that, to those

constituting the mass of the immigi'ants, it is as

difficidt of attainment in New York as in Dublin.

As the larder of a Spanish inn, while promising so

much, yields on investigation only ^jkh y uevos,

bread and eggs ; so, beyond their readiness and
need to work, their qualifications are generally

expressible in one word—muscle.

As the Celt is gregarious and prone to herding
with his folk in the sqiialid recesses, of towns in

place of inhaling pure country air, the pauper
popiUation of the great American cities receives

constant accessions of those who prefer dwelling
in a state of indolent and vicious destitution—
alarming to the statesman and philanthropist

—to

earnest and systematic exertion. These depend
on fortuitous labour round the docks and markets,
and may be foimd drinking poisonous liquors,
when they have money, at vile groggeries

—
feeding

al fresco on broken victuals, and burrowing at

night like rats in some dilapidated building, or

reposiug in the markets or on the wharves.

Some, more thrifty and decorous, gradually !

insinuate themselves into permanent emplojnnent.
j

Larry is invested with the charge of a dray or
\

hand-cart ; Con ascends a hackney-coach box
;

'

Dennis is initiated into the Plutonian mysteries of

a foundry ; Micky devotes himself to stone cutting ;

and Phelim sweats under the biu-den of the hod.
These attain in time a more or less reputable
status as citizens

; they marry and beget children ;

they carouse after their laboui-s
; they take a

riotous share in municipal afi'airs, and show their

fitness for political liberty by selling their votes to

the best bidder. On gala days, attended by a
brass band, and armed as the law directs, they

parade under the Irish flag in the showy uniform
of that gallant volunteer corps, the "Irish Green;"
they vituperate the Protestantism of their tolerant

fellow-citizens
; they howl patriotically for war

with tyrannical England ; they contribute lavishly
to support their clergy ;

and dying in the odour of

sanctity, they are succeeded by sons ignorant and
narrow-minded as themselves.

Others turn ^vith distaste from the restraints of

iirban life. Murtough, tying up his few chattels

in a kerchief, turns his back contemptuously on
the busy city ; and, cutting a "bit ov a shtick

"

from the first hedge, with a short black pipe in

his moiith, trusting like the young ravens to

Providence for his food, he seeks fresh fields and

pastures new. Little knots of these "boys" are

frequently to be seen in the interior, in the enjoy-
ment of a desolate freedom, leailing a careless

gipsy life, part predatory, part eleemosynary :

reposing at noon under shady trees with their

pipes in their mouths, and at night slumbeiing

sweetly in accidental barns. Murtough travels

thus from village to factory, from canal to rail-

road, ready to tiirn his hands to any drudgery.
He seldom remains long in one place, he knows
not the endearments of a home, but leads a

vagrant, animal existence, without books or

enlightenment ; living from hand to mouth by
hardest labour, varied by an occasional ferocious

fight or wild caroiise ; generous but reckless,

until, his fine physical frame exhaiisted by toil

and irregular habits, he expires in some pubhc
hospital or on the road-side, and is interred like a

beggar. Sad end to so much that was noble !

KepeUed by the hardships of such a career,

with the Celtic aptitude to arms, others sigh for

military comfort. Tall, athletic, and good-looking,
Brian finds no difficiilty in enlisting ;

is arrayed in

the blue imiform of the Republic, shown how to

discriminate between his hands, taught to face to

the right or left, and is marched to glory. Here
his wants are abundantly provided for without

trouble to himself : the pay is liberal, the duties

not too onerous ;
if the discipline be severe, the

morality is agi'eeably lax ; little peccadillos that

affect only himself are viewed more leniently than

in civil life : provided he punctiliously respects
the articles of war, and infringe not the military

code, keeping wisely on the windy side of the

law, Brian may drink, wench, gamble, and fight
withoiit reproof. So fascinating is this easy life,

that the Irish constitute half of the American

army, and thus contribute directly to the aggran-
disement of the State.

The simj^le agricultural hfe is imattractive to

the Celt. He is repelled by toils reqiiiring

patience and forethought so foreign to his nature.

Rural scenes charm him not ;
he shuns solitude,

and is superstitiously averse to that austere shadow
and silence of the vast American forests grateful
to earnest and reflective minds.

Perhaps compelled to fly from cities by some

misunderstanding with his old enemy the law,
Patrick may occasionally retreat to the frontier,

and, boldly sqiiatting anywhere, apply himself,

imder the sjuir of necessity, to clearing a small

patch of ground, and erecting thereon a sheltering
hovel. This effected, he sits down to enjoy him-
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self imder his viue and fig-tree for the rest of his
life. His uegligeut husbandry easily obtains from
the \drgiu soil wherewithal to support his family
in rude abundance, and even to barter for the

whisky and toljacco requisite to his enjoyment.
But beyond this he has no care, and appreciates
none of the refinements or necessities of civihsa-

tiou. He has too much leism-e to be thrifty, the

industry of man being in an inverse ratio to the

bounty wherewith nature satisfies his wants.
Thus the cabin becomes dila}iidated, the fences
are neglected, the ]iigs browse luxuriously on the

cabbages ; while Pat smokes his pipe before the

door, and gazes curiously on the wayfarers,
indifferent to the shrill objm-gations of his slatternly

spouse, or the future of his bare-footed imps, who
are already the pests of the neighbourhood.
The travellers on the ]Mississipj)i may frequently

observe upon its margin, under the immediate
shadow of the Cottonwood and cypresses, mourn-

fully awaiting the havoc of the axe and ravage of

the annual flood, a fragile tenement formed of a
few loose pine boai-ds inclined against a withered
tree. The tenant of that modest home has cut
the piles of firewood that the steamer stays her
earnest speed and for awhile intermits her thick
breath to receive. Like the drift wood left by
the receding stream, to wither in the sun or rot

in the sickly shade, and change into new forms of

vegetable life, so has some luckless Celt been cast

upon that shore to supply the necessities of com-
merce at the cost of life. His attenuated form and
uncertain gait indicate both the pestilential influ-

ences whereto he is exposed, and the fatal solace

whereto he has recourse in his wretched solitude.

The day is not distant when he will fail in appear-

ing to welcome the advancing vessel, or claim the

wonted fiery draught ;
but the carrion birds, sul-

lenly rising from their repast in the swampy
thicket, on the approach of the curious, will

reveal the cause of his absence.

The reader will be interested as to the fortunes

of the female passengers by the Albatross.

Shoidd no friends welcome them on arrival,

they seek domestic service, through the agency of

the numerous intelligence offices. American
women generally despise, and reluctantly under-

take, servile duties, lea\dng them to be mo-

nopolised in the north by Irish, more to theii* own
satisfaction than to that of their mistresses, who
are eloquent in abuse ; but, rememl^eriug that

elsewhere also servants are proverbially
" the

greatest plague of life," we hesitate in confinning
their complaints.

Factory employment the immigi-ants rarely
resort to, from dishke to the attendant restraints.

^Many acquire houses of their own ere their youth
has faded, and give sous to the Republic. The
Americans attribute to them a somewhat lax

morality, and it cannot be concealed that the

demoralising influences of the passage render many
notoriously unchaste.

The inquiring reader demands whether the

Celtic peasantry have benefited by change of

clime ?

In some respects, yes. They have added to

their material comforts, and are never exposed to

actual want. But, they have not availed them-

selves of the social advantages open to them.
They remain intolerant, illiterate, and factioiw.

They never associate or assimilate with the
children of the soil. They bring into Arcadia all

the antipathies of their former life and ac(|uir.-
others. As formerly they hated the .SaxouM, thiy
now hate the "na-<('wv(," and the averaiou u
mutual.

The Americans assert, that "
any indirect

benefit derived from the access of these ' liewenj
of wood and drawers of water,' is countorbalanced

by admission of the elements of discord into the

Republic—of intolerance into religion^-of ran-
cour into foreign relations—of venality and riot

into elections—of vice and pauperism into the

large cities of the Union."
The late political associations, the Native Ame-

rican and Knownothing parties, were designed to

counteract these evils, attributed to the Irish

element of the poindation, by rigidly excluding
either Irish or Catholics from participation in

political power, but the only result has been to

exasperate previous animosities.

Whatever be the truth or the falsity of the

American charges, it should be remembered tliat

prosperity has always its comjjcnsating evils, and
that while enjoying the one, the Americans can-

not entirely fi-ee themselves of the others. If

the development of the resources of the Republic
is in a great measure due to immigration, they
miist manfully accept its inseparable accompani-
ments.

The interfusion of this Irish element imbued
with a frantic hatred of England, requires, how-

ever, serious considerations here, for it exercises a

most malevolent influence on our relatif)ns with

America. The Celto-American press pamlers to

this prevalent feeling in its constituents by

preaching a crusade against England, in and out

of season. Now this is of very serious imjiort

to us even now, and there is no saying to what

giant stature and capabilities of evil this national

hate may grow, thus industriouslj' fomented by

demagogues for then- jjrivate benefit. H<iwever

averse to this policy the American may be, dis-

posed to regard with a kindly eye the land of hia

fathers, dear to him fi'om community of interests

and feeling, yet, this constant vituperation insen-

sibly influences him, profits by any accidental

occurrence to irrit;ite him, and cunningly appeals

at all moments to the elements of his worsen

nature. Should these agencies not sullicc, yet,

the Irish element, recei\-ing constant accessions to

its numerical strength, may eventually attain the

desired end by outrotiinj him I

Quod Dii Avertite ! Francis Mortox.

TENBY.

"Where shall we go this summer?" is the

question most commonly put by her Majesty's

heges at this time of the year
—

l»y the gay, but

pale-faced London family, satiated witli the round

of perpetual parties
—the hard working clorgjTnan

who feels unusually "Monday-ish," and con.«idera

that his throat recpiires a coui-se of sea air—the

merchant and clerk, ]>ining for a cc^s.ntion from the

monotonous circle of account-books and Knlgcr
—
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the Paterfamilias, with whom it is a point of

honour to shut iip his house once a year, and take

his Penates for a dip in the sea—the University

man, possessed with the mysterious notion that

he ought to join a reading party—the okl fogey,
who only goes to watering-places because other

lieople go—the geologist, who takes down his

beloved hammer, rixsty with a winter's idleness—
the botanist, whom the discovery of a new fern

will make happy for a twelvemonth, or the zoolo-
" '

AU
gist: dreaming of rare and miraculous actinia\

join in the same cry, and hold considtations, at

which the merits of the various watering places
are discussed. Brighton, too fast— Worthing,
too dear—Ventnor, too hot—Torquay, too many
invalids, and so on. I would recommend all un-

certain parties to drive to Paddington, take a

ticket to Narberth Road, and^^sit Tenby, as sweet

a spot as any in England or Wales. My earliest

associations of watering-places date from Tenby,
and althoiigh since then I have seen almost every
one in England and AVales, I return to my first

The Castle, Teabv.

love, in the strong conviction, that it excels all

others. First appearances go a long way, and
from whichever side Tenby is apjiroached, whether

by water from Bristol or Ilfracombe, or by land
from JSTarberth and Pembroke, it looks well, owing
to the peculiarity and beauty of its situation. A
peninsula of lofty limestone rocks runs seaward
with a graceful curve, backed up on the laud-side

by wooded rising ground, and terminating in a

rugged and abrupt pi'omontory. The town and
suburbs pi-esent a singularly beautifid appearance

from the bay, as they follow the line of clifl's, the

most prominent object being the slender spire of

the church, which is for many miles a conspicuous
landmark for Channel ships. The terraces and

houses nestling down to the water's edge, look so

gay and bright, that were it not for the ruins of

the old castle, one would be tempted to set it down
as a place of yesterday. That would be a mistake,

however, for few, if any, watering places in Eng-
land can boast of such antifpiit3\

Its origin is popularly asci-ibed to a colony of
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Flemisli clothiers, driven from their o^yn homes by
an inundation, in the reign of Henry I., who was

glad enough to have such a solid and industrious

race settled down here
; but even before the arrival

of these strangers, it was a flourishing fishing

village, known as "
Dyncych y Pyscoed," or the

Precipice of Fishes.

Tenby was at its greatest, however, in the time
of Henry VIT. and YIII., the former of whom
deigned to make use of the castle as an asylum,
while he was waiting to escape to Brittany, which
he eventually did by the help of White, a wealthy
merchant. The town was well garrisoned and
fortified during the alarm of the Spanish Armada,
and a considerable portion of the walls and ruined

towers are still in good preservation, particularly
on the south-west and north-west sides, which
afford an agreeable walk. The lounge of Tenby,

par excellence, is the Ca.stlo Hill, a rugged pro-
montory almost surrounded by the Va, and
crowned by the ruins of the keci).
A person must be hard to ].le:i.se, if he cannot

enjoy a summer's afternoon bore at high-water,
when he can lie on the grass and lazily watch the
waves as they come rolhng in, to break with im-

petuous disapj)ointment on the water-worn cliffs

below
; when he can cast his eyes, almost without

moving, over the wide sweep of Carmarthen liay,
with its graceful outlines of hills dotted here and
there with white villages, and terminated by the

fantastic point of Wortu's Head (up which I

have many a time seen the breakers dashing,

though at a distance of twenty miles), when the

strains of the music (though not always of irre-

proachable tune), float pleasantly on the car,

mingled with the hum of voices and the deep

Teuby from the liigli ground.

boom of the breakers—Verily, I say, if a man
cannot be happy under such circumstances, he

does not deserve to live.

The ruins of the Castle are not extensive, and

consist principally of the keep, a small round

tower, with a square one attached to it, and com-

manding from the summit a view of the other

watch-tower, which gave to the town the alarm of

an approach by land. One of these is still re-

maining on a hill near Ivy Tower, above the

road to Pater, and there is a second on the Bur-

rows : a third and fourth on Windmill Hill and

the Eidgeway have been destroyed. Besides the

walls and the keep, the antiqiiarian may examine

the church, which contains a singular west door-

way, a beautifiU flight of steps leading to the altar,

and a cTiriously carved wooden roof, known by
architects as a cradle roof. There are also some

good monuments, amongst which is one in me-

mory of the Whites, the wealthy merchants afore-

said, who helped Henry of Eichmond out of the

kingdom.

But, perhaps, gentle reader, you, turn up your
nose at antiipiities, and all such old-fashioned I :• .

and go in for the "ologies." If you arc a z....;..

gist, then, explore the rugged cliffs and roc^ses of

St. Catherine's Island at low wati-r, and do not

get too much engrossed with your occupation ;
for

I have known some people look up from their

actiuia% and make the i)leasing discovery that the

tide had riseu, and cut them off fiom the shore,

thus reducing them to s])cnd

than they liked on the island,

be struck with the foliated

limestone strata, which has

action of countless breakers

several hours mon?
The geologist will

appearance of the

been woni bj' the

into fantastic forms

and caverns. In the rock b.n^insleft by the retrcit-

ing tide, the admirers of zoophytes will find here

employment for many a long day, as also at the

Monkstone Eock (which stands out isolatwl on the

North Sands), and on the cliffs round by Giltir and

Lydstep.
To the south of Tenby, the coast dwindles down

into sand burrows, but again rises to a considerable
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lieiglit at tlie headland of Ciiltar Point, beyond
whieli the pedestrian will find a slight diiiiculty in

the shape of lofty precipices and deep water, so

that he must clamber np the rocks as best he can,

and keep along the edge of the down to Prond
Giltar.

About a mile from land is one of the great
Bristol Channel islands, that of Caldy, which is a

favourite water exciu-sion from Tenby for those

who are fond of boating. C'aldy Island is of con-

siderable extent, and at low water is connected by
a ridge of rocks with St. IMargaret's. Moreover
it is inhabited by the lord of the manor, Mr.

Kynaston, M'hose modern house is incorporated
with a more ancient building, probably the ruins

of a monastic establishment, which formerly
existed here. The light-house here is a great lion

for visitors, and a great boon to mariners, for it

lights up a particularly dangerous part of the

Channel highway. The brethren of the hammer
will find here a fair show of limestone fossils, and
an interesting junction of the carboniferous and
old red sandstone formations, while at a place called

Eel Point bones of animals have been discovered.

For those parties with whom water excursions

disagree, there are plenty of places to be visited in

the neighbourhood of Tenbj% and plenty of means
for x-isiting them. All day long, carriages are

rattling about the streets and terraces, from the

stylish-looking bi-eak down to the funny little one-

horse "chays," which are indigenous to the town,
and very abundant. On the road to Penally
and Lydstep Caverns, you may meet scores of

these small vehicles going down-hill (particularly

Windpipe Lane), at a pace wonderful to behold,
and turning the corners (of which there are many)
in a glorioxis uncertainty as to what may be meet-

ing them. Penally is a charming little village,
about a couple of miles off, placed on a well-

wooded rising ground, and containing a pictur-

escpie church and some crosses in the churchyard,
which is said to have been the resting place of

Saint Teilo, the patron saint of LlandafF. A very
pious saint was he, and a politic, for it is recorded

of him, that after his death, three churches, ^^z.,

Llandafi', Penally, and Llandeilo dispiited with each

other as to the ownership of his bones, and not

being able to settle the point satisfactorily,

agreed to petition the saint to reveal himself to

the church which really possessed them. He
listened graciously to theii- prayer, and un-

willing to disappoint such zealous disciples,
showed himself in three separate but similar

bodies, one for each church, to their great joy and
exultation.

A little before you come to Penally, there is,

close to the road-side, a curious cavern, known
as Hoyle's Mouth. It is in the limestone rock,
and has been actually explored for a distance of

159 feet. For those who are fond of wriggling
themselves in ixncomfortable attitudes through
narrow passages, this is just the place to suit

them : only, visitors must be careful not to

penetrate too far, or they may find that they
emerge into daylight again at Pembroke Castle—
so runs the legend, which doubtless was cur-

rent before the days of geological research, which

unfortunately for the subterranean passages,

that the Eidj long elevatedshoAvs us tliat tlie liidgeway, a

upthrow of old red sandstones, intervenes between

the two places, and thus renders the communi-
cation impossible.
A very favourite excursion is that through

Penally and Lydstep to Manorbeer Castle, one of

the finest examples in the whole coimtry of a

fortified castellated residence. Indeed, strong as

it is, it was built more for defence than offence, and

contains more traces of a domestic character

than any of the castles round. Here old Giral-

dus Cambrensis was born, the famous historian

of Wales and the travelhng companion of Arch-

bishop Baldwyn in his preaching tour. He has

left a glowing description of the splendours of

Manorbeer, its gardens, terraces, and fish-ponds,

the remains of which are still visible, but Ichabod I

their glory has departed. The church, too, is the

most extraordinary edifice that can be imagined.
All the Pembrokeshire churches, particularly in

the southern portion of the coimty, are marked,

architecturally speaking, by a peculiarly rude and

massive style, which sought to combine the church

with a defensive post, if needs were ;
for in those

times the necessity for defence occurred again and

again. But Manorbeer church, besides presenting
this feature, is remarkable for the odd irregularity
of its outline, as though the different parts had
been plunged down in a heap, and tacked on to

each other, any how.
It would take too long to enumerate all the dif-

ferent objects worth ^dsiting near Tenby—Stack-

pole Coui-t, with its splendid gardens
—Saint

Gowan's well, with its ruined chapel
—the Stack

Piock—Pembroke, with its glorious round tower—
Lamphey Palace, where the Bishop of Saint David's

lived like a country gentleman ;
and Llawhawden

Castle, where he lived lilie a fighting baron, and
from the roof of which the wicked Bishop Barlow
stole the lead to enable him to marry off" his five

plain daughters. Verily, is not the history of

all these written in the chi-onicles of the Tenby
Guide ? G. P. Bevan.

THE PARENTAGE OF A SUNBEAM.

Of all the heads the sun shines down upon, the

most are far too busy or too idle to think much
about him, except vaguely as the great source of

light and heat, whose morning appearance sets

the world astu% and evening disappearance stills

the din, and leaves the world to rest. What is it

that so beneficently rules over us, subduing and

enriching our earth with the shining host of

sunbeams ? Is it a great globe of fire, or disc of

light, put there solely for the benefit of the earth

and her companion planets ? or has it a life of its

own, so to speak, movement, change, ceaselessly
active forces ?

If we want to know the size of a distant object,
we must first find how far off it is. We know
familiarly that its apparait posifjon depends upon
the situation of the observer ; that if we walk
half a mile, the chvirch steeple which was in one

direction at starting, seems in quite another now.
If it be a very near object, a small change of posi-
tion will displace it

;
but if of such magnitude—a

distant mouutaia, say
—as to be seen a long way
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ofi. we uiaj- shift our own i>lace considerably
Avitliout its apparent iiosition being altered. This

simj)lc fact lies at the root of all the knowledge
attained respecting the distance, size, and motion
of the heavenly bodies ; and goes scientifically by
the name of parallax. By means of it the sun's

distance has been ascei'tained with as imich cer-

tainty as if a rule coidd be laid along to measure

it. To arrive, indeed, at perfect acciu'acy, more
recondite means have been and still are adopted.
Witness the recent astronomical expedition to

Chili, sent liy the Americans to verify and rectify

the calculation by a series of observations of

Venus. But these are niceties important only to

astz'onomers. It has been said that the Condor

eagle coidd fly round the earth in a week if helped

by favouring winds. That kingly bird woidd
have to spread his wings for nearly seventy-three

years to reach the sun, for the journey is ninety-
live millions of miles long. A simbeam does it in

about eight minutes.

The distance known, we can imderstand that it

was a comparatively easy task to find out the

actual size of the great parent who sends his

bright offspring to vivify we know not yet how

many worlds. It is as large as fourteen hundred

thousand globes like ours rolled into one. This

includes the atmospheres which surround the sun ;

and it is not at present known whether these

form so fractional a part of the entire bulk as does

the atmosphere of the earth. The size of the

solid glolje within that wonderfid light or photo-

sphere, which latter alone is what our eyes behold,

we do not know. There is one fact which may
perhaps indicate that the sun's atmospheres do

occupy a vast depth ; namely, that in proportion

to its bulk the sun is four times U<jhter than the

earth.

Each science has its own special class of diffi-

culties to contend with : fonnidable dragons guard-

ing the magician's castle. The chemist, the

meteorologist, stiU more the physiologist, are

baffled by the silence and secresy with which

uatm-e prepares hei- effects, and by the midtitude

of causes conspiring to or modifying one result.

The astronomer has, above all other students of

nature, to contend with the confused evidence the

senses give in regard to motion and position, fur-

nishing us not with facts at aU, Ijut only with the

materials out of which facts have slowly to be

elaborated. It took five or six thousand years to

ascertain whether om- earth move or the sun

move ; astronomy being throughout the whole

period more or less cultivated by one nation or

another.

We have not now to accotmt for the sun's vary-

ing apparent position. The great circle he with

irregular speed seems to describe, is the residt of

the earth's shiftings, and belongs therefore to a

study of the earth as a planet. But has he any

movements of his own ? A Dutchman, I'abricius,

was the first to find the answer ; by help of those

remarkable appearances, the spots on the sun, the

discovery of which may be reckoned one of the

first fruits of the telescope. For though they

had occasionally been seen by persons gifted with

rare powers of sigbt as early as the time of

Charlemagne, and before that by the Chinese, and

perhaps the Peruvians, no suapiciou of their real
nature had been aroiused ; nor could they be
observed long enough to deduce any kin.l .,f , ,,i,.

elusion from them.
Armed with their new inveniion, i ;.. ,

Fabricius, Galileo, and others, saw -
in-

spots ai)pear on the eastern limb of the buu, reach
the centre in ai.v or seven day.s, disa]>i>ear at the
western edge La seven more, and, after an interval
of nearly fourteen lays, reappear at the exst, to

repeat their course, Now these appearances could
be accounted for in two ways : either that the

spots are a part of the sun, and revolve with liim

on his axis, or that they are dark Ijodies at a very
short distance from the surface, travelling round
a motionless sim. Happily, besides these dark

spots, there are spots of li'jht, of especial bright-
ness. These, if they were independent bodies

revolving round the sun, woidd not disappear

immediately after ptissing the edge, lost in the

ligiit of the photosphere, as the dark spots would :

they would be seen a little longer. And that

this does not happen, is conclusive that they are

something belonging to the sun. Whilst the

earth takes only twenty-four hours, the sua takes

twenty -five days to revolve upon his axis, or there-

abouts, ^—for, owing to changes which take jilace

in the actual size and movements of the spots

themselves, the learned are not quite agreed as to

the exact period of rotation.

What arc the spots ? Astronomers have watched

them as anxiously as a mother watches her child's

face, in the hope they would reveal something of

what goes on beneath that mantle of flame which

envelopes the dark and solid globe. Every siwt is

carefully mapped down, its course followed, its

minutest change noted.. They do not appear on

all parts of the disc, but in two parallel zones on

both sides of the sun's eqiuator, in a position, in fact,

Avhich nearly corresponds with those regions of the

earth in which the trade-winds prevail. In dura-

tion they vary greatly. Some tlisappear in the

course of a single revolution. Others—but this is

i-are—have been known to last six or seven

mouths. Some years, the sun is scarcely a single

day free from them : in others, there will be none

on perhaps a hundred out of the tliree hundred

and sixty-five. These variations are periodical.

For five or sLx years the spots progressively

increase in number and sLze, and then for five or

I

six more diminish ;
after which they again l>egin

increasing. They have l)een on the increase for

the last five years, and will reach the maximum
'

this year. Not the least remark.ible featun- is

theii- enormous size. The earth might be Hung

through some of them without touching. Nay.

last summer, there were spots sixty thousand

miles across. -Yet they disappear with raj-idity,

closing up at the rate of a thousand miles a (by.
"
Closing up :" the expression implies that they

are an opening in something. That curtain of

flame, the photosphere, which surrounds the sun

I

as flame does the ^vick of a candle, is. l>y an

unknown cause, powerfid currents or atniosjihcnc

disturbances of some kind, reft asunder ; and u is

'

the body of the sun we have a glimpse of in that

dark spot. There it is, .lark and mystenou.'.. yet

J solid, actual. Little enough can be ni.nde out
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from this glimpse ; bitt it is something to set eyes

upon the very core of tlio solar system.
The black spot is generally surrounded by a

fringe brighter than the nucleus, though didl

comjjared with the adjoining surface. This fringe

(or i^enumbra) is also something seen through an

opening in the sun's outer luminous covering. It

is part of a dense, cloudy atmosphere, situated at

a vast depth below the surface of the photosphere :

a great cavity, in fact, with a floor of cloud.

But there is stLU another, a third covering of

the sun's ;
the existence of which is revealed

during a total eclipse of the sun. A circlet of

pale light is then seen surrounding the two

orbs, and in the midst of this sometimes rosy

peaks of enormoiis height,
—more than 40,000

miles high. This cu'clet, or corona, must be

something aerial, belonging either to the sun or

the moon. But the moon has no apjjreciable

atmosphere. It is then the sun's outermost cover-

ing,
—a transparent atmosphere Avith no light of

its own, but freely transmitting that of the photo-

sphere : and the crimson mountains are clouds in

it. This summer there has been an opportunity of

observing these and other interesting phenomena
in the eclipse that took place on the 18th of

July.

Dependent as our world is upon the sun, it is not

unreasonable to supijose we might feel some effect

from those solar disturbances of which the spots
are an evidence. Are our summers hotter, or our
winters colder, crops more abundant, or falls of

rain heavier, when spots prevail ? These are

points busily investigated, not yet cleared up.
But that there is a connection between the spots
and the magnetic state of the earth, General

Sabine, the able and energetic leader in this field

of inquiry (Terrestrial Magnetism), has established

beyond doubt. Last September, a very remark-
able fact was observed bj^ Mr. Carrington, of

Eeigate. He saw a s^^ot of intense brightness on
the sun, which endm-ed ten minutes ; and, a week
later, going to the Kew Observatory, foimd that

during those same ten minutes the magnets had

experienced most extraordinary deviations.

But not only does the sun, like his dependent
worlds, revolve upon an axis. Like them, too,
he moves obedient to a mighty infliieuce from

without, which draws him along at the rate, it is

believed, of about 400,000 miles a day,
—little

more than a quarter of the speed with which the
earth travels round him. Is he travelling in com-

pany with other suns nnind some great central

sun ? M. Maedler, the Prussian astronomer, has
devoted many years of his life to this abstruse

inquiry. He holds that the sun, with its attendant

planets, is advancing towards a point in the con-
stellation Hercides. The solar system, then, is

not flung aside into some corner of the universe," a law unto itself." It is bound up with other

systems, obeys the influence of other vaster
centres of force, and—how can we believe other-
wise ?—of life

;
and is to visit inconceivably

remote regions of space.
" If you ask me whether the sim is inhabited,"

said Arago, "I am bound to reply, 1 know
nothing about the matter. But if you say, can
the s\m be inhabited ? Yes, certainly : and that

too by beings of an organisation not wholly
unlike our own, is my answer." That dense and

cloudy inner atmosphere we have spoken of may
efl'ectually protect it from the dazzling light of

the photosphere, and conduct but little of its heat.

Besides, though we have called it an ocean of

flame, it is possible that the intensity of the light
and heat given out may be due to the enormous

depth of luminous matter
; so that the vividness

of any one particular film might not surpass that

of an Aiu'ora Borealis. So said Sir WiUiam
Herschel.

Such, then, is the parentage of the sunbeam,
Biit what are the sunbeams ? What do they
bring us on their radiant wings ? Not light alone.

Heat, chemical force (actinism), perhaps electric

force, are in them, linked together in close, but
not indissoluble union. And when they reach

man's domain, he has to some extent power over

them. By cunningly-devised experiments, he dis-

solves the union, that he may search more

thoroughly into the nature of each, and through
this better knowledge find out perhaps something
more about their birthplace. Thus even light,
besides what we may call its dii-ect revelations,
has yielded to subtle modes of questioning a

fragment of knowledge as to the nature of the

photosphere.

Light, we may remind the reader, is of two
kinds—natural and polarised. Polarisation is a

hard word. It means the modification a ray of

light undergoes in certain circumstances, through
which it acquires difi'erent projierties on one side

to what it has on the other. And as it is ascer-

tained under what circumstances light becomes

polarised ; so, vice verm, if light be polarised, the

circumstances imder which it became so, the

nature of its source, may be arrived at with
toleralile certainty. There is a wonderful little

instrument,—a blackened tube, with a i>late of

rock-crystal at one end, and of Iceland sjjar at

the other,—called a Polariscope, which tests the

two kinds of light. Look at sometliing through
this, and you wiU see two images of it in part

overlai)i)ing one another. If the light reflected by
this something be polarised, the two images wiU
be of diflereut colours,—complementary colours,

one red, the other green, and so on. If it be
natural light, both images wiU be white. Light
that is emitted at a very small angle from a

burning solid or liquid body is 2^olarised. But
from a burning gaseous substance, however small

the angle at which it issues, it is natural light.

Examined by this test, the sun's luminous cover-

ing is concluded to be gaseous, (and flame is neither

more nor less than burning air or gas) : for it

forms only white images in the Polai'iscope,

though of course the rays from the edges do

come at a very small angle. In what manner
made luminous is unknown, though there are

weighty reasons for suspecting electricity to be the

agent.

Merely to sketch in outline what is already
known of the work accomplished by the sun's

rays, would lead us within the precincts of almost

every science. Herschel has told us that they
are the primary source of all motion on the earth.

Like the Prince whose kiss awoke the Sleeping
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Beauty, tlieir touch rouses the germ of every |
motion; draw up out of the earth mtro watery

green thiug to put forth the life that is in it.
, vapoiir, which, shaped hy thone wiiida iui<> a

They are the presiding genii in nature's grand canopy of chuid, they 2)aint with varying huct>.

chemical laboratory. They set the winds in Axnk GiLCHKis-r.

THE MINSTREL'S CUESE.

(prom the ckioian of uhland.)

In days of old a castle stood high and proud to view,

Over the landscape shining, far as the ocean blue,

Wreath d all around with gardens, where 'mid the

fragrant flowers.

The air was cool'd by fountains, sparkling in rainbow

showers.

There sat a haughty monarch, in lands and conquests

great,

Upon his throne, wan-visaged, he sat in sullen state;

His thoughts are all of horrors, his eyes are bright with

His words thny fall like scourges ;
he writes, blood

stains the page.

Once came there to his castle a noble minstrel pair.

The locks of one were golden—silver the otlier's hair;

With harp the old man jomuey'd, a statdy horse

astride, , .
,

His blooming comrade gaily walk'd by the horse s side.

The old bespoke the younger: "Prepare, luy son,

make choice

Of all our songs the deepest—attune thy fullest voice-

Exert thy utniost power—of joy and sorrow sing :

_ ^^

Our aim must be to waken the Lard heart of the king.

Within the Hall of Columns now the two miDstrels

stand, ,
. .

,

Upon Ids throne the monarch, his queen at his nsbt

The king all dread and stately—a blood red Northern

Light, . , „ ...
The queen aU sweet and gentle-» full moon shining

bright.

The greybeard struck the harp-strings, he struck them

wondrous well, , . , ,
•

i

Upon the ear they souudetl with rich and richer

swell :
t. ' I I

Then came the youth's voice gushing—so hea? nly clear

it rang,

And, like a spirit chorus, between the old man sang.

They s:vng of love and spring-tiiue, of Lnppy golden

Of truth and manly honour—they sang in freedom s

They^saug of all things lofty, they saug of all things

SWcCt' f

That make men's bosoms quiver, that make men s

hearts ta beat.
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Around, their sports forgetting, gathev'd the courtier

crowd :

Tlie haughty warriors, humbled, before their Maker
bow'd

;

The queen herself was melted by tales of joys and

woes,
And threw down to the singers, pluck'd from her

j

breast, a rose.

" My folk you have enchanted : charm you my wife to

boot?"
The monarch cried, with fury he shook from head to

,

foot,

Then hurl'd his sword, that, flashing, the young man's

bosom tore, ;

Whence, 'stead of golden music, issued a stream of gore. ;

The list'ners all were scatter'd (as when a storm alarms).

The youth breathed out his spirit, clasp'd in his master's

arms
;

The corpse within his mantle he wrapp'd, and bound it >

fast
i

Upright upon his palfrey, and from the castle pass'd.
j

Before the lofty portals the grey-hair'd minstrel stands, I

His harp, of Larps the treasure, he seizes in his

hands, i

And 'gainst a marble column he casts it with a cry

Through castle and through gardens that echoes awfully :

"Woe to you, halls so haughty! Never let music-

strain

Ee-echo through thy vatdtings, nor harp nor song,

again !

Let sighs and groanings only for ever bear the sway,
Until th' avenging angel has crush'd you in decay !

"Woe to you, fragrant gardens, in golden light of May,
This dead man's face disfigured I show to you this day :

That you at it may wither, that every well may dry,

That you from hence for ever a stony waste may lie !

"Woe to you, curs'd assassin ! of minstrelsy the bane !

Be all thy blood-stain'd struggles for glory's wreath in

vain !

Thy name be it forgotten in night without an end,
And like a last death-rattle with empty vapoxu- blend !

"

The minstrel old had spoken, and heaven had beard his

cry ;

The halls are all in ruins, the walls all prostrate lie
;

Witness of pride long vauish'd still stands one column

tall.

And this, already shatter'd, to-night to earth may fall.

Instead of fragrant gardens, a desert heather-land !

No tree gives shade, no fountain comes welling through
the sand :

No songs, no hero-stories, the monarch's name re-

hearse,
For ever lost, forgotten !

—Such is the Minstrel's Curse !

CHEISTIAN NAMES.
" Well, then, let it be John."
"John is an odious name."
" Won't William do ?

"

" You know T detest it."
" What do you say to Dick? "

Dis- -ting !

When a woman iironounces thus, very slowly,

syllable by syllable, there is nothing for it but to

give in, unless you want to have a scene.
"
Well, then, my dear, let it be George Frederick

Augustus."

" You are so stupid," my little wife broke in.

' ' Why can't you think of some proper name for

the child?"
"That's exactly what I have been trying to do,

my dear," I mildly retorted, "but there is no

pleasing you."
"How can you say so ? You know very well

I've submitted to have all the children called

after that odious old uncle of yours
—Gubbins,

Giibbins,—xmtil I am quite sick of Gubbins, and
I am determined now that baby shall have a

pretty name.

The qiiarrel, good reader, is as old as the time of

Aristophanes, and it will go on, we suppose, as

long as babies condescend to come into the world.

There was a time when people were content to

take the first name that presented itself, and it

was Tom, Dick, and Harry,—Harry, Dick, and

Tom, to the end of the chapter ;
but either the

character of our reading, or the spread of the fine

arts, and therefore a lietter appreciation of the

beautifid have made lis more fastidious. What
a daring thing it would be to call a girl Betty
or Sally, and yet, a century ago, these were

fashionable names among the upper ten thousand.

It cannot be denied, however, that fashion

and mere imitation have a great deal to do with

the matter. The name of the reigning sovereign

always influences the christenings of a certain per-

centage of the popidation. For three or four

generations Georges and Charlottes, and Carolines,

were all in vogue ; and now we are taking a turn

at Victorias and Alberts. But it is only the grega-

riously disposed that follow the leader in this

way, and the fixing a name is really becoming a

matter of anxiety to the fastidious. The difficulty

I always feel about the matter is lest the name
should not fit. Why is it that an ideal will mix
itself with every name ?

That Mary should suggest everything that is

womanly and amiable is simple enough. For

these last eighteen hundred years the Roman
Catholic Church has identified her sacred name
with all the feminine virtues

;
that Isabella should

siiggest a proud jiassionate nature we undoubtedly
owe to its southern origin. But why should

Ann be a cold, formal, highly-starched old

maid ? and w'hy, again, should Fanny be, with so

few exceptions, the designation of a false-hearted

flirt?

Blanche, again, in our mind's eye, is a proud
blonde, with haughty manner and a fair white

neck. We may have known many a Blanche with

black hair and with narrow forehead, but the fact

does not in the slightest destroy the ideal

Blanche—the Blanche that should be. Catherine,

again, is a proud stately dame that a lover would
not like to trifle with. Indeed, when the name is

shortened into Kate it gets a little vixenish.

Again, Emily is very womanly, with a profu-
sion of light hair, a little lethargic, perhaps,
but still desu-able. Jane would snap your nose

off on the slightest occasion. Julias, in the

age that is just past, always performed on the

\ harp, to dis^ilay their commanding figures, and
never condescended to do such a thing as plain
work. Martha still foUows out her destiny, and

attends to the shirt buttons ;
and a better adjunct
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to Mary could not be found in any household. But
there is a series of composite names that completely
perplex one to interpret the characters of their

owners at all. These are the Sarah-Anns, Sarah-

Janes, Hannah-Marias. My l)elief is, however,
that none of these young ladies ever attain to

more than twelve yeai-s of age, and are always
destined to hover about the intricacies of dirty
courts, nui-sing babies, from which they are

always being called by infuriated and slatternly
mothers at the top of their voices.

There are some female names, again, which sug-

gest physical deformities, but these we decline to

indicate. With the rising generation, however, a

charming class of old names have been revived.

Mabel and jSIOlicent, Maud, Beatrice, and Violet,
come to us with the great warranty of our old

playwrights, or with the poetic tinge upon them
of long past times. Our old English names ai'e

all characteristic. Cicely and Dorothea are quaint,
and jjerhaps a little old-maidish, but they sound
fresh and unhacknej'ed, whilst Ceraldine and
Gertrude are charming.

But, after all, fortunately for the sex, ladies'

names are not of very much importance, for the

greater part of their lives at least ; they hide the

prettiest or ugliest patronymic in their husbands',
and Clara Devereux possiblj^ may sink into !Mrs.

Samuel Biggs. But with a man the case is

different
; his Christian name is not only his own,

but his wife's ; therefore the responsibility ujjon
his sponsors is doiible. There are so many con-

siderations to be taken into account in launching a

name into the world, to X'lay a part perhaps for

fourscore and ten years, that it should Ijy no

means be undertaken without due thoTight ;
and

first, there is the euphony of the thing. A man
may have such a mis-assemblage of uni-ythmical

cognomens, that he and his friends have to go

jolting over them all their lives, as though they
were journeying over a cordiu'oy road. Let lis

suppose a man chi-istened "Richard Edward

Robert," for instance. The ear in a moment
detects a jumble of soimds, out of which it can

make nothing. If a man must have many
Christian names, they shoidd be strung together
at least iipon some harmonio\is principle. They
should either begin and cud with short syllables

(including the siu'name), such as Sir Watkiu Wil-

liams Wynn, a name which once heard is never

foi'gotten,
—or the names should be a mixture of

many syllaliles ;
how many it matters not, so long

as they run well together. To my mind it is of

no small importance that a name should both be

characteristic and have some pecidiar quality
about it easily remembered. Imagine two persons

starting as rivals in life in any particular profes-
sion ; without doubt, the one who had the most

forcible name would be the one most familiar with

the public, and would, therefore, in a worldly

sense, be the most successful. There are some
names that circidate among us instantly, and
make us fast friends with their owners ever after-

wards, although we may never have seen them.

He is a lucky man whose sponsors have thus cast

his cognomen in these i^leasant lines.

Some persons with undistinguished surnames

have a deep instinct in this matter, and strive by

all means to correct their misfortune with their
children. Smith, Brown, and Robiiujon, *c., are
very ingenious a.s regards the painn they tjike to
make their Christian names kill their ;

'

Godolphin Smitli really reads aristo. .

Ignatius Brown completely lifts his name out of
the crowd. If a man, in eonseciiicnce of

pcsiiciwiiig
a careless or ignorant father, is compelled to ^o
through life as .John .Jones, lie can make lii-

and heir respectable by calling him-Ja-sia-r—J;i;. ;

Jones ! The Jones, it will be perceived, i« iiot

noticed behind the high-sounding Christian n.anio—it shrivels up out of sight. Bnt there is another

way of getting out of the difficulty : iiititea/l cjf

sneaking out of yonr [)roper name iu this manucr,
it is just possible for a bold man to '•

defy
aiigury

"—so to insist ujion his name, to thrust it

down his neighbours' throats by damnable itera-

tion, that they shall be obliged to look ujKin it

with respect. Suppose, for instance, that our
friend were called Jones Jones, Esq., of Jones
House

;
there would be a moral swagger in the soiuid,

that woidd be sure to carry it through. J'.ut

there is one perplexity in naming children which
cannot be easily got over. We may give that

remarkably line baby at home a remarkably tine

name. Marmaduke Rashleigh maj' fall
]

from the parson's lips ; l)ut what if i; i

turn out a mean-looking little shrimp? On the

other hand, it is just possible that the twin

brother, named Peter, after his paternal uncle,

may turn out a magnificent .specimen of the f/eitun

homo. It is of great advantage to some men to

have even a very odd name, a name perliajw a

little difficult to remember at first, but one v.li; !i

ever after bites iu the memory with the ten.i ty

of a Trotman's anchor. There are some public
men whose cognomens are so odd, that ail

the world is repeating them over to themselves.

There was Jamsetjee .Jeejeebhoy, for instance; you
have to make a hurdle race over it ; but once

thoroughly indented into your mind, you don't

forget it again in a hurry. There is a very hxd

fashion springing up, a fashion taken from the

usage of foreign potentates, to string Christian

names together with a perfectly reckless profusion.

Monarchy who arc known to the world by but one

name seem determined to have a jirivate ."took by
them. Looking over the Gntha Royal Alnian-oc

the other day, we came upon a name almost long

enough to fly a kite with. The Emperor of Brazil

rejoices, for instance, in the follctwing .\ss(irtment :

Don Pedro II. de Alcantara Jean Ch.irlcs Leo-

pold Salvador Bibrano Erancesco -\avier de

Pallia Leocadro Michel Gabriel Raphael Gon-

zaf'a. Our own court have been perhaps a little

infiuenced by this foreign f;ishion ; otherwise, the

Royal children have been charnungly named,

especially the princesses. Are we to have an

Edward the Seventh ? We trust so, at some dis-

tant day. The nation would never take kindly to

the name of Albert, as compared with the old

familiar names of English Princes. For, as I have

said before, names are things. Half the bnitality of

our wife-killing king is lost in the f.amiliar title,

Harry the Eighth ! and who knows how much of

the affection once shown for
" Bonnie Prince

Charlie
" waa due to his name alone 7
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THE UNCONSCIOUS EODY-GUAED.
A traveller's tale. BUT A TRUE ONE.

It was late in the autumn of 183—, that having
finished my course at the University, I first crossed

the Atlantic, with the intention of spending some

years in the western part of Upper Canada. A
succession of fierce gales, all in our teeth, kept us

at sea for the imusual period of fifty-seven days,
so that I reached New York too late to proceed to

my destination by the Hudson and the Erie Canal,
an early frost having put a stop to the navigation
for the season. I felt very reluctant to undertake

so long a joiu'uey in an American stage-coach, over

roads suddenly converted from tlie deeply -rutted

mud of the Fall, into "hubs" as hard as stone;
and woiild fain have delayed setting out until the

commencement of sleighing ;
but my engagements

l)revented my doing so. I paid my fare by a line

of conveyances which undertook the transport of

passengers from New York to Buflalo in a week ;

and reaching, at the end of the first day's travel,

the town of Newbiu'g, on the right bank of the

Hudson, gladly entered the principal hotel, to

enjoy a night's repose.

Owing to the badness of the roads, we did not

arrive imtil after the usual hour for the tabh-d''h6te

tea, or supper, as it was called, but a second table

was spread for the few passengers by the stage, and
one or two others as weE. We weie not more than

six or seven in all. The conversation turned to the

condition of the roads and the discomforts of travel

at such a time
;
and I very naturally gave utter-

ance to such sentiments as the prospect of a six

days' and six nights' journey in such a vehicle and
over such highways as I had that day exx^erienced,
could not fail to excite in an Englishman, accus-

tomed to macadamized roads and four-inside

coaches. I expressed great regret that, in my
eagerness to reach my destination, I had paid my
whole fare through, instead of breaking so mur-
derous a journey into instalments, which woidd
have allowed me two or three nights of sleep by
the way. Aly complaint seemed to arrest the at-

tention of the guest who sat opposite to me, a

tall, well-biiilt man, not quite forty years of age,
with dark hair, eyes, and complexion, and regular
features

; but whose expression, when once it had

engaged the eye, did not release it easily, while it

set the mind iipon a fruitless
,
endeavour to deter-

mine what character it betokened. This person

pointed out to me that, in selecting the route by
which I was about to travel, I had involved my-
self in a joiu-ney of unnecessary length, and that

I might greatly shorten it, if instead of travelling

along the two sides of a right-angled triangle, as I

must do, by proceeding first due north to Alljany,
and thence nearly due west to Buft'alo, I shoidd
direct my course along the hyjiothenuse from

Newburg, where we then were, to Rochester. The
roads in this direction were, he admitted, inferior

in summer to those of the great angidar line which
I had chosen, and which traversed the most jjopii-
lous parts of the country ; but, at that season, he

said, all the roads in the Northern States were
alike bad, and the gain of time by the more direct
line was such as to allow the passengers to spend
every night of the journey, except the last, com-

fortably in bed. This only called forth, on my

part, a fresh expression of regret that I had paid
in advance for my whole passage by the ordinary
line ; but my informant, turning to the landlord,
who sat at the head of the table, said he believed

he was an agent for both lines, and suggested that

he might, perhaps, exchange the ticket I had pur-
chased, for one by the preferable route. The pro-

posal appeared to me somewhat imreasonable
; and,

as I thought, also to the landlord
;
but about an

hour after we had risen from table, he brought me,

unexpectedly, a ticket for the shorter line, which
he gave me in exchange for mine. He had foimd,
he said, a person about to proceed from Newburg
to Buflalo by the longer route, to whom he had dis-

posed of my ticket. I went to bed dehghted with

my good luck, my last remembered thought being
one of regret that I had not had an opportunity
of thanking my unknown companion at supper
for the suggestion to which I owed it. I had seen

him for the last time in private conversation with
the landlord, a few minutes after supper.

Mjr sleep was of that kind which, at the age I

had then reached, four or five and twenty, gene-

rally follows a day of fatigue. Scarcely a moment
appeared to elapse between its beginning and its

end, which was caused by a volley of taps at my
bed-room door, and by the ai)pearance of an object
so miich akin to my latest thoughts at night,
that I thought I had not slept at all ; yet so strange,
that the next moment I thought I had not only

slept but must be still dreaming. This was my
adviser of the previous evening, who entered my
room, clothed in an Indian coat, as it was then

called, of the very thickest blanket-cloth, with a

hood or capot of the same material between the

shoidders, but which differed from any garment of

the kind I had yet seen, in bemg of a bright grass-

green colour, faced round the skirts with a list of

brilliant white and scarlet. He had in his hand a

lighted candle, which he set down on my dressing-

table, with the words,
' ' I was afraid you might

oversleep yourself, and be too late for the stage,"
and immediately left the room. My gratitude
for his advice on the pre^^ous evening was at

first a little impaired by this officious intrusive-

ness, for such, with my English ideas, I consi-

dered it, and by the sudden breaking of my
comfortable slumber. But finding that I had
little time to sj^are, I dressed hastily, and on

going down stairs, found the stage prepared to

start with a single inside passenger, who had

already taken his place. 1 threw myself into the

opposite seat, and we drove off.

Wrajjping myself as warmly as I could in the

buSalo robes, as they are,
—or bison-skins, as they

ouij/d to be—called, with which all American car-

riages were at that time liljerally fm-nished, I

resumed my broken slumbers, imtil I was re-

aM'akened in about an hour by the increasing

roughness of the road. Endeavouring, by the

aid of the increasing light, to catch the ajipear-
ance of my fellow-traveller, with whom I had
not yet exchanged a word, I was considerably

sm-prised to see his features gather themselves

into a resemblance to those of my new acquaint-
ance

;
and soon the rays of the sun, falhng on

the green blanket-coat, showed me that person

sitting before me. I expressed, I believe, some-
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I felt, at his not having
to be my fellow-traveller.

no very distinct reply, but
on otlior subjects,

haltiug-place

surjinse
he was
made
a conversation

imtil wc reached the

thing of the

hinted that

To this he
entered into

which lasted

for breakfast. Here we were joined by one or
two travellers proceeding a few stages along our

route, and as far as I remember, wc were not

again entirely alone until we reached, late in the

evening, the village of Mouticello, where we
were to pass the night. After supper, I was
shown into a room containing two beds, and had

hardly lain down to rest in one of them, when
my companion entered, imdressed in silence, and
threw himself into the other. I wondered a

little at this, for the inn in which we then were was
a sjiacious one, of a siiperior class, containing,
1 knew, abundant accommodation, and for that

night had few travellers to lodge.
Next morning we resumed our journey early,

having the stage-coach entirely to ourselves. I

observed that my companion was more communi-
cative than he had been the day before in the

presence of others, and seemed desirous to give me
information of every kind which might be inte-

resting to a foreigner newly arrived in the country.
One thing I particularly remember. The products
of the region through which we were passing
formed one of our topics of conversation

;
and

having mentioned buckwheat as one of them, he

inquired if I had ever tasted slapjacks, a familiar

designation, as he told me, on inquiry, for buck-

wheat-pancakes. I replied in the negative, when
he said I should not long be unacquainted with

what he termed the greatest of Yankee delicacies.

Accordingly, on entering the inn at which we

stopped to breakfast, he ordered some to be pre-

pared for VIS, and we feasted on slapjacks and

maple-molasses. This was only one of a series

of similar marks of attention which he showed
me during this day. I endeavoured, as politely as

I could, to draw him into lines of conversation by
which I hoi)ed to elicit some particulars respect-

ing himself, but in vain. He evaded, without any

apparent effort, all my contrivances. Looking at

him from time to time, when unobserved, I strove

hard to form in my mind some idea of his history

and occupation, but without success.

In one's own country it is not ditlicidt to draw
from a fellow-travellei-'s dress and bearing correct

inferences as to his character and })rofession ;
but

in a foreign land, and especially in America, it

requires a residence of more than a few days to

enable one do to so. He was evidently a man
of limited education, although of great intelli-

gence. This— and that he was a native of

Connecticut—was all that I coxdd ascertain. The

expression of his face, and the features them-

selves, bore a sort of resemblance to those of

Lord Byron : but whether they betokened

deep anxiety or deep design, great mental

suffering or great villainy, 1 could not make
out. A mystery began to gather about the man.

I felt what in Scotland is termed " eerie
"
in being

alone with him, and was sensibly relieved, I re-

member, when an occasional traveller joined us m
the stage for a few miles. On this, the second

night of our joui-ney, we stopped at a decent

country inn at Coshecton, on the river Delaware.
which separates the States of New \' • :

Pennsylvania, and :ui on tlie previous i»l-

shown into a double-bedded ro<jm, although there
was room to have lodged us sejiarately.
The next day passed much as the proecding ono

had done, but as we were entirely alone um:!
the evening, brought on a .state of miml, an>i',

from the mysterious cxi)ressioii of my fellow t li-

velier, which became extremely painful. Int< a-i

curiosity gave rise to a distres-sini; nervouKu- ^-,

which w;us at icngtii changed, by certain •

and observations of my companion, into a ...

apprehension of impending evil. H<> iiu(uircd if

I was accustomed to travel armed. On n,

an evasive answer, he observed that most i

men, he understood, were more or less skilled in

bo.xing. He had once, he said, seen at New York
an exhibition of boxing by English jjugilists, and
had been much struck by the amazing •

"•
.

dexterity, and j)ower with which they wi'

weapons with whieli nature had furnishetl them.
" Had 1 learned to box ?

"

I replied that, at college, 1 had been a member
of a gymnastic clul), in which the jir:.

•

•! •-

art had formed one of our occasional •

"Then, I expect," he proceeded, "judgini; by
the quickness of the boxers I saw at New York,
that if a man were to lire a pistol at you and

miss his mark, you coidd ukc him up before he

had time to draw a second pistol."

I could only answer that I should try to do so.

If anything had been wanting to confirm .

gi-owing feai-s, it was supjilied by another cmi

sation in which my companion soon afterwards

engaged me ;
the object of which, it soon Iwai!-'

I

evident, was to ascertain if I had any considei .

simi of money on my person or in my
'

j

Old-countrymen, he said, in coming to Ai:

generally brought with them in sovereigns, the

money which they intended to invest in
•'

purchase of land; and this practice lie th-

judicious, as sovereigns stood at a premium
in the United States and in Canada. Bu:

said that new comera seldom received the full

amount of the advantage to which tb

I entitled. He added, that if 1 had any con

1
number to disi)ose of, he could introduce me t<i a

broker at IMngbampton, through which wc

were to pass, who would deal' fairly with me. I

replied that I carried with me only a -

sum for the expenses of the journey. i

fact, only about ninety dollars, the remains ot a

hundred which I iiad drawn before leaving New

York. I was about to tell liini the amount, but in

the state of mind tti which 1 had lH;en bi

occurred to me that even that sum might

cient to tempt the eupi.lity of a »lishoncst man.

During the silence which ensurd, my ! ''

assumed a detinitc shape. i'oubl it be
|

asked myself, that I w;i3 the fellow-trav

lonely region of a strange country—of ;i .

who wished, lieforc executiiu.' his puri>o.~

ascertain the jirobable fruits of

capabilities of self-defence ? '1 i

.

of thought was interrupted by the cntrano*' ot ..

new passenger, who accompanied usto our h.i'""'

place for the night. A general conversation
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uienced, in the course of wliicli my companion
appeared less mystei-ious than before, and better

disposed than 1 had thovight him, and my fears

were in some degree allayed.
I determined, however, this night, to secure for

myself a separate bed-room ;
and accordingly, as

soon as I had catered the inn, asked to be shown to

one AV"ith a single bed, to which, although it was an

ill- furnished and comfoi'tless one, I ordered my
luggage to be carried. When, after supper, I

proceeded to occuj^y it, I found, to my surprise,
that the bed was already tenanted by a person
who was sound asleep. On iuquirj^ I was told

that my travelling-companion had some time

before asked to be shown the room assigned to me ;

that, as my friend, he had expressed displeasure at

its imperfect accommodation, and observing that I

was a foreign gentleman, accustomed to better lodg-

ing, had ordered my luggage to be transferred to

another apartment, to which I was accordingly
conducted. Tliis, to my dismay, I found to be a

double-bedded i-oom, but I was told that the

house contained no other, except the one I had

originally been shown into, and which, when
rejected on my behalf by my companion, had
been assigned to another traveller. Here, then, I

was again obliged to spend the night with the

object of my dislike and dread, who evidently de-

termined to keep me in his power, by compelling
me to occupy the same apartment with himself. But
I had no resource. Nothing liad occurred which,
without betraying unmanly and perhaps unjustifi-
able suspicion and dread, could warrant me in mak-

ing a disturbance. I lay dowai oidy half-undressed,
and had no sooner done so, than my persecutor
entered the room, and claiming credit for the

change of apartments he had made for me, a claim

to which I had not the hyiiocrisy to respond, betook
himself to bed. The night was to me one of

terror and misery. The morning brought with it

a slight return of cheerfulness and courage. It

was only, however, after reflecting that I had lost

much time at sea, and that my business in Canada
did not admit of delay by the way, that I recovered
self-couti"ol enough to proceed on my journey. We
should that evening certainly reach Binghampton,
a town of considerable size, where I coidd make
arrangements for a private conveyance. To provide
for the perils of the day, I felt a strong disposition
to appropriate anc^conceal upon my person the

carving-knife on the breakfast-table (for this

morning we breakfasted before starting), and I

should certainly have furnished myself with some

weapon of defence, had it been in my power
honestly to do so. As the best thing in the cir-

cumstances, as soon as we were seated in the

stage, I secretly opened the large blade of my pen-
knife, and held it in my hand, concealed in my
great-coat pocket, during the day. Often, as I

looked at the contracted brows and restless eyes of

my companion, did I calculate whether, in the
event of an attack, it could penetrate his blanket-
coat so as to reach his heart. I surveyed him
all over, and weighed the merits of twenty dif-

ferent thrusts at as many parts of his body.
The day was not of a complexion to raise my

spirits. In fact, during a residence of some years
on the other side of the Atlantic, I never saw a

day of such perfect gloom. The weather for some
time past had been clear, sharp, and frosty, with

bright sunshine. The morning of this day was
overcast and murky. An unearthly stillness

reigned all rouud, and the atmosphere appeared
thickening into darkness that might be felt. The

region through which our journey lay
—the north-

eastern part of Pennsylvania
—was dismal and un-

inhabited. We passed over miles of low barren

rocky hillocks, thinly covered with scrubby oak
and beech, diversified by an occasional descent

into a morass or alluvial bottom, where the road,
which was a mere track over the higher grounds,

appeared for a fewhundred yards like a deep narrow

trench, cut through phalanxes of dark and

gigantic swamjj-elms. Nowhere, for miles, could

be seen a clearance, or sign of habitation.

Soon after we had changed horses at a wretched
tavern about noon, snow began to fall, as my
companion had predicted in the morning, and

although in small flakes, yet so thick and fast,

that our pace became seriously afl'ected. The

quality of the vehicles and the horses had fallen off

gradually as we had approached this desert j)art

of the country, and both were now very bad. On
and on wc plodded, through weary miles of scrub-

wood and desolation. As the snow began to fall,

the death-like stillness of the aii- was broken, and
a beeeze arose, which speedily increased to a gale,
and by about three o'clock had become a violent

tempest, di-ifting the thickly-falling snow from the

north-west horizontally, so as almost to blind the

driver and the horses, and wreathing it here and
there so as completely to obliterate the track. It

was quite clear, the driver said, that we could not

hope to reach Binghampton that night. We might
be thankful if we could get as far as the inn at

Great-Bend—a hamlet so called from its position
on a looj) of the Susquehanna. It now began to

grow dark, and he soon announced to us that he
could not venture to proceed even to Great-Bend.
He proposed to turn aside to a small country
tavern, which he said lay upon the river about a

mile from the point at which we then were. At
this proposal my fears became terribly aroused.

I remembered that this driver alone, of all the

people at the various inns along our route, had
seemed to be acquainted with my fellow-traveller,
and yet they evidently wished to conceal their

acquaintance, for I had seen them conversing
earnestly together for a considerable time, in a

remote corner of the stable-yard at the inn from
which the driver had come. I felt that I was
now apinoaching the awful crisis, the anticipation
of which had so long afflicted me. Bad as the

weather and roads had evidently become, they did
not aj)i)ear to me to afford sufficient reason for

diverging from oiu* route when so near a i)roper

resting-place. j\Iy suspicions of a sinister design
were further strengthened by the reflection, that

in so desolate a region there coidd be no place of

entertainment frequented by travellers, or deserv-

ing of the name—in fact, no tavern even of the

lowest class. I stated this objection, being deter-

mined that, at all hazards, we shoiild push on to

Great-Bend. But it was answered, that the inn at

which it was proposed we should stop, although
little frequented during the greater part of the year,
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was the resort of limibeiers at the proper season,
and that we should there i)rocnre at least some
food and shelter

; whereas, by pushing on towards
Great-Bend we might perish in the snow. It was
imi)ossible to resist or to escape ; but the whole
scheme was now clear. The driver was the

accomplice of the villain who had marked me out
four days before, at Newburg, as his victim. To
have sprung out of the carriage, as I was more
than once on the point of doing, would have been

only to hasten the stroke of death, or at best to

perish under the furj^ of the elements. I could do

nothing but offer up a silent prayer, and resolve
to sell my life as dearly as I coidd.

Much sooner than I had expected, we reached
the proposed resting-jdace. It was more of a
farmhouse than an inn, but its appearance and
environs were dismal and squalid in the extreme.
It stood on the brink of the Sus(juehanna, a
stream here of no great width, partially frozen,
but with here and there, where the water llowed
more rapidly, an unfrozen pool, the (Jimmcrian
darkness of which contrasted awfully with the
universal white, and which I coxdd not look at

but as the probable hiding-place, after a few

hours, of my murdered l)ody. The house was so

far a place, of entertainment, that it contained a
bar for the sale of liquor, at which, on entering,

my fellow-traveller, for the first time during our

journey, advised, or rather strongly pressed me,
to drink, offering me some rum which he had
caused to be poured into a small tumbler. I

declined the offer, which only increased my sus-

2)icions. There were no inmates but the family,
whose appearance did not reassure me. Vice and

villainy were stamped on all their countenances.

There were no young children among them. After

some time, a more comfortable sujjper than might
have been expected was provided, and I asked to

be shown the place in which I was to pass the

night. There was but one room for the use of all

comers, containing foiu" beds. I surveyed it as

one might a gr-ave into which he was about to be

thrust alive ; and yet I could devise no excuse

for refusing to occupy it. I thought of pretending
a fear of vermin, and proposing to sit by the fire

in the bar-room all night ;
biit I had by this time

learnt that the bug, although believed to be a

native of North America, and to have been im-

ported from the New World into Europe, is ren-

dered utterly i)owerless
—in fact becomes torpid—during the terrible cold of an American winter,

and T saw that the excuse woidd not avail me.

I coidd assign no reason for declining to occupy,
as before, the same apartment with my fellow-

traveller, for, although circumstances left me no
room to think of him otherwise than as a roblier,

he had shown me considerable kindness, and a

readiness to do me, as a stranger, in his own way,
the honours of his coimtry. It is true that these

marks of attention, and his occasional laboured

pleasantries and evidently affected smiles, were

only so many corroborations of my suspicions.
But whatever I might believe, T could prove

nothing. My perplexity was imspcakalile. T

could not think of sleeijing. I sat down for a

little beside a box-stove in the bed-room, in

which, owing to the coldness of the weather, a fire

nsT

had been lighted, and prepared my mii
worst. I put into the stove two or tl.

tional billets of wood, covered tliu fire \'.

so that it might last till tlie morning, aii

to sit beside it all niglit. My companion uud ih.-

driver shortly afterwards entered the room, aud
threw themselves into two of tho beds, when;
they soon appeared or feigned to fall into a K..uiid

sleep. The drca<lful day I hatl si)ent w;m f«.ll..wi-<l

by a night of horror. The
.sligiit<.-.st sotmd ma<k-

me clutch my knife and grasp firmly the toners
(there was no poker), which I constantly held in

my hand. Exhausted a.s T was with fatigue an-l

the watching of the previous niglit, even my awful
fears could not keep me entirely awake. The
struggle between terror and the craving for 8leei>
was agonising, and almost maddened me. At last

I fell asleep several times, but I verily Wlieve I

had not, on many of these occasions, spent fifteen

seconds in the land of forgetfidness when I w.ia

di-iven back by visions of murderous assaidt to the
horrors of my real situation. Under the prompt-
ings of the direst revenge, I could find it im-

possible to wish my worst enemy any greater

suffering than I endured that night. At length.
the room, which had been lighted only l)y a small

chink of the stove-damper, which I had left •pen,

began to be gradually illumined by the rays of thi-

moon. It a])peared that soon after our arrival

the snow had ceased to fall ; and now the moon
and stars shone forth, a clear frost having suc-

ceeded. The room having become perfectly fight, I

at last ventured to lie down, but with no inten-

tion, no ability, as I imagined, to sleep. Som<'

time, however, after the first xmearthly crowin;,'

of the cock, tired nature exacted its rights. Th'

bewildered mind could no longer agitate a healthy
and vigorous frame ; and I sank into slumber—
the deepest, deadest sleep I ever knew.
When I awoke it was broad d.iylight, Thi-

sun, not the moon, was now pouring his r.iys int<>

the apai'tment more brightly than in an En '''•^''

June. Jly fellow traveller stood bj* my side

dressed
;
in fact, it was he who had awakem u

me. He informed me th.it the morning wa-s far

advanced, but that, knowing how much I ncoil<<l

rest, he had been unwilling to .arouse me in onler

to proceed by the stage, which h.ad started

empty some hours before, to m.ake it-< w.ay t«

Great-Bend. Besides his wis^hat 1 shoidd enjoy

proper rest, he had, he said, another object. I

had never j-et made a trial of .sleigh travelling',

and, by way of affording mo a treat, as well .v

of making the remainder of our journey more

expeditiouslj' and comfortablj-, he had cngag.-d

the sleigh and horses of our host to convey us, by
a shorter road than could be travelled on wl

across the country to Binghampton, Thi- .•-"

which had been out of rei>air, h.ad, he saiil, re-

quired a few hours' Labour before being fitted for

the road, but it would be ready to start as soon as

I had breakfasted. Although a sound slee]> hid

restored the tone of my nerves, aud, aided by the

buoyancy and animal spirits of youth, h.ad inspirtNl

me with coolness and resolution, I could not jfos- I

sibly see in his unexpected proposal .anythnif hut i,

a new scheme, more cunning than any r

had yet contrived, for executing Ins
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purpose. I ^^•as to be carried, under pretence of

Idudness, to a distance from the usual route of

travellers, into remote by-ways, where I might be

more secretly robbed or miirdered. So fully was
I impressed with this idea, that I was on the point
of availing myself of a circumstance which an-ested

my fellow traveller's attention, and seemed to

call for some explanation on my part, to tell him
to his face of my suspicions and fears, and to offer

him all I had—amounting, as I have said, to less

than a hundred dollars—on condition of his rid-

ding me of his hated company.
The circiimstance was this. On my throwing

off the coverlet, in getting out of bed, he gave a

look of great surprise, of which a moment's con-

sideration showed me the cause. He saw that I

had gone to bed dressed, and, what was more, his

eye lighted on the tongs which lay beside me
under the coverlet, with the two ends tied tightly

together with a piece of tape, as I had arranged
them during the night, in order to wield them
more easily as a weapon of defence. lie started,

and expressed the surprise he felt, and I was on

the point of coming at once to a fidl explanation
with him. But the bai'e possibility (although I

could scarcely admit it) of my being mistaken as

to his intentions, and a feeling of shame, restrained

me from this open declaration of fear. I stam-

mered out something about somnambulism and

strange things done by persons in sleep after

fatigue or excitement. In iitter j)erplexity as to

what to do, I went to breakfast, and seeing no
other resource, resolved to ju-oceed, placing my
trust in Providence. Thus 1 started on my lirst

sleigh-ride,
—which, before coming to America, I

had looked forward to as a great and novel plea-

sure,—with an awful presentiment that it would

probably be my last ride on earth. Travellers in

North America descant gloriously on the joys of

their first sleigh-ride
—the bright day, the biil-

liaut sky, the sparkling snow, the excitement of

the delighted rider, shared bj^ the equally delighted

horse, who finds he has exchanged the heavy
draught of the wheel carriage for the scarce per-

ceptible weight of the skate-borne berlint or

emitter. All this is delightful in sensation and

descrij)tion ; but he who, like me, has made his

fii-st sleigh-ride in the weird power of a murderer,
who has sat during it with an open knife in his

hand as his only hojjE of life, knows the power of

a first impression to kill for years aU enjoyment
from such a source. I never entered a sleigh for

many winters which did not conduct me in

thought to the banks of the Susquehanna.
Our advance at first was extremely slow, for

although the suow, when undrifted, or "on a

level,"' as it is called, as we found it in the shelter

of the woods, was not much above a foot in de]ith,
it was quite unbroken, and we ploughed our way
at the rate of less than three miles an hour.

During this time we passed through several dark
tracts of woodland, and near many open pools of the

river, along which our route lay, which seemed to

invite my enemy to the execution, without further
hesitation, of his horrid design. The driver—our
host of the previous night

—was, doubtless, an

accomplice. What could be the cause of his

delay V It could scarcely be fear, for although

guilt is cowardly, two such men could have over-

mastered me with ease. Cordd it be that the

untrodden snow, which covered every spot of

ground, rendered it impossible that a murder or

even a struggle coidd take place w'ithout traces

which would infallibly betray the deed ? Sitting
on this occasion not opposite to my companion, as

when we travelled in the stage, but side by side,

I could not watch his eye and expression as I had
done on former days, but I did not fail to observe

that his mind was more upon the stretch and that

he was more silent than before. More than olice

he expressed an impatience at the slowness of our

pace, and urged the driver to greater speed.
After about two hours' travel, we struck for the

first time upon the track of another farm-sleigh,
which had entered our line of road by a side-way,
but had already passed on out of sight. This

awakened within me a feeling of hope. In a few
minutes we reached a road M'hich had been broken

that morning bj' several sleighs and teams, and

along which we were able to advance more

rapidly. As we j)roceeded, the road was found to

Ije still better beaten, and our horses trotted out

as if they really enjoyed their work. It was

evident, the driver said, that the farmers of the

more fertile region we had entered, wl^o had long
been expecting snow—or sleighing, as he termed

it,
—had lost no time in availing themselves of its

arrival to carry their produce that morning to

Binghamptou, to whicli all the tracks tended.

I began to breathe more freely as 1 felt myself

approaching the abodes of men. We were now

drawing near a considerable market-town, to

which at least a hundred teams had preceded us

that morning, and I could throw myself into the

arms of a crowd of fellow creatures, as a refuge
from the dark fiend whose presence had mad-
dened me so long. My joy, alas ! was of short

duration. j\Iy companion was becoming restless ;

his brow began to knit
;
he looked at his watch ;

at length, springing forward to the driver's seat,

after a few obser\"ations regarding the road which
I could not understand, he whisjjered something,

through clenched teeth, convulsively into his ear.

He had scarcely done this when the driver,

all at once forsaking the beaten highway, drove

into a narrow opening in a dense grove of swamp-
elms through which we were jjassing, and urged
his horses with savage strokes of the whip along a

track by which it was evident no sleigh had yet

passed since the fall of snow. Horror ! On looking
at my fellow traveller, I observed in his hand a

large bowie-knife, which he had drawn from some

place of concealment about his person. He tried

(piickly to hide it, but must have known that

it had caught my eye. He looked round at me,
as I thought, once or twice in a stealthy manner,
and then, suddenly springing back, resumed his

former place beside me. I invohintarily made an
efibrt to throw myself out of the sleigh on my
own side, and at the same time to draw from my
great-coat pocket my right hand with the open
knife which I had held in it since we started ;

but before 1 could do either, I was drawn back by
the powerful arm of my assailant, who, to my
surprise, apologised for his clumsiness, just as

if he had not seen that my movement had been a
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voluntary effort to leap out, but regarded it as
the i-esult of his having stumbled against me in

changing his seat. Tliis was too mucli. Unable
longer to endure the tension of mind which luid

kept nie on the rack so long, I began to wish that
the dreaded struggle should come and end my
torture, when, all at once, making a shai-p turn,
we shot into a large expanse of cleared land,
studded over %\ith houses, traversed by a great
road alive with Hying teams and the merry jingle
of a thousand sleigh-l)ells, and soon joining this
road dashed at full gallop into the snuaro of Bing-
hampton, and pulled up at the door of tlic hotel."

"
Strayinger :" exclaimed my c.. .. ad

dressing me, as he si-rung out of the vebui-. "Vouio
along here

;

"
an<l gras) ,ing me by the arm like a vie*

as soon as 1 ha.l alighted, he dragged m« iuto th«
hotel, up to the first-Hoor.and int<. a b.d-r.Kjm which
fronted on the S(iuare. Astoiii.shed a» 1 wa.s. tl,-

presence of others, who hail .seen us eater, .li-,

me of fear, althougli I saw that he Btill held ii„
boAvieknife in liLs hand. Shutting the do')r with
his elbow, as lie Hew througli it, j.ushing ij,.j

before him, he cast ofl, more rapidly by far than I

can relate it, his green blanket garment, then h.

coat, then an outer waistcoat, whicli last he fliit,

,^^^^^^s^^~

(See p. 358.)

on the table before me along with the bowie-knife

saying, "Strayinger!—no words—oblige me
bj'-

unripping that jiarcel as fast as you can
;

"
jxniit-

ing to a Hat package of something, like a dimi-

nutive pillow, aboixt eight inches by tive, enclosed
in a bandana silk handkerchief, which was neatly
sown by a hundred small stitches to the inside of

the waistcoat behind. As he said this, he stripped
oft' another waistcoat, and proceeded with another
smaller knife to separate from the two sides of it

two similar but smaller parcels. The whole was
the work of a few secoiute. Then, throwing on
his green blanket coat, without any of the under- '

garments, he snatched U)> the parcels, and Hew
out of the room. Lo.st in wonder. Mith the l>o«ie-

kiiife still in my hand, I turned to the wimhiw

just in time to see mj' comianion in the act of

entering a door on the opposite side of the sijuarc,

over which Mere inscribed the wonls,
"
Clienango

County Bank," just as the clock above the

entrance was pointing to fonr o'clock. What
could this mean ! Ha<l he gone to deposit the

proceeds of former villanies ? It seemed pro-

bable ; but T, at all events, could now rejoice that

luuie of my money shouM be added to Ir

In a few minutes he returned, with a sm"
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brow and clieerfnl eye, and burst out into expres-
sions of gratitude to Providence and to me,

although for what I could not easily make out.
"
Strajanger !

"
at length he exclaimed, "guess

you was puzzled
—

guess you didn't think there

was 16,000 dollars (3200/. sterhng) in them

parcels, in 100 dollar notes."

T certainly should not have supposed it
;
and

beginning to get a glimmering of the state of the

case, observed with a smUe, grim enough, I dare

say, that I was surprised he should have placed a

bowie-knife in the hand of a stranger like myself,

when exposing so much money to view.
" What," said I,

"
if I had clutched the parcel

you desii'ed me to detach from your waistcoat,

and returned your bowie-knife into your heart

instead of your hand !

"

"I had no fear of that," he replied. "From
the moment I saw you at Newburg, I saw by
your face you was an honest man."

" Most devoutly do I wish I could have seen

the same by yours," I cried out
;
"it would have

saved me many an hour of wretchedness !

"

We now entered upon an exj^lanation. He
called for some refreshment, and told me his

story. It was briefly this :

His name, as I now learnt for the first time, was
Peter Richards. Commencing life by opening a

country store in a neighbouring county, he had
been a prosperous man. Combining, like many
Americans in country places, half-a-dozen different

occupations
—

storekeejier, tanner, farmer, grist

and saw millei"—he at length, a year or two before

I met him, purchased in partnership with a friend,

from the Government of Pennsylvania, the right
of cutting timber, or lumbering, over a vast tract

of wild land in the northern part of that State.

His partner had the immediate supervision of the

lumberers, and resided on the spot. My com-

panion's o'wn home was in the State of New York,
which we had re-entered that morning, and not

above twenty miles from where we then were
;

and it was his jiractice foiir times a year to visit

the lumber district, carrying with him the pay
earned by the numerous hands employed by the

firm diu'ing the preceding quarter. He then pro-
ceeded to the maritime towns to which the timber

was floated do"mi, and having obtained payment
for it from the purchasers, returned to his home
in western New York, bringing with him a

sufficient sum of money for the next quarter's

payment of the lumber-gangs, which he lodged in

the bank I had seen him enter that day ; until,
after a few weeks' rest at home, he should again
set out on his quarterly round. He added, that

on the afternoon on which we had met at New-
burg, he had received a mysterious hint that he
was known to travel with large sums of money,
and that he might be waylaid, and perhaps mur-
dered. Being naturally a fearless man, he resolved
to proceed ;

and on seeing me had conceived the
idea of making me his companion by the way, as

a guard against nightly surprise
—for he was a

very soimd sleeper
—and as a help in case of

attack. This explained his determination to have
me always beside him at night. He accounted for

his private conversation in the stable-j^ard with the
driver who was to have taken us to Great-Bend,

by saying that he had recognised in him the son
of a neighbour of his, a wild youth, who had run

away from his home, and to whom he embraced
the opportunity of giving some information about
his relatives, and some good advice. He had
been glad of the excuse afforded by the snow
storm for avoiding Great-Bend, near which he
said he was most apjirehensive of an attack ; and
the fall of snow had enabled him to travel by
cross-paths, imjiassible except by sleighing, faster

than if he had proceeded by the stage to Great-

Bend. This was a matter of great importance to

him, for he had that morning suddenly recollected,

that a large bill, to the taking-up of which a

portion of the money he carried was destined,
would fall due at the bank that day ;

and he had

never, he said, in all his life failed to meet at the

proper time a commercial obligation. His ques-
tions as to arms, and his observations on boxing,
were prompted by a desire to know the value of

my aid if he should be attacked
;
and his allusion

to travelling with money had naturally grown out

of his own apprehensions. His taking out of the

bowie-knife, which had caused me such alarm, he
accounted for by saying that in his fear of not

reaching the bank in time, he had thought for a

moment of proceeding while in the sleigh, as we
were flying along the short cut which at his

request the driver had taken, to rip up his secret

repositories, so as to be ready to drive at once to

the bank on reaching Binghampton, with the

money in his hand. He laughed heartily when
told of the terror he had occasioned me in spring-

ing back to his seat.

All was now explained. The man I had dreaded

was as fearful as myself ; and had been reljang
on me for the protection of his life, while I

thought he was thirsting for mine .' I breathed

more freely than I had done for the last three

days.

By this time the stage, which we had out-

stripped by crossing the country, had arrived

from Great-Bend, and I was to 2>roceed by it on

my journey ; my companion's route homeward

lying in a different direction. He expressed very
great regret for the misery he had caused me, and

pressed me to accompany him to his home, and to

accept of his hospitality for some days. But my
engagements would not allow me to do so. And
to tell the truth, although I had, of course, entirely

changed my oiiinion of the man, and saw before

we parted that he was well-knowTi and esteemed
at Binghampton, I coidd not all at once change the

feelings with which for some days and nights I

had regarded him. I was glad to separate from
him. I gave a shudder of dread, or qiiiver of

delight, I know not which to call it, as T shook
hands with him

;
and often, for months thereafter,

my sleep was haunted by visions of his tall form
and mj^sterious coimtenance, his green blanket

coat, and bowie-knife. If Peter Richards is stiU

alive (and if so he cannot be very much above

sixty), his eye may light on this narrative
;
and if

he shoiild think some portions of it too highly

coloured, he will own that the revenge is shght
for the misery I endured while serving as his

unconscious body-guard through the wilds of the

Susquehanna. L.\]mbert Coppel Cline.
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DE MORTUIS.
A FEW months back if yoii liad iuun1)ei-ed \ip

the rulers of Italy, you would luive found the list

to stand thus—
The Emperor of Austria.
The Pope.
The King of Sardinia.
The King of the Two Sicilies.

The Grand Duke of Tuscany.
The Duke of Modena.
The Duchess of Pakma—for her Son.

Four of them, in racing phrase, have been
scratched—the four last. The Emperor of Austria
has been beaten in one great battle after another,
and has lost that fair province of Lombardy which
was one of the brightest jewels of the Imperial
crown. He still holds Venetia by force of arms ;

but not the Venetians. Venice is an Austrian

barrack, but every one of its inhabitants who
could pull a trigger, and make his escape, has fled

from the city, as from an accursed place. The
Pope is still at the Vatican, thanks to the presence
of the French regiments, but without the walls his

authority is only sujiported by a raT)ble of foreign
mercenaries under the command of an Algerine
General. In all probability, by the time these

lines are published, his aiithority there will be
at an end, save in that unfortunate province which
with cruel raillerj;- is known as the Patrimony of

St. Peter. This province contains not quite half

a million of inhabitants, divided thus :
—Rome

and Comarca, 326,509 ; Oivita Vecchia, 20,701 ;

Viterbo, 125,324. Elsewhere within the Ponti-

fical States, fervet opus, the work of the deliverer

is proceeding fast. A week ago the Sardinians
entered the Pontifical States in force, and took
Pesaro. Although it seems likely that General
Lamoricifere may make a brief stand, he is opposed
to a power which, with reference to any force of

which he can dispose, is irresistible. Victor Em-
manuel already sjjeaks in the tone of what our
French neighl^ours would call the " master of the

situation." He tells the deputation from Umbria
and the Marches that he is prepared to rid Central

Italy of one continual cause of trouble and discord—to wit, the Pope. "I intend," he adds, "to

respect the seat of the Chief of the Church, to

whom I am ever ready to give, in accordance with
the allied and friendly Powers, all the guarantees
of independence and security which his misgiiided
advisers have in vain hoped to ol>tain for him from
the fanaticism of the wicked sect which conspires

ariainiit my authority, and against the liberties of

the nation." Pretty strong language this, con-

sidering that His Holiness is the ol>ject of the

rebuke ! In a very few days, from the Alps to

Eeggio there wUl be a single King of Italy, who,
in addition to his dominions on the mainland, will

rule over the two noble islands of Sicily and Sar-

dinia. Venetia, and the Patrimony of St. Peter,
are the only two blots upon this fair picture.
What next ? The men of impulse and enthusiasm
are of opinion that the time has come for com-

pleting the work. Politicians of a more thought-
ful and forecasting turn of mind woidd have
Victor Emmanuel throw down his baton in the

lists, and declare that for the time enough is done.
Let him consolidate his'work. Before the Lt»m-
bard campaign of last year a calculation waa mad
by the French mihtary authorities as to the am..,;;.',
of force which would be neues.sary in order that
Italy, when single-hande.l, might maintain a com-
bat with Austria upon au even balance of clianee*.
The residt of their calculations was, 21)0,000 »//-. /.

pliiml troops, 20,000 of them cavalry ;
.-)(»()

pi. ,

of field artillery ; 200 siege guns ; and these ticld

gims would require at the least 5(1,000 drauglit
horses. The Frenchmen said that the indispensable
and preliminaiy condition of raising an<l maintain-

ing such a force was ten years of independence.
In a struggle between an estal)li8hed Oovemineiit
and a nation, as M. de Sismondi fairly enough
says, 'the former has many advantages, such as

rapidity of information, soldier.*, ars- nals, for-

tresses, finances, credit, and rapiility of conimuui-
cation. The Lombard campaign was essentially a
duel between Austria and P'rancc. The result

proves nothing as far as the chances of a eont<st
between Austria and unaided Italy are onccnied.
The friends of Italian independence look ^^th

apprehension to the next move in this great game.
Since Garibaldi landed in Sicily well nigh even,'

telegram from southern Italy, has been the r.-conl

of a miracle. At the tnimiiet's blast, the walls of

fenced cities have fallen down. Annies have
melted away—fleets have been as though they
were not. Dominion has passed away like a

dream from the last of the Neapolitan Bourbons.
Francis II. ran away from his capital, with a bad

joke upon his lips.
" Your and our Don Peppino

is at the gates," was his Sicilian Majesty's sub-

lime remark to the national guards just l)ef'>re his

departure. The royal jest was not very dignifieil,

but it contained a good deal of truth. Had Gari-

baldi entered Naples at one end with a carpet-bag
in his hand, the king must have quitted it at

i the other. Precisely the same thing might have

been said of every Italian ruler, save in so far as

Austrian and French bayonets kept him in his

place. There has been a general idea in England
that the Itahan governments were bad, but no one

who has not lived in Italy some time between

1819 and 1859, knows how bad they were—how
cruel and oppressive to the people. But of all

these governments the Pope's was the worst— it

was the very worst in Europe. Now that CJari-

baldi has purged the Two Sicilies of the Bourbons,

we may cease to speak, or to write of the atrocities

they committed during the last forty years .if

their rule. De morlids—speak good, or say

nothing of the dead. But the Pope is still alive

as a rider, and as some wcjik-minded individuals

may still have qualms of conscience as to the pro-

prietj- of expunging his name from the list of

European princes, we would say a few wonls

about his doings, and the doings of his prc«le-

cessoi-s. In the l'a])al States, until 1 S59, with the

exception of the rich country immediately al'i'i'

Bologna, the soil was out of cultivation ; thcn«Ti-

were infested with brigands. There was no com-

merce. As Massimo D'Azeglio -nToto,—"That

part of Italy, placed on two .sc.a.s, on the high ro.vi

to the East, rich in minerals, with a most fertile

soil, inhabited by a population on whom Providence
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has bountifully bestowed quickness, foresight,

energy, strength and boldness ;
has two such

harbovirs as Ancona and Civita Vecchia empty."
There was iiniversal misery—the want of food, of

clothing, of shelter. The prisons were full of

state prisoners who had in any way given um-

brage to the priests. There were spies at every
corner

;
and every confessional contained a spy,

who could extract from a man's nearest relation,

revelations, or suggestions which were worked to

his destruction. With regard to the prisoners,

sometimes their very existence was forgotten. If
|

ever the person accused was brovight to trial—we

speak of political offenders—he was never corf-

fronted with the witnesses who appeared against

him—the names were never revealed to him. The

court which had pre-determined his ruin, assigned

to him a nominal defender—his most dangerous

adversary. Torture was used to extract con-

fession, as may be seen in an edict published by
Cardinal Antonelli, on the 30th of July, 1855.

Besides what was done by the immediate agents of

the Pope, Austria took a great share of bloody
work off his hands. Papal subjects were taken in

batches before the Austrian courts-martial, and

dealt with according to the amenities of Austrian

mihtary law. It has been clearly established, and

the Endish Consul at Ferrara at the time knew
the facts, that in the beginning of the year 1853,

pohtical prisoners of the Pope were tortured by
the Austrian jailors. They were beaten, they
were starved ; they were bent in the form of

hoops ; they were informed that a firing party
was waiting for them

; they were kept without

sleep, and in the middle of the night their keepers
woidd come in and shake a hook and a halter

before their eyes. The country was governed by
foreigners,

—
Spaniards, Frenchmen, Germans. The

collection of the common taxes cost 31 per cent ;

of the revenue derived from salt and tobacco, 46

per cent.
;
from the lotto, (52 per cent. In nine

years' time, between 1848—57, 1,000,000?. was

paid to foreign troops for keepmg down, and—
occasion arising

—
baitchering the Pope's subjects.

From 1814 to 1857, the sum of the papal revenues

had amounted to 75,500,000/. : all of which has

been wrung from the wretched inhabitants of the

coimtry, being other than priests, and the owners

and Ijolders of ecclesiastical property. There is

no commerce—no trade, no manufactures in this

unfortunate country ;
and as taxation scarcely

touches the principal landed proprietors, the

condition of less considerable persons may be

imagined. The river Po threatens continually to

overflow.

The acknowledged project of the French Ruler
is to reduce the Pope to the condition of the

Ecclesiastical Emperor of Japan—^leaving Victor
Emmanuel to be the actual Sovereign of Italy.
What his real projects may be he scarcely knows
himself. At the present moment it is clear that

the presence of the French troops in Rome, and in

the Patrimony of St. Peter's, constitutes the chief—
nay, the only obstacle to the liberation of Italy
from Reggio to the Mincio. It is a fearful stab in the
back from a sovereign who claims to be the
Liberator of Italy. So long as the Pope is at

Rome, Rome will be the centre of ecclesiastical

intrigues extending throughout the Peninsula. So

long as the Pope is at Ptome, there will always be

a pretext for foreign interference. So long as the

Pope is at Rome, the spell of Italy's long slavery
is not wholly dissolved. The possession of Rome,
in a moral sense, would be worth three successful

battles to the Italian cause. As a temporal prince,

the Pope has been found wanting, and should be

numbered with things which have been, and which

must be no more. When this end is achieved, we

may have done with the subject ;
as we have done

with the atrocities of the Bourbon at Naples and

in Sicily. Happy wiU that moment be when the

Pope and his successors can say with truth to their

assailants—"De wortuis.'"

EEIX GO BRAGH.

There is nothing so long-lived as an idea.

Stone and marble decay—other monuments of

human greatness are the inheritance of the moth
and the worm, but convictions sui'vive the assaidts

of Time, and of Time's unweaiied agents. A state

of things was, therefore it is
;

it is not, therefore

it shoiild be. Circiimstances may change—the

billows of one moment may be the scattered spray
of the next, but certain minds are so constituted

that they cannot bend to the evidence of facts.

We need not seek far for instances ;
but the sin-

gular pertinacity with which some of our Irish

feUow subjects still assert that Ireland is the most

oi)i)ressed and injured country under heaven, is a

curious proof of indifference to the realities of life.

At the present moment there is not one spot upon
the earth's surface where there is more real liberty

than in Ireland—where men can more freely go
where they like, write what they like, do what

they like, and say what they like ; but, for all

that, the Irish are still a persecuted, the English a

persecuting people. Until he played fast and

loose with the Pope's interests, Louis Napoleon
was a demigod in the eyes of these poor Celtic

sufferers. Now, Louis Napoleon would have sent

the editor and the whole staff of The JVafion to

Cayenne, with very little ceremony or trial, within

twenty-four hours after publication of one of the

usual numbers of that interesting newspapei-. If

any Frenchman ventured to whisper to his neigh-
bours in a corner one quarter of what any Ii'ish-

man shouts out from the house-tops in the way of

sedition and treason, the tranquillity of many
French families would be seriously compromised.
If a party of Frenchmen had come over here to

present Lord Clyde with a sword on his retura

from India, and had done so not without some
insinuations as to the superiority of England over

France in all the martial virtues, and had inter-

larded their complimentary address with denun-

ciations of the French Government, what kind of

welcome woidd thej^ have received on their return

to their native country ? Daniel O'Connell had
much truth on his side when he was struggling
for Catholic emancipation, and many true pictures
he drew of Irish misery when speaking of the

Irish peasant of his day. AU this is changed, but

the Irish cuckoo still gives forth her monotonous

note when all occasion for it is gone. Tom Moore
has a great deal to answer for. He it was who

I

first invested mourning Ireland with the garb of

1 poetry. The notion was that of a beautiful young
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wonican, with pale skin and dark hair, rather tall,

imperfectly clad, sitting hy a waterfall, and play-
ing on a harp in most mournful fashion. Some-,
times the young lady \vas a widow, sometimes a

lovely but sorrowful virgin. In either case ruth-
less 0]ipressors had burned her modest house to
the ground, and butchered all her nearest rela-

tives without any show of justice. Who that had
a man's heart within him would not be willing to
take a young lady's ])art under these distressing
circumstances ? Imagine your own wife, your
sister, or your daughter, sitting in tears by the
waterfall in question, and playing on a little harp
a series of airs in minor kej^s, and surely j'ou
would be sorry for her. It is a great i)ity when
a nation selects such a type as this as emblematic
of their aspirations and condition. Irishmen liave

walked about the world with their hands in their

pockets in a state of sorrow for this pale young
woman

;
and then voted her to be nothing more

nor less than their native land. On the whole it

seems probable that if you could induce a people
to adopt some bird, beast, or fisli, as their national

symbol, they would gradually conform their

methods of thought and aspirations to what might
be supposed to be the thoughts and asj)! rations of

the animal selected as their model or example.
An Englishman likes to art in a taurine manner
because he is John Bull. A stunted French cor-

poral quivers with emotion under trying circum-
stances when he reflects that he is bound to

emulate the actions of an eagle.

Passing from mere animal to human types, a
citizen of the United States will think himself

justified in adopting very astute measures for the

furtherance of his private fortunes by reference to

an imaginary Uncle Jonathan—a saUow, hard-

featured man—with an eternal wink. Thus it is

with our Irish fellow-subjects. Nothing can

knock this pestilent harp and pale young woman
out of their heads. Ireland is still a weeping
female, and England a cruel husband who, iinder

the improved state of the law, should be committed
for six months to prison with hard labour, and be

bound over to keep the peace.
How Marshal MacMahon, who, desi)ite of his

Irish descent is a Frenchman to the backbone,
must have been puzzled with this sword, and still

more with the address with which it was accom-

panied ! Never since the days of Brian Boroimhe
!

was there ever such an Irish sword as this. It

was made of Irish steel, and ornamented with

Irish tracery copied expressly from specimens in

the Irish Academy at Dublin. The hilt was of i

bog-oak, oruamented with Irish amethysts, beryls,
and precious stones. On one side is the figure of

a harper strl'iiug his harp ; then there is a round

tov.'er, a sunburst, and of course shamrocks in

great profusion. On the other side of the scab-

bard there is the figure of an Irish gallowglass

drawing his sword, and a carved cross after the

model of the ancient stone crosses of Ireland.

Indeed, beyond a shillelagh and a pig
—or, as it is

called in Ireland, a "
slip,"

—we know not what
other emblem eoidd be selected as illustrative of

Irish life. To be sure, there might have been a

sample of a waxy potato on one side of the scab-

bard, and a mealy specimen of the same admirable
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esculent upon the other, and i
, ,1 would hare

been perfectly well decorated. It wotild not be
fair, however, to omit all mention of th.

tion, which is in IrLsh and French ch
For the convenience of t'l il reader we con-
fine ourselves to the Frui. ;un ;

L'Irelande opprlmce au brave Boldat Patrice .Muarice
Je Maeilalion, Marectial do France, Due do ilagenti,
desceinlaiit de ses ancieiis Kois.

The slight shown to the riiglish language i .

painful to one's feelings thai it i.s really not to be

spoken or thought about. Imagine a French
deputation to come over to Eni;lnnd for the pur-
pose of presenting a beautifully bound copy of the

Chancery lleports to the present .Master of the
Rolls on the ground that he is a descendant of a

refugee family who escaped from the tyranny of
Louis XIV. after the Revocation of the Eliot of
Nantes—and on the fly-leaf let the inscription bo
seen—

Oppressed France to the keen-witted jud?e, The
Right Honourable Sir John Romillv, Knt.,

" '

the Rolls, the descendant of furiuer Fr..n -li

from former French tyrants.

Only let the experiment be tried, and kt the

deputation set their feet again for five minutes on
French soil, and ^ve should speedily see on which
side of the narrow seas Liberty has fixed her

abiding place.
MUKDER ^\^LL OIT.

It would have been of most dangei-ous conse-

quence to the community if two such murders as

those which have recently been p( : 1 at

Road, and at Stepney, had passed unil To

say that the murderer does not take the cnance of

impunity into account, is to say that which is

directly contrary to the experience of all persons
who have been engaged in the detection and jiuni.sli-

ment of crime. Save in those cases where muriii-r

is the result of a certain outI)urst of passion or

jealousy, the murderer calculates his chances of

escape as coolly as a chessplayer would take into

account the probabilities of a game. The wretche<l

yoimg shoemaker who slew his sweetheart the

other day on account of a lover's quarrel, of coarse

cared but little whether he was taken or not.

Life to his distempered fancy was a bunlen of

which he was anxious to rid himself, and he

walked red-handed through the public streets after

the commission of the crime, without making any
effort to save himself. The Irish Ribbon mur-

derer, however, took chances into account. As so«in

as the probabilities of his escape from the hands of

the police fell to zero, he gave up the contest in

despair. The ordinary burglar has cciscd to

murder, as well as to rol> the ]>remisc3 into wlii' h

he has made his waj', for he well knows that he will

soon feel the tap of the policeman on his shoulder,

with a hint that he is "wanted" for that l.-vst

business in which he was enga:;ed, ami he h.M no

desire to run the risk of forfeiting his life for the

higher offence. Well-nigh all the great murders
—the causes ci'ebres of blootl in otir day—have

been most deliberately planned, and
'

"Ut

with evcrj' circumstance of co<d jir-
'U.

Think of Rush and his attack n|>on Mr. JcriTiys

house ; the murderer had made his preparations
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just as a soldier would who was about to attack a

hostile foi-t. Think of Palmer, and his purchases
of strychnine. This fellow walked about Lon-

don all day—and whilst dabbling in horse biisi-
|

ness, contrived to slip into the chemist's shop
where he bought the deadly poison, and went

down by train with his victim's life in his pocket.
;

When the Mannings invited their friend down-

stairs to wash his hands in the back kitchen, his
,

grave was already dug in the scullery. They had

worked at it for days and nights beforehand. It

is not reasonable to suppose that where murderers

use so much forethought upon all the details of

their crime, they do not take the chances of impu-

nity into account. AU their precautions are indeed

directed to securing for themselves as many
chances of impunity as possible.

The Eoad murder is still vested in impenetrable

mystery. Sir George Lewis, no doubt, exercised

a most wise discretion in dechning to make the

mystery a pretext for the issue of a special com-

mission, which was to take evidence in the matter

according to some fasldon not in use amongst our

crLmmal lawyers. If the administration of the

criminal law can be improved, let these improve-
ments be at once introduced for the benefit of all.

Let us not hear of exceptional proceedings in

any case simply because it is .siuTounded with

mystery, and because public feeling is much ex-

cited upon it. This is just one of the instances

in which persons accused, or suspected, require aU

the protection which the forms of law can throw

around them, unless we wish to revive the days of

the Star Chamber, and of High Commissions,

There is happily one person whose assistance can

almost always be depended upon in the detection

of miirder, and that is—the murderer himself.

That wi-etched sot Manning, when at the little

inn at Jersey, woidd turn the conversation every

evening in the tap-room upon the subject of the

murder in which' he had been engaged, until at

last suspicion fell iipon him, and he was taken.

It is hard for a murderer not to do too mxich or too

little.. It is difficult to walk about with siich a

burden at yoiir heart, and to look your feUows in

the face as if it was not there !

What an instance of this we have in this man
Midhns, if it should, after all, turn out that he is

the murderer of Mrs. Elmsley. There was no
reason why he should speak. He had onlyto hold

his tongue, and apparently he was safe, if he had
also taken common precautions to place any articles

which he had abstracted from the house in jjroper

places for concealment. All circumstances as

they stand at present tell fearfidly against him.

He leads the pohce to an outhouse in which, accord

ing to his own statement, he had seen the man
Emms deposit a packet at a certain hour. He
points out the very spot in which the packet was

deposited, when the police had begun to flag in

their researches. He states an hoiir at which he
saw Emms place the packet there ; at that hour it

is proved that Emms was in his bed. The packet,
when opened, did actually contain various articles

which must have been taken from Mrs. Elmsley's
house after the mxirder. It was tied with an end
of waxed string, and with the very same kind of

waxed string were tied the very shoes which, he

had on his feet at the time the search was made.

No doubt, now that suspicion
—or something more—

is fixed upon a particidar man, many suggestions
wUl be made, and many points will be inquired

into, which will effectually aUay all doubts as to

his guilt or innocence. On the whole, it seems

more probable that it was less the desire to obtain

the reward, than a nervous anxiety to see the

responsibility of the crime fixed upon another

man, which induced MnUins to give to the police

that information which has told witli such fearfid

effect against himself.

LA GLOIRE.

The transcendant importance of the subject
miist be an excuse for adding a few words to the

statements which we made last week about the

new iron French ship of war. When we say of

iron, it is meant that she is protected all over with

an iron cuirass, which renders her impenetrable to

shot or shell. For a long time the French naval

authorities had maintained a strict silence upon
the subject. Indeed, they had done something
more, for they had actually taken pains to cast

discredit upon the efforts of their own engineers.

They have now thrown off the mask with a wit-

ness, and brag of their triumph in terms which

can leave no doubt that, to their own apprehension,
the vessel is a most complete and assured triumph
of the naval engineer's art. Let us take this

matter seriously into account ; for, if true, it

means nothing less than the necessity for an entire

re-construction of the British navy. Here are

a few notes of her dimensions and performances.
La Gloire is 2.50 feet long, by 51 wide. At
the height of six feet above the water, she has a

battery of thirty-four guns of the most powerful
kind. On the forecastle she has two long-range

pieces ;
on the quarter-deck an iron redoubt, to

protect the commander during action. Her speed
has reached 13 1-10 knots over measured ground.
On a ten hours' trip, her average rate was
12 31-100 knots, with aU fires lighted ;

"vvith half-

fires, 1 1 knots. She pitches gently in a sea,

and rolls with regularity. A proof that our neigh-
bours are in dire earnest in this matter is, that

they are actually constructing six or seven ships

iipon the same model. The hesitation of the Eng-
lish Admiralty to engage in experiments of so

costly a kind is intelligible enough ;
but a time

arrives at last when an improvement of this

sort in marine architecture ceases to be an ex-

periment. Our people say that they have insti-

tuted experiments at the various ports as to the

degree of resistance which iron plates can offer

to a weU-directed fire, and that the results have

not been such as to encourage them to follow in

the steps of France. But is it so clear that one of

these iron-cuirassed vessels would ever be exposed
to such a fire as that which is experimentally
directed against these masses of iron plates ? May
not their resistance be enough for aU practical

piu-poses, although they cannot withstand these

crucial tests ? If La Gloire is a mistake, of

course there is no harm done ;
but if she be

really a success, the dominion of the seas is no

longer ours until we are prepared to avail our-

selves of these new improvements in naval

i
architecture.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

CHAPTER XLIV. CONTAINS A WARNING TO ALL

CONSPIRATORS.

This, if you have doue me the favour to read it

aright, has been a chronicle of desperate heroism

on the part of almost all the principal personages

represented. But not the Countess de Saldar,

scaling the embattled fortress of Society ; or Rose,

tossing its keys to her lover from the shining

turret-tops ; or Evan, keeping loright the lamp of

self-respect in his bosom against south wind and

east ; or Mr. John Raikes, consenting to a plate of

tin that his merits and honours may be the better

propagated, the more surely acknowledged ;
none

excel friend Andrew Cogglesby, who, having
fallen into Old Tom's plot to humiliate his wife

and her sisters, simply for Evan's sake, and with-

out any distinct notion of the terror, confusion,
and universal upset he was bringing on his home,
could yet, after a scared contem|>lation of the

scene when he returned from his expedition to

Fallowfield, continue to wear his rueful mask ;

coTild yet persevere in treacherously outraging
his lofty wife, though the dread fif possible con-

sequences went far to knock him down sixty

times an hour, coidd yet (we must have a climax)

maintain his naughty false bankrujit cheerfulness

to that injiu'ed lady behind the garrulous cur-

tains !

He did it to vindicate the ties of blotnl agaiDst
accidents of position. Was he justilied ? I am
sufficiently wise to ask my own sex alone.

On the other side, be it said (since in our modern

days every hero must have his weak heel), that now
he had gone this distance it waaditficidt to receile.

It would be no laughing matter to tell his solemn

Harriet that lie had been pl.ayiug her a little jirac-

tical joke. His temjitations to give it up were

incessant and most .igitating ; but if to ailv.incc

seemed terrific, there was, in stopping short. .111

awfidness so overwhelming that .\ndrew aban-

doned himself to the current, liis real dismay

adding to his acting powers.
The worst was, that the joke was no longer his :

it w;is Old Tom's. He discovered that lie was in

Old Tom's hands completely, .\ndrew liad thought
that he would just frighten tlie women a bit, got

them down to Lymport for a week or so. and then

announce th.at matters were not so batl with the

Brewery as he h.id feared ; concluding the farco

with a few domestic fireworks. Conceive his dik-

VOL. III.
No. 66.
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may, when he entered his house, to find there a

man in possession !

Andrew flew into snch a rage that he committed
an assault on the man. So ungovernahle was his

passion that for some minutes Harriet's measured
voice summoned him from over the bannisters

above, quite in vain. The miserable Englishman
refused to be taught that his house had ceased to

be his castle. It was something beyond a joke,
this ! The intruder, perfectly docile, seeing that

by accurate calculation every shake he got in-

volved a bottle of wine for him, and ultimate com-

pensation probably to the amount of a couple of

sovereigns, allowed himself to be lugged upstairs,
in default of summary ejection on the point of

Andrew's toe into the street. There he was faced

to the lady of the house, who apologised to him,
and requested her husband to state what had made
him guilty of this indecent behaviom-. The man
showed his papers. They were quite in order.
" At the suit of Messrs. Grist."

. "My own lawyers !

"
cried Andrew, smacking

his forehead, and Old Tom's devilry flashed on him
at once. He sank into a chair.

"Why did you bring this person up here?"
said Harriet, like a speaking statue.

" My dear !

" Andrew answered, and spread out

his hand, and waggled his head; "My—please!—I—I don't know. We all want exercise."

The man laughed, which was kindly of him,
but offensive to Mrs. Cogglesby, who gave Andrew
a glance which was full payment for his imbecile

pleasantry, and i)romised more.

With a hospitable inquiry as to the condition of

his appetite, and a request that he Avould be

pleased to satisfy it to the full, the man was dis-

missed : whereat, as one delivered of noxious

presences, the Countess rustled into sight. Not

noticing Andrew, she lisped to Harriet: "Mis-
fortunes are sometimes no curses ! I bless the

catarrh that has confined Silva to his chamber,
and saved him from a bestial exhibition."

The two ladies then swept from the room, and
left Andrew to jierspire at leisure.

Fresh tribulations awaited him when he sat

down to dinner. Andrew liked his dinner to be

comfortable, good, and in plenty. This may not

seem strange. The fact is stated that I may win
for him the warm symjiathies of the body of his

countrymen. He was greeted by a piece of cold

boiled neck of mutton and a solitary dish of

steaming jiotatoes. The blank expanse of table-

cloth returned his desolate stare.
"
Why, what's the meaning of this ?

" Andrew
brutally exclaimed, as he thumped the table.

The Countess gave a start, and rolled a look as

of piteous supplication to spare a lady's nerves,
addressed to a ferocious brigand. Harriet answered :

"It means that T will have no butcher's bills."
" Butcher's bills ! butcher's bills !

" echoed An-
drew

;

' '

why, yon must have butcher's bills
;

why, confound ! why, you'll have a bill for this,

won't you, Harry ? eh ? of course !

"

' ' There will be no more bills, dating from

yesterday," said his wife.
" What ! this is paid for, then ?"
' '

Yes, Mr. Cogglesby ; and so will all house-
hold expenses be, while my pocket-money lasts."

Eesting his eyes full on Harriet a minute,
Andrew dropped them on the savoiirless white-

rimmed chop, which looked as lonely in his plate
as its parent dish on the table. Tlie poor dear

creature's pocket-money had paid for it ! The

thought, mingling with a rush of emotion, made
Lis ideas spin. His imagination surged deliriously.
He fancied himself at the Zoological Gardens,

exchanging pathetic glances with a melancholy
marmoset. Wonderfidlj' like one the chop looked !

There was no use in his trying to eat it. He
seemed to be fixing his teeth in solid tears. He
choked. Twice he took u]i knife and fork, put

' them down again, and plucking forth his hand-

kerchief, blew a tremendous trumpet, that sent

i

the Countess's eyes rolling to the ceiling, as if

I

heaven were her sole refuge from such vidgarity.

1

"Damn that Old Tom!" he shouted at last,

and ]iitched back in his chair.
" JMr. Cogglesby!" and "in the presence of

ladies !

" were the admonishing interjections of

the sisters, at whom the little man frowned in

turns.

"Do you wish us to quit the room, sir?"'in-

quii'ed his wife.

"God bless your soul, you little darling !" he

apostrophised that stately person. "Here, come

along with me, Harry. A wife's a wife, / say
—

hang it ! Just outside the room—just a second I

or up in a corner will do."

Mrs. Cogglesliy was amazed to see him jump up
and rim round to her. She was prepared to de-

fend her neck from his caress, and refused to go ;

but the words,
"
Something particidar to tell you,"

awakened her curiosit}', which urged her to com-

pliance. She rose and went with him to the door.

"Well, sir; what is it?"

No doubt he was acting XTuder a momentary
weakness : he was about to betray the plot and
take his chance of forgiveness : but her towering

port, her commanding aspect, restored his courage.

(There may be a contrary view of the case). He
enclosed her briskly in a connubial hug, and re-

marked with mad ecstasy :
' ' What a duck j'on

are, Harry ! What a likeness between you and

your mother."

Mrs. Cogglesby disengaged herself imj)eriously.
Had he called her aside for this gratuitous insidt ?

Contrite, he saw his dreadful error.
"
Harry ! I declare !

" was all he was allowed

to say. Mrs. Cogglesby marched back to her chair,

and recommenced the repast in majestic silence.

Andrew sighed ;
he attempted to do the same.

He stuck his fork in the blanched whiskerage of

his marmoset, and exclaimed : "I can't !

"

He was unnoticed.
" Y<iu do not object toplaindiet?" said Harriet

to Louisa.
' '

Oh, no I in verity !

" murmured the Countess.
" However plain it be ! Absence of appetite,
dearest. You are aware I partook of hmcheon at

mid-day with the Honourable and Eeverend Mr.
Duffian. You must not look condemnation at

j'our Louy for that. Limcheon is not conversion !

"

Harriet olnserved that this might be true ;
but

still, to her mind, it was a mistake to be too inti-

mate with dangerous people. "And besides,"

she added,
" Mr. Duffian is no longer

' the
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may

Reverend.' We deprive all renegades of their

spiritual titles. His worldly ones let him keep !

"

Her superb disdain nettled the Countess.
" Dear Harriet !

"'

she said, with less languor,
"You are utterly and totally and entirely mis-
taken. I tell you so positively. Renegade! The
application of such a word to such a man ! Oh !

and it is false, Harriet : quite ! Renegade means
one who has gone over to the Turks, my dear. I
am most certain I saAV it in Johnson's Dictionary,
or an improvement upon Johnson, by a more
learned author. But there is the fact, if Harriot
can only bring her—shall I say stiir-uccked pre-
judices to envisage it?"

Harriet granted her sister permission to apply
the ])hrases she stood in need of without impeach-
ing her intimacy with the most learned among
lexicographers.

" And there is such a thing as being too severe,"
the Countess resumed. ' ' What our enemies call

unchristian !

"

" Mr. Duffian has no cause to complain of us,"
said Harriet.

' ' Nor does he do so, dearest. Calumny
assail him

; you may utterly denude him— "'

" Adam !

"
interposed Andrew, distractedly

listening. He did not disturb the Countess's flow.

"You may vilify and victimise Mr. DufKan,
and strip him of the honours of his birth, but, like

the Martyrs, he will still continue the perfect
nobleman. Stoned, I assure you that Mr. Duflian
woidd preserve his breeding."
"Eh? like tomatas ?

"
quoth Andrew, in the

same lit of distraction, and to the same deaf
audience.

" I suppose his table is good ?" said Harriet,
almost rallied by the Countess's lecture.

' '

Plate,
" was remarked, in the cold tone of

supreme indifference.

"Hem! good mnes ?" Andrew asked, waking
up a little, and not wishing to be excluded alto-

gether.
' ' All is of the very best,

" the Countess pur-
siied her eiilogj', not looking at him.

' ' Don't you think you could—eh, Harry ?—
manage a pint for me, my dear ?

" Andrew humbly
petitioned.

" This cold water—ha ! ha ! my
stomach don't like cold bathing."

His wretched joke rebounded from the impene-
trable armom" of the ladies.

"The wine-cellar is locked," said his wife. " I

have sealed up the key till an inventory can be
taken by some agent of the creditors."

"What creditors ?
"
roared Andrew.

"You can have some of the servants' beer,"
Mrs. Cogglesby appended.
Andrew studied her face to see whether she

really was not hoisting him with his own petard.

Perceiving that she was sincerely acting according
to her sense of principle, he fumed, and departed
to his privacy, unable to stand it any longer.

Then like a kite the Coimtess pounced upon his

character. Would the Honourable and Reverend
Mr. Duffian decline to participate in the sparest

provender ? Woidd he be guilty of the discourtesy
of leaving table without a bow or an apology,
even if reduced to extremest povertj' ? No, in-

j

deed ! which showed that, under all circumstances, |

a gentleman was a gentleman. And, oh I how
she pitied her prxn- Harriut—eternally tied to *
most vulgar little man, without th.- gihliug of
wealth.

" And a fool in his busim s.s to boot, dear '.

"

" These comiiari.sons do no good," said Harrit-t." Amlrew at least is not a renegade, and never
shall be while I live. I will do my duty by him,
however poor we are. And now, l^lli8^^ putting,'

my husband out of tlie (pie.stion, what are your
intentions ? I dont understand bankruptcy, but
I imagine they can do nothing to wife and chil-

dren. My little ones must have a roof over their
heads

; and, besides, there is little Maxwell. Vou
decline to go down to Lymport, of course."

"Decline!" cried the Countc.s.^, m. lodiooaly ;" and do not you ?
"

"As far as I am concerned—yes. But I am
not to think of myself."
The Countess meditated, and said: " Dear Mr.

Duflian has otl'ered me his hosi)itality. Utw^ijadnt
are not absolutely inhuman. They may be .7«i<-

rous. I have no moral doubt that Mr. Duflian

would, upon my representation
—tlare I vinture?"

"Sleej) in his house I break bread with liim !

"'

exclaimed Harriet. " What do you think I am
made of ? I woidd perish

—go to the workhouse,
rather! ".

"
I see you trooping there," said the Countess,

intent on the vision.

"And have you accepted his invitation for

yourself, Louisa?"
The Countess was never to be daunted by

threatening aspects. She gave her affirmative

with calmness and a deliberate smile.
" You are going to live with him ?

"

"Live with him! What expressions! My
husband accompanies me."

Harriet drew up.
"

I know nothing, Loiusa, that could give me
more pain."
The Countess patted Harriet's knee. "

It suc-

ceeds to bankruptcy, assuredly. But would you
have me drag Silva to the—the shop, Harriot,

love ? Alternatives !

"

Mrs. Andrew got up and rang the bcl! to have

the remains of their dinner removed. When thifl

was done, she said,—
"Louisa, I dont know whether I am justilied :

you told me to-day I might keep my Jewels, trin-

kets, and lace, and such like. To mc, I know

they do not belong now : but I will dispose of

them to procure you an a.'<ylum somewhere—they
will fetcli I should think, 400<., to i)revent your

going to Mr. Duliian."'

No exhibition of great mindedness which the

Countess could perceive, ever found her below it.

"
Never, love, never !" she said.

"Then, will you go to Evan ".

"

"Evan? 1 hate him!" The olive hucd

visage was dark. It brightened as she a<ldo<l,

"At least as much a.s my religiou.s .sentiment-'* i>cr-

niit me to. A boy who h.is thwarted me .it ovi-ry

turn I
—

disgraced us : Indeed, I tind i; f

to pardon you the supposition of such a
j y

as your own consent to look on him ever again.

Harriet.
"

" You have no children," said Mrs. Andrew.
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The Countess mournfully admitted it.

" There lies your danger with Mr. Duffian,
Loiiisa."

" What ! do you doubt my virtue ?
" asked the

Coimtess.
" Pish ! I fear something different. You

understand me. ]Mr. DufEan's moral reputation is

none of the best, perhaps."
"That was before he renegaded," said the

Countess.

Harriet bluntly rejoined :
" You will leave that

house a Roman Catholic.
"

"Now you have sjioken," said the Coimtess,

pluming.
" Now let me explain myself. My dear,

I have fought worldly battles too long and too

earnestly. I am rightly punished. I do but cpiote
Herbert Duffian's own words . he is no flatterer—
though you say he has such soft fingers. I am
now engaged in a spiritual contest. He is very

wealthy ! I have resolved to rescue back to our

Church what can benefit the flock of which we
form a portion, so exceedingly !

"

At this revelation of the Countess's spiritual

contest, IMrs. Andrew shook a worldly head.

"You have no chance with men there, Louisa."
" My Harriet complains of female weakness !

"

"Yes. We are strong in our own element,
Louisa. Don't be tempted out of it."

Sublime, the Countess rose :

"Element I am I to be confined to one ? What
but spiritual solaces coidd assist me to live, after

the degradations I have had heaped on me ? I

renounce the world. I turn my sight to realms

where caste is unknown. I feel no shame there

of being a tailor's daughter. You see, 1 can bring

my tongue to name the thing in its actuality.

Once, that member would have blistered. Confess

to me that, in spite of your children, you are

tempted to howl at the idea of Lymport—"

The Countess paused, and like a lady about to

fire off a gvm, appeared to tighten her nerves,

crying out rapidly
—

"
Shop ! Shears ! Geese ! Cabbage ! Snip !

Nine to a man !

"

Even as the silence after explosions of cannon,
that which reigned in the room was deep and
dreadful.

"
See," the Countess continued, "you are hor-

rified : you shudder. I name all our titles, and if

I wish to be red in my cheeks, I miist rouge. It

is in verity, as if my senseless clay were pelted,
as we heard of Evan at his first Lymport boys'
school. You remember when he told us the

story ? He lisped a trifle then. ' I'm the thon
of a thnip.' Oh! it was hell-fire to us, then;
but now, what do I feel ? Why, I avowed it

to Herbert Duffian openly, and he said, that the

misfortune of dear papa's birth did not the less

enable him to proclaim himself in conduct a noble-

man's offspring
—"

"Which he never was." Harriet broke the

rhapsody in a monotonous low tone : the Countess
was not compelled to hear.
"—and that a large outfitter—one of the very

largest, was in reality a merchant, whose daughters
have often wedded nobles of the land, and become
ancestresses ! Now, Harriet, do you see what a

tridy religious mind can do for us in the way of

comfort ? Oh ! I bow in gratitude to Herbert

D^iffian. I will not rest till I have led him back

to our fold, recovered from his error. He was our

own preacher and pastor. He quitted us from
conviction. He shall return to us from convic-

tion."

The Countess quoted texts, which I respect,
and will not repeat. She descanted further on

sj^iritualism, and on the balm that it was to tailors

and their offspring ; to all outcasts from society.

Overpowered by her, Harriet thus summed up
her opinions :

" You were always self-willed,

Louisa."

"Say, full of sacrifice, if you would be just,"

added the Countess; "and the ^actim of basest

ingratitude."

"Well, you are in a dangerous path, Louisa."

Harriet had the last word, which usually the

Coimtess was not disposed to accord
;
but now she

knew herself strengthened to do so, and was con-

tent to smile pityingly on her sister.

Full upon them in this frame of mind, arrived

Caroline's great news from Beckley.
It was then that the Countess's conduct proved

a memorable refutation of cynical philosophy : she

rejoiced in the good fortune of him who had
offended her ! though he was not crushed and

annihilated (as he deserved to be) by the wrong
he had done, the great-hearted woman pardoned
him !

Her first i-emark was :
" Let him thank me for

it or not, I will lose no moment in hastening to

load him with my congratulations."

Pleasantly she joked Andrew, and defended

him from Harriet now.
" So we are not all baukriipts, you see, dear

brother-in-law."

Andrew had become so demoralised by his own

plot, that in every turn of events he scented a

similar piece of human ingenuity. Harriet was

angry with his disbelief, or, say, the grudging
credit he gave to the glorious news. Notwith-

standing her calmness, the thoughts of Lymport
had sickened her soul, and it was only for the

sake of her children, and from a sense of the dis-

honesty of spending a farthing of the money
belonging, as she conceived, to the creditors, that

she bad consented to go.

"I see your motive, Mr. Cogglesby," she

observed. " Your measures are disconcerted.

I will remain here till my brother gives me
shelter."

"
Oh, that'll do, my love

;
that's all I want,"

said Andrew, sincerely.
" Both of you, fools !" the Coimtess interjected,

' ' Know you Evan so little ? He will receive lis

anywhere : his arms are open to his kindred : but

to his heart the road is through humiliation, and

it is to his heart we seek admittance."
" What do you mean ?" Harriet inquired.
"Just this," the Coimtess answered in bold

English ;
and her eyes were lively, her figure

elastic :

" We must all of us go down to the old

shop and shake his hand there—every man Jack

of us !
—I'm only quoting the sailors, Harriet—

and that's the way to win him."

She snapped her fingers, laughing. Harriet

stared at her, and so did Andrew, though for a
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different reason. She seemed to be transformed.

Seeing him inclined to gape, she ran up to him,
caught up his chin between her ten fingers, and
kissed him on both cheeks, saying :

" YoK- needn't come, if you're too proud, you
know, little man I"

And to Harriet's look of disgust, the cause for

which she divined with her native rapiditj', she
said :

" Wliat does it matter? They irill talk,
but they can't look down on us now. Why, this

is my doing !

"

She came tripping to her tall sister, to ask

plaintively:
"
J/«y«'i I be glad ?" and bobbed a

curtsey.
Harriet desired Andrew to leave them. Flushed

and indignant she then faced the Countess.

"So unnecessary!" she began. "What can
excuse your indiscretion, Louisa?"
The Countess smiled to hear her talking to her

younger sister once more. She shrugged.
"
Oh, if you will keep up the fiction, do.

Ancb-ew knows—he isn't an idiot—and to him we
can make light of it now. What does anybody's
birth matter, who's well off?"

It was impossible for Harriet to take that view.

The shop, if not the thing, might still have been
concealed from her husband, she thought.

" It mattered to me when / was well off," she

said, sternly.
" Yes ; and to me when 7 was : but we've had

a fall and a Lesson since that, my dear. Half the

aristocracy of England spring from shops !
—Shall

I measure you ?"

Harriet never felt such a desire to inflict a slap

upon mortal cheek. She marched away from her

in a tiff. On the other hand, Andrew was half-

fascinated by the Countess's sudden re-assumption
of girlhood, and returned—silly fellow ! to have

another look at her. She had ceased, on reflection,

to be altogether so vivacious : her stronger second

nature had somewhat resumed its empire: still

she was fresh, and could at times be roguishly
affectionate : and she patted him, and petted him,
and made much of him

; slightly railed at him for

his tixoriousness and domestic subjection, and

proffered him her fingers to try the taste of. The
truth must be told : Mr. Duffiau not being handy,
she in her renewed earthly happiness wanted to

see her charms in a woman's natural mirror :

namely, the face of man : if of man on his knees,

all the better : and though a little man is not

much of a man, and a sister's husband is, or

should be, hardly one at all, still some sort of a

reflector he must be. Two or three jests adapted
to Andrew's palate achieved his momentary capti-

vation.

He said: '"Gad, I never kissed you in my life,

Louy."
And she, with a flavour of delicate Irish brogue,

' ' Why don't ye catch opportunity by the tail,

then?"
Perfect innocence, I assure you, on both sides.

But mark how stupidity betrays. Andrew
failed to understand her, and act on the hint im-

mediately. Had he done so, the affair would have

been over without a witness. As it happened,

delay permitted Harriet to assist at the ceremony.
"

It wasn't your mouth, Louy," said Andrew.

I

"Oh, my mouth !—that I keep for my chosen,
"

' was answered.

I

"
'Gad, you make a fellow almost wish—"

i Andrew's fingers worked over his ](oll, and then
the spectre of righteous wrath tia-shed on him
naughty little man that he was ! Ho knew him-
self naughty, for it was the only time since hia

marriage that he had ever been sorry to sef his

wife. This is a comedy, and I mu.st not jiruach
lessons of life here : but I am oblif^ed to remark
that the husband must be i)roof, the sisterin-law

perfect, where arrangements exist that keep them
imder one roof. She may be so like his wife !

Or, from the knowledge she has of his circum-

stances, she may talk to him almost as his wife !

He may forget that she is not his wife ! And
then again, the small beginnings, which are in

reality the mighty barriers, are so easily slid over.

But what is the use of telling this to a pure gene-
ration ? My constant error is in supposing that I

write for the wicked jteople who begat xis.

Note, however, the difference between the

woman and the man ! Shame confessed .\ndrcw'8

naughtiness : he sniggered pitiably : whereas the

Countess jumped up, and pointing at him, .isked

her sister what she thought of that. Her next

sentence, coolly delivered, related to some millinery
matter. If this was not innocence, what is ?

Nevertheless, 1 must here state that the scene

related, innocent as it was, and, as one would

naturally imagine, of punj^ consccpience, if any. did

no less a thing than, subserpiently, to j>recipitate

the Protestant Countess de Saldar into the bosom

of the Roman Catholic Church. A little bit of

play !

It seems barely just. But if, as I have heanl,

a lady had trod on a pcblile and l)roken her nose,

tremendous results like these warn us to be careful

how we walk. As for play, it was never intended

that we should play with flesh and blood.

And, oh, be charitable, matrons of Britain !

See here, Andrew Cogglesby, who loved his wife

as his very soid, and who almost dislike<l her

sister ;
—in ten minutes the latter had set hi? lie.id

spinning ! The whole of the day he went abtiut

the house meditating frantically on the jKJSsibility

of his Harriet demanding a divorce.

She was not the sort of woman to do that. But

one thing she resolved to do ; and it was. t'> go to

Lymport with Louisa, and haWng once g.>t her

out of her dwelling-place, never to allow her to

enter it, wherever it might be. in the light of a

resident again. Whether anything but the nu-n.ice

of a participation in her conjugal possessions could

have despatched her to that hatefid place. 1 dotiht.

She went : she would not let .\ndrew l>c out of

her sif'ht. Growing haughtier tow.inls liim at

every stej), she advanced to the old strange .shop.

EvAX Harkixi;tom over the door ! There the

Countess, having meantime returne<l to her st.^te

of womanhood, .shared her shudders. 'Ihey en-

tered, and passed in to Mrs. Mel, leaving their

footman, apparently, in the rear. Ev.in w.os not

visible. A man in the shop, with a yard measure

negliu'cntly .adorning his shoulders, said that .Mr.

Harrington was in the habit of (piitting
the shop

at five.

" Deuced good habit, too," said Andrew.
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"
Why, sir," observed another, stepping forward,

"as yon truly say
—

yes. But—ah ! Mr, Andrew
Cogglesby ? Pleasure of meeting you once in

Fallowfield ! Remember ]\Ir. Perkins ?—the law-

yer, not the maltster. Will you do me the favour

to step out with me ?
"

Andrew followed him into the street.
" A re you aware of our yoimg friend's good

fortune?" said Lawyer Perkins. "Yes. Ah!
Well !

—Would you believe that any sane j^erson
in his condition, now—nonsense apart—could

bring his mind wilfully to continiie a beggar ? No.
Um ! Well, Mr. Cogglesby, I may tell yo\i that

T hold here in my hands a document by which
Mr. Evan Harrington transfers the whole of the

property bequeathed to him to Mr. Hariy .Jocelyn,
in reversion from my lady, his mother, and that I

have his orders to execute it instantly, and deliver

it over to her ladyship, after the will is settled,

probate, and so forth : I presume there will be
an arrangement about his father's debts. Now,
what do you think of that ?

"

"Think, sir,
—think !

"
cried Andrew, cocking

his head at him like an indignant bird,
" I think

he's a damued young idiot to do so, and you're a

confounded old rascal to help him."

Leaving Mr. Perkins to digest the judgment
which he had sohcited, Andrew bounced back
into the shop.

{To he continued.)

THE AUTIST.
HIS HEALTH.

"The Artist !

" What kind of artist ? There
are so many sorts of art ! What can there be in

common among them affecting health !

Let us see how the matter stands,—how artists

are employed in their various departments,—and
whether there is anything remarkable about the
health of any or all of them. And first of all, what
do we mean by Art, in the present instance ?

Art is, by the progress of civilisation, more and
more brought into the field of the arts. Tn other

words, the commodities used in oiir daily life are
rendered more and more expressive of something
beyond their primary use. Hence, our Schools of

Design are full of Students who pass into some
region or other of our manufactures. They yviil

paint porcelain or papier-mfiche, or design ribbons
or muslin dresses, or carpets or shawls, or paper-
hangings, or lace curtains, or the colouring of

damasks, or the forms of pitchers, or lamps, or

flower-vases, or the devices of picture-frames, or of
the binding of books. We are scarcely more busy
in applying science to the arts, than Art to the
arts. Looking at the matter in this way, we
should reckon our artists by tens of thousands,
without including the poet said to be retained in
the service of Moses and Son. In their case,
however, the aim of their occupation is orna-
mentation. The various classes of artists proper
have to study the rendering of beauty too ; but
their first object is expression ;—expression of
whatever is, within the limits of the secondary
consideration,—that of beaiity.
When the artist is spoken of, the supposition is

that he is a Painter. The reason of this pre-emi-

nence probably is, not so miich that painting once

occupied the greater jiart of the field of art, as that

it comprehended a setof sj-mbols, universal and per-

manent, and thus was as expressive as language,
in a way unapproached by any other method of

art. Sculpture shared more or less in this charac-

teristic ;
and so did architecture ; but their range

of types was much narrower, and agreed upon,
and understood by much fewer minds. It is im-

possible to gain anything by glancing at or study-

ing the life of the painter, without keeping in

mind the difference between the two methods of

reading pictures, which the progress of the human
mind has set up in opposition to each other ;

and
the painter's own condition of mind and life is

largely determined by his addressing himself to

the one set of reqiiirements or the other.

In the old days of jjolytheism, first, and on

through the Romish centuries, painting and sculp-
ture told their tale by means of established

symbols. There might be endless modifications

of these, innumerable combinations, and inex-

haustible varieties of beauty ; but no one could

mistake the meaning of the marble group or the

medifeval j^icture before him. Diana and Apollo,
the Virgin and the Baptist were types, as statues

and pictures can never be again. We can-

not stop to consider here the causes of the

change : it is enough to ])erceive how real and how

thorough it was. Now, when a picture of merit

is studied, the gazer brings metaphysics to bear on

it,
—or did till very lately. As every one sees

according to his visual organ, or even sees out-

side of him just what he carries within, there have

been as many interpretations of pictures as of

oracles. At the beginning of the present century,
whatever subtle notions were in a man's own head

were found by him in pictures ;
and the reign of

metaphysics affected even the re<ading of land-

scapes and i)ortraits. The artist's mind could not

but travel the same road with the spectator's ; and
hence the nimiber of pictures painted for an im-

mortality wliich they will not have, and fidl of

meanings which are now lost, if indeed, the works
themselves are not wholly forgotten. Though
these have passed away, there is no return to the

period of liroad, intelligible types, for good reasons,
which it would take much space to show ; but Ave

have taken another tack. That which will hereafter

be the essential means to the great aim of painting,
is now pursued as if it were the end itself. Accu-

rate representation is almost enough of itself to

secure a great reputation in art, as vague meaning
and ambitious colouring, covering bad drawing,
were in an intermediate period. Even the truly

gi-eat artists who have something to express

greater than the terms of expression, are a puzzle
to their own generation, and will be to a future

one, for their indisposition to the representa-
tion of beauty. Their study is, as it ought to

be, to express ; and they deserve well of their

time by endeavouring to carry over their art

from its elevation in the past, to an elevation

which shall befit the future, (into the tei'ms

of which, this is not the place to enter) ; but their

position and their influence are unfavourably
affected by their incompetence to represent beauty,—whether the inability arises from a neglect of

.
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the consideration of beauty, or from a peculiarity
in their own notion of the beautiful.

Changes like these determine much of the mode
of life of the artist. In landscape-painting, and
the accessories of figure-painting, there was nothing
like the study formerly that is now the rage. The
greatest of our landscape-painters were formerly
mannerists, presenting a nobly true general concep-
tion, nobly true also in its leading features

; but
filled up with inborn details, supplied by imagina-
tion at home.
At present, the minute study of nature (which

will enrich art hereafter as much as it seems
to impoverish it now), imposes severe labour of

body and mind. To become a painter in any
style, at present, requires strength and hardihood
of the bodily, as persistence and endurance in

j

the mental frame. It is one thing to lie in bed
till noon, in a "simmering" state of thought, or

gazing at visionary scenes, and another to be
abroad at daybreak, studying the earth and sky,
and each day for a life-time, some new featm-e or

fresh product of Nature. It is one thing to repre- I

sent historical tragedy in painting by means of

estalilished symbols as accessories, and quite
another to go to the actual scene, and in suffering
and privation, with labour and anxiety, under an
eastern sun, or an ocean hurricane, investigate
what Nature has there to express, and how she
there expresses it.

The minor conditions of a painter's life depend
much on his course as a whole. There used to be
much talk of the artist's health in the days when
Sir Joshua Eeynolds pointed out how much he
owed to the practice of always standing at his

easel. We have all heard much of the confinement,
the smell of the oils, the constant interruptions,
when the artist has become eminent, and the more

irritating loneliness if he does not become famous.

We hear of the fatigues of study, in schools, in the

world, and at home
; but, above all, of the morti-

fications arising from want of appreciation, and the

cares which must precede success. A good deal is

said, too, of the troubles which are always arising
ill the profession, from jealousy in one quarter or

another. These things tell on the health of body
and mind. There is no doubt of that. Tlie question

is, first, whether these are necessary sufi'erings, and

next, whether the artist considers it worth while

to encounter these particidar trials for the sake of

the privileges of his caUiug. There have been
suicides among painters ; there have been para-

lytics, prostrated by de))t and anxiety ;
there have

been maniacs, raving of the jealousy of all the

world. But there have been more aged men,
serene and genial ; and not a few who have paid
brethren's debts, instead of having any of their

own, and whose judgment and aflections went on

improving long after hand and eye refused to

express the richest ideas and sentiment of the whole
life.

Like all artists, the painter must depend much
for success and stimulus, and for professional

rewards, on the opinions of others; and his posi-
tion is one which draws attention to the world's

opinion of him. He must therefore be strong in

his love of his art, and in his self-respect, before he

commits himself to his career, or he may pass his
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hfe m misery, and end it iu despair. With a brave
spirit, a true love of art, ami a jiower of maulv
self-disciphne, even a painter may live happii
a small measure of success

; though such au . i

hardly likely to hold a mortifying positiou as a
painter. As for the rest, the painter has the
advantage of exemiition from the grosser ttmpU-
tions of intemperance, wiiich beset artists of some
other classes. He is anxious to jirestTve the full

power of his senses and of his hand. Hia vocation
favours early hours, diversified study of men and
Nature, and therefore exercise of the various

powers of body and mind. The grand danger is of
a growing egotism, less gross but more engrossing
than in men of other jiursuits. Any one must sec
this w-ho considers what is comprehended in the
exclusive study of Ijeauty and expression, for
which a superiority to other people in a special
direction is indispensable. It is this fearful suare,

lying in the midst of the field of art, which
renders moralists so timid, or even hostile, to
the pursuit of art as a profession. It is this
which gives the i)hysician so many mournful
tales to tell of the catastrophe of the artist-life ;

for the cares and disturbances of egotism wear the

brain, like other anxieties and troubles. The
danger must be met, if at all successfully, by a

diligent use of the ordinary means of health,—
exercise of all the faculties in an equable way,
bodily activity and temperance, intellectual

study, and social energy and benevolence. A
hearty love of art will go a long way towards

discrediting self in the painter's imagination ;

but there is no security from more or less undue
consideration of his own needs or merits, except
in getting the world, \vith its praises and censures,
under his feet.

The Sculptor is, for the most part, imder the

same conditions as the painter. His studies, how-

ever, are difi'erent
; his public is a smaller one ;

and his success is of a somewhat more retired and
less material character. So it seems to be in our

time, however difi'erent it may have been for-

merly, and may be again. His study of the h\mi.in

frame (and also of the brute) must be of the

deepest and most elaborate kind ; and so must his

study of ancient art, and of every-day Nature.

His workings in clay may be paralleled with the

painter's on canvas : but the residts arrived at are

different. The painter may stand anywhere in a

long gradation of ranks ;
but the sculptor either

succeeds greatly or fails. Tiiere are always i"

who will buy i^aintings of any degree of lU'

even to the lowest : but, for so costly a luxury as

sculpture, orders are given only to au eminent

artist,
—whether his eminence l^e well groundeil,

or a matter of f;ishion. Tiie sculptor, therefore, h.as

need, even more than the painter, of au iutrcj'id

sjjirit, and the magnanimity to iirojtose a grc.it

stake, and accept his destiny. Without this, be

may eat his heart out before his destiny is lieter-

miued, and the higiiest success may be rendered

injurious to body and mind ; for, where there is a

lack of magnanimity, any exceptional lot is pretty

surely fatal. The brilliant lojul crushes the lieAnr:

the strong gale overthrows the house upon the sand.

The sculptor shoidd, then, have a heart .-uid mind

as large and lofty among men as his jiursuit is noble
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among the arts : and, in order to this, he should

set his Hfe by the h\ws of Nature, as his dial is set

by the sun. Either may lie clouded over : but

neither can go wrong.
There remain Music and the Drama, scarcely

separable as to their efiect on the artist.

An actor may have no concern with music ;
but

a "reat singer or instrumental performer exercises

the faculties appropriate to the drama in the

musical form of expression. The modes and con-

ditions of life are nearly the same in the two

branches of the profession. There are the same

trjang conditions of health, the same moral

dangers, the same pecidiar social circumstances :

and therefore we may here consider them

together.
To those who know the profession of jniblic per-

former only from the outside, it seems that the

singer or actor is always in circimistances danger-

ous to health, and yet lives on into old age, at

least as often as other people. We hear of despe-

rate fatigues, of constant dread of cold, of perilous

excitements of mind and tension of nerves, so that

we expect nothing short of fever, apoplexy, para-

lysis, or something as bad ;
and then, years after,

we see the ancient favourite of the pubUc driving
about at leisure in a fine old age, and read the

notice of his death at last, at long past the three-

score years and ten. This is surely very remark-

able. How can it be ?

We hear of the life of the singer or actor as it

is when the eyes of the public are upon it,
—in the

thick of the business of the year. We are apt to

overlook the weeks (1 fear I must not say months)

diiring which the artist takes rest and makes holi-

day. The singer must exercise his voice for hours

of every day ;
— the female artist, at least, says

that she must : whereas the theatrical artist may,
I suppose, dismiss work altogether during the

holiday time. This annual interval given to re-

pose, travel, rural quiet or seaside amusement, to

family and friendly intercourse, reading, and as

much sleep as comes naturally, does certainly re-

cruit the forces of body and mind considerably.

During the working months, the wear and tear

must be prodigious. Unlike the painter, whose
executive labour stops necessarily at sunset, and
to whom the morning hours ai-e therefore precious,
the stage artist is in as heavy a sleep till near
noon as the editor of a London daily newspaper.
Tin past midnight he is in a state of vivid excite-

ment, on the nights of performance ;
and then he

has to undergo the state of collajjse before he can

sleep. He has to j5ut off his trappings, his paint,
and his stage associations, and get into a new train

before he is fit for sleep. One member of the pro-
fession I have known who had his own method of

fitting himself for true repose. If he came home
after midnight too much exhausted even to speak
to wife or sister while having his tea, he was never
unable to spend half an hour over his systematic
Bible reading and habitual prayer before going to
bed. He said it was the first part of his night's
rest. If people of all orders find it desirable to clear
scores with the world and themselves in this way
before they sleep, casting out passion, soothing down
irritability, forgiving offences in others, and reconcil-

ing all within themselves, it is easy to imagine how

eminently salutary the practice may be found in a

profession which is supposed to abound beyond aU

others in irritations, collisions, and excitements.—
After this, the sleep should be comjilete,

—
regu-

lated by the need and not by the hour
;

for the

hours after breakfast are wanted for study.

It is not always so ; but, unless the actor is

playing the same character for a course of

nights, he needs more or less study ;
and when

he is preparing for a new or revived part, the

study is very intense, and requires wide-awake

facidties. When the great actor goes into his

study, and shuts the double door, it is amderstood

that he must not be interrupted. A glance at his

own desk-copy of the play, with its broad margins,

bearing an infinity of minute notes and marks,

wiU show what intellectual exercise goes on upon
that theme. As to the other preparation than

that which goes on at the desk, 1 know nothing.

The nearest approach to it which has come imder

my own observation was when I was staying in

the same house with an American politician and

much-applauded orator, who was to deliver an

oration in a day or two. Others knew his habits

better than 1 did, and were therefore less aston-

ished, though perhaps not less amused, than I was,

when, in the deepest stillness of the night, strains

of oratory rang through the house, from the great
man's chamber. The rehearsal was of certain par-

ticular passages, the turns of which were repeated
over and over again, till the effect of so planning
such an amount of spontaneous emotion was ridi-

cidous beyond measure. As the tones expressive
of surprise, inquiry, or passion were practised

patiently till the right gradation was obtained, the

household lay laughing in their beds. There was
no appearance of shame or misgiving the next

morning ; and, as the need of a big looking-glass
in this gentleman's room, whenever he was on an

oratorical expedition, was known to his hostesses,

it is probable that he was unconscious of anything
absurd in his proceedings. But it was rather ex-

travagant to expect us, on the grand occasion, to

be thriUed, as he declared himself to be, with

horror, amazement, grief, &c. Tones which had
been heard so often over, under difl^ereut circum-

stances, failed to thrill, and tears would not come
at passages which had been laughed at for their

cadence when the words could not be distinguished.

My own impression certainly was that, if he felt

enough on the particular occasion to be justified in

speaking, he woidd have gained all desirable ends

better by sleeping in the night, and trusting to his

natural thoughts and feelings for his speech,
—all

the technical practice having been familiar to him
from his youth.—In the actor's case, the same
kind of practice is a grave and respectable affair,

fi-ee from all taint of ridicide. He has to deliver,

not his own pretended thoughts and feelings of the

moment, but the recognised art-production of the

tragic or comic poet ; and what is hypocrisy in

the orator, is his professional business. I must
leave him at it, for how he transacts it I do not

know.
Then there is the business at the theatre ; among

draughts and discomfort, and the mixed disgust
and amusement caused by seeing the inside of the

puppet-show,—the devices by which moving or
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brilliant impressions are to be made on the audi-
ence of the evenincr. The rehearsal at a theatre,
I have been told, is enough to chill the enterprise
of the most able or ambitious artist that ever
trod the stage.

Hai)py those actors who live where they can see

something of the face of Nature every day ! If

they can get out to the fields, or upon a common
for even half an hour, it is the best kind of ex-

hilaration. A walk in the Park is good ;
or a

game at romps with the children in a gai'den, if

there is one
; or an hour's gardening : 'but the

evening conies very soon after so late a rising and
term of study ; and there is little time for any-
thing between.
As for the wear and tear of the next few hours,

everybody sees what it must be
; and no descrip-

tion can magnify the impression of it. Mere
publicity is wear and tear

;
and here the intellect

has to work intensely under the concentrated gaze
of a crowd. In the presence of everything that
can agitate the nerves, the brain must produce its

greatest achievements
;
and a severer trial, for the

hour, of physical and intellectual power can

hardly be conceived. Of all the nonsense that is

talked by people who pretend to judge other

peojile's business, none is more extreme than that
which treats the actor's or opera-singer's work as

frivolous, slight, and of no account. It would be
less exhausting if the work were either solitarj%

—
as that of the great orator's,—or sustained by hearty
fellowship with a group of fellow-labourers. The
great actor has the disadvantage of partial depend-
ence on the ability of comrades, who not only dis-

courage him more or less by their inferiority, but
cannot be more than adventitious associates. It

is well if even a bare good understanding can be

kept with them by forbearance and generosity.
The green-room may be often a very merry, and a

very instructive place ; but it can scarcely be a

happy one to anybody but an occasional visitor.—
If the exhaustion is not too great, the actor is in

the mood for an exciting supper, where wine, and

praise, and good fellowship with admirers end his

day with more or less moral intoxication, though
the physical one may be avoided.

So much for the external appearance of this

mode of life. To judge of the effect on the wel-
fare of the individual, we must look a little

deeper.
As far as my intercourses have led me to any

imderstanding of the matter, it seems to me that
there are two theories of this profession which
cannot be too clearly distinguished from eacji other,
for the sake of the welfare of its members, and
the morality of society.

According to the one theory, the performer's
point of view lies outside of and above the part he

;

or she is to represent. He is to study it intel-

lectually, and so to invest his imagination in it, as

to act and speak as he is certain a real being would
have acted and spoken under the circumstances.
He throws all his convictions, both of experience
and imagination into his part, being the more, in-

stead of the less, himself for this diligent use of

his faculties and means. According to the other

theory, the performer's point of view lies within
the part he assumes. He must be in the very mood ,

of passion to be represented, and must lose him-
self in the imaginary scene and circumstances.
The difference between these two views is a very
serious matter indeed, as I once had occasion to

perceive, when conversing with a very eminent
member of the college of critics.

A particular case being under discussion, this
learned personage began lamenting the irreconcil-
able recpiirements of social Ufe in England and
art,
—

operatic and dramatic. The highest attain-
ment in art demands a mood of passion as lasting
as the professional life ; whereas, English social
life requires respectable marriage, or a respectable
single life. Now, marriage is the immediate ex-

tinguisher of the capacity for passion ; and be-

sides, the gifted individual who can attain the

heights of art must presently discover the in-

feriority of his or her mate, and must find mar-

riage a yoke, under which power must con-

tinually decline—and so forth. There is, my
informant added, no other way of pursuing art

with the highest success than surrendering the

passionate nature to a succession of attachments,—and so forth. Thus only can the variety and

power of expression be preserved till the time has
arrived for quitting the stage. Such was the in-

soluble problem of dramatic art.

I ventured to ask what was to be done, if this

were true
;
—which should give way, our daily

humau life, with its natural succession and disci-

pline of affections, and its sweet and solemn sanc-

tions, or the life of the stage, with its eternal

childhood (according to the critic) of passions. Of

course, the critic was of opinion that art coidd

never die out : and I need not add that mj' opinion
was, and is, that human life wdl hold its natural

course, perpetually maturing, rather than lapsing
into inferior stages of experience. The critic sup-

posed I therefore gave up art. Not so. 1 believe

that art is long, and that life is long too ;
and

that there is no reason why they should not live

on together, each heli)ing the other. What I do
not believe is, that true art can ever require the

perpetuating of one stage of human experience

bej^ond its natural limits, to the destruction of the

individual, and the injury of both the character

and reputation of art.

As for the other view, there is fact enough in

its favour to save the necessity of argument. The
name of Mrs. Siddons alone would suffice to shame

the bad doctrine of the oracular critic. Mrs.

Siddons, looking after her children's clothes and

lessons at home, and devoting herself to her

husband's comfort and will and pleasure, certainly

thrilled and transported an audience (piite as

effectively as any lady who has since hesitated to

marry, because she could not rise to the height of

her professional ambition otherwise than by a suc-

cession of love-affairs. It would be insidtiug to

mention the names of liWng persons in such a con-

nection ;
but we may safely ask, whetlier among

the greatest artists of our time, we have not seen

devoted husbands and wives, and performers who
were always thinking more of their art than of

themselves, without jiretending to the heroism of

going to perdition for it.

This difference of view is entertained to a suffi-

cient extent to require thus much notice in
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considering the welfare of the dramatic artist. A
few more words will convey all else that I am able

to suggest.
We have been lately informed that the

dramatic artists of all classes in Europe, con-

stitute a population of tens of thousands ;
—

a number largo enough to render their welfare

an important element in human haiipiness. Of

the greater proportion the earnings are very small,

and the rewards of their labour are very scanty.

If they keep their morals, they suffer under the

corrosions of poverty and humiliation ;
and if they

succumb to temptation
—in their case fearfidly

strong
—their fate is, of course, worse. It seems to

be commonly agi'eed, that the musical and the

theatrical career is not a prosperous lot in life,

except to the very few who attain the heights of

the profession.
Their case, in regard to health and happiness,

seems to be this.

Their natm-e is not the highest, to begin with.

I

This is saying little ;
for how many in a nation

i

could be pointed out as of the highest original

I quality? They have no desire of concentrated

wisdom,—no craving for peace of mind arising

from harmony of the faculties and affections. The

highest moral condition,—that of habitual mode-

ration, attained through a varied experience,
—

is not within their view. It does not come directly

within the range of any art of expression, and it

is therefore scarcely a part of human life to them.

All else that is heroic, thej^can appreciate and adore.

Their notion of life, however, is of an endless

drama of passions and sentiments, interacting with
events. They also commit themselves to a life from
which tranquiUity is excluded,—practically, if not

theoretically ;
and thus they set out with a sacri-

fice of. welfare of a gi-ave character. They know
that jealousies, mortifications, ii-ritations of all sorts

beset the career, and they must intend to put up
with these miseries for the sake of art or ambition

;

for it is inconceivable that any man or woman can

expect to be always superior to such trials.

They are under graver liabilities than these.

It may be doid)ted whether any art of expression
can be exclusively studied without destroj'ing
the simplicity and integrity of the mind in

that particular direction. Without summoning
as a witness the designer of patterns for the

Coventry manufacturer who complained that

he had got to see ribbons in everjrthing,
—in sun-

sets, in the sea waves, in the woods, and every-
where, we may refer to the landscape-painter's

phrase of "the innocent eye,"
—the eye of un-

conscious spectators, who see colours as they
appear to the general sense : whereas the painter
sees them through a medium which affects his very
perceptions. It is not a trifle to have exchanged
the natural relish of a morning landscape, or a
fair face, for a professional view of it : but the

penalty becomes much graver when the art of

expression relates to human character. The
natural springs of action and emotion then become
means of art, and simplicity and unconsciousness
are lost. Leaving as a fair- subject for opinion
the quality of Mrs. Siddons's act of running across
the street when a child was run over, to study the
countenance of the mother, in furtherance of her

art, the fact remains that human feelings and

fortunes, when once made an art-study by a fellow

being, cease to be a ground of companionship
and sympathy. The ordinary complaint is, that

actors are affected, or formal, or self-conscious :

but the full truth is, that they have forsworn the

freemasonry of direct sympathy, and have com-

pelled themselves to take life at second-hand, as it

were. They have lost their direct grasp upon it,

their direct apprehension of it. The case is clear

enough in the instance of aiithors who have be-

come bewitched by the theatre. There have been

such in the last generation, and there are such in the

present. The public cannot conceive the meaning of

their delight in theatrical associations, and has no
reason to be pleased with the effect on tlieir mode
of art. They are mannerists, in an extreme de-

gree ;
and their pictures of life are, however able,

only natural to their own manner. They are

scenes beheld by lamplight, and commented on
from the green-room point of view ;

and they bear

no resemblance to the clear noon-day aspects of

life presented by authors of parallel ability, who
have never been bewitched by the theatre. Such
is the difference between the dramatic artist's and
other men's apprehension of the great phenomena
of himaan existence. The consideration is a serious

one. The question is, what had best be done.

The only recommendation that I know of is,

to live as much like other peojile as possible,
and to counteract to the utmost, by a homely
method of life, the besetting danger of artificial

habits of looking, moving, and speaking. To lend

a hand as often as possible to the common business

of life, to repress all indulgence in merely uttered

sentiment, and to make such a home as must
remove the egotism at least one degree from its

centre, is good. To cidtivate, in short, the reality
of life, and to restrict profession and demonstra-

tion to the domain of art, is essential to the wel-

fare of the artist in any department. If he is able to

do this, and further to raise himself in fact above
his ostensible position of dependence on the opinion
of the iiublic, he may keep his nature healthy, and
his life satisfactory. Each kind of art has its high

enjoyments : each its happy influences ; each its

lofty function. The drawback is, that so many have

j

sunk under the peculiar liabilities, living irksome,
or turbulent, or disreputable lives, and dying in a

state of feebleness or disturbance. Happily, there

have been robiist, and self-respecting, and simj)le-

1

minded, and generous, and amiable artists, as well
! as soldiers, or doctors, or divines, or merchants.

Such men, in all callings, have secured their ijhj'sical

and moral health in the same way,—by harmon-

ising their lives with the laws of Nature, j^recisely
to the extent of that health.

HAKPaET Maetineav.

i A NIGHT AUVENTUEB IN IRELAND.
BY A SOLDIER.

'

When our regiment was quartered in Ireland,

some of my comjiany were ordered to a town

j

within five hours' march of where we lay. My
j

duty was to escort them there, and return by the

evening train from a station a few miles from

I

where my comrades were to be left.
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We reached our destination in duo time, and

arningements were made foi- my departure ; but
as the evening set in very inclement, I halted as

long as possible in hope that the storm woidd
abate. This, however, was not the result ; the
storm grew more severe, and my orders being
nearly imperative, I had to set forth in the midst
of the blast. Making headway against the weather
took up more time than I had calculated on, and
I reached the station only to learn tliat tlie last

train had passed. I spent little time in hesitation,
as I had only one course before me if ray quarters
were to be reached that night, so, drenched and

weary, I retraced my steps.

When night began to close in, and the weather
grew dense and thick, I for the Hrst time tliought
that if darkness were once on, and an inn should
invite shelter, I would, under the circumstances,
avail myself of it and remain till daybreak. I
had not a very accurate knowledge of the district,

yet I did not douljt that I was f)n the right road
the length I had gone ; still, a slight hesitation

arose, and I resolved to make inquiry the first

opijortuniby. I continued to go on a considerable
distance without sight or sound of human exist-

ence, but I was at length fortunate enough to fall

in with an old woman driving a cow. When she
recovered from her surprise at seeing me, I was

fully convinced by her that I had gone astray,
and was farther from an inn than it would be

agreeable to travel. It appeared there were no
houses near but her own—where there was no

accommodation—and another one where I might
have been put iip, but a man having died there

that morning, and the widow being in the house

alone, it was thought she might object to the

presence of a stranger. I resolved to try at any
rate, and got such directions for reaching the

])lace as were seemingly intelligible, when my
informant and I parted company.
The house was not so easilj^ found as I had

hoped, but I stumbled upon it after nearly losing

temper, and advanced consideral)ly elevated in

si)irits when its outline attracted my bewildered

sight. At iirst 1 knocked somewhat gently, not

to startle the inmate, but no notice being taken,

I repeated it much louder. A stir within followed

this, and a voice gruflly inquired the purpose of

the disturber.

I began to explain my situation, but before I

had spoken a dozen words I was told I could not

get admittance, as there was a ilead man in the

house. I remonstrated, and urged the necessity

of my ca^e, offering to sit in any corner, and give

no trouble nor annoyance. Still I was ouly told,

in notes a key or two louder, that I might as well
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depart at once. This irritated me greatly,
and I

angrily shouted, that unless she let me in qinetly,

I would force the door and enter in spite of her.

There miist have been a tone of deterrnmed

resolution in my si^eech, for the voice within

modified considcnihly after the threat; some

parley and grumbling followed, when the door

was opened and a candle lit. The woman eyed

me very suspiciously, and appeared either alarmed

or annoyed, but I ui'ged her to be composed and

give herself no imeasiness on my account.

The house was miserably furnished, the chief

objects which arrested my attention in the deso-

late abode being the figure in the dead dress,

which lay on a chest before the bed, and a table

by the fireside laid out with provisions.
The

latter were, to me, rather tempting, but my newly

made friend seemed anxious that I should not be

allowed too narrow a survey of her premises, as

she requested me to follow her to an inner apart-

ment. I wovUd have preferred staying where I

was, but I did not consider it unreasonable that

she should have the choice of where 1 was to be

located, so I followed when she led the way.
In this place there was nothing but a low erec-

tion covered with straw, and an old-fashioned

stool Ipng upside down. I was told I could take

either the stool or the "bed," and left alone ;
but

she handed in a piece of bread a few mimites

afterwards, -with a sullen remark that was not

intelhgible.
Tired as I was, I felt more disposed to watch

the woman's motions than court slumber, but this

eventually grew tedious, and I began to get

drowsy. I therefore quietly lay down, and, to

prevent my being taken by surprise, 1 placed my
feet opposite the door, so that it coidd not be

opened without awakening me. In this position I

fell into a slight sleep, but a movement in the

other apartment made me start and listen. Through
the crevices in the old door, I could only see in-

distinctly, but was still able to see my friend was

listening behind it ; and when I saw this, I dare-

say I helped to convince her that I. was fast

asleep, by certain nasal sounds I introduced at

intervals.

She soon desisted and slipped cautiously back,

and, my inquisitiveness being aroused, I peered

sagely through the seams. She wrapped a shawl

around her, set a lighted candle on the table, and
left the house, locking the door carefiUly behind

her, I confess to getting uneasy at this, and a

feeling of awe at the loneliness of my situation

crept through my frame. Not knowing what

might follow, I loaded my musket, as I thought it

better to be able to defend myself if that should
be necessitated.

I waited anxiously a long time, but heard no

sign of her return, nor any sound save the first

dull clicks of an old clock, and the splashing of

the rain outside. At length I was seized with a

desire to inspect the premises, and after a slight
hesitation I ventured into the other end. It was
the most dreary position in which I had ever found

myself, the solemn stillness imparting a feeling as

much akin to terror as the greatest fear of real

danger cotdd ever instil within me
; but my sur-

vey was almost immediately interruiited by a rust-

in the direction where the dead
ling movement
man lay.

I started at this, and moved my piece into a

better position, and I think I raised it mechani-

cally to my shoulder, when I saw the sheets

moving on the Lifeless body, as I had thought it.

My hair, which was generally so short as to be

always on end, cannot exactly be said to have

stood erect at this, but I perspired at every

pore, and felt somewhat unnerved, although

I am no slave to superstitious fears. At this stage,

a voice from the sheets addressed me in a low

tone saying, slowly and distinctly,
—"

Sodger,

sodger, sure an' ye won't shoot me !

"

This partly convinced me that he was still an

animated being, but I was not by any means at

ease, and coidd only respond by a searching yet

tremulous stare.
" Sowl ! an' I'm living as ye are," he said,

turning round; "but if ye'U plaise to take the

pins out of them binders and cut the cord round

my toes afore that woman returns, I'll till ye the

howl about it, an' dhrink my own health wid ye to

the bargain."
There was now no reason for being concerned

so much, although my curiosity ran on a head

while conjecture followed hard to overtake it. I

complied with his wish, and he civilly asked me
to remove to the other end, after I had covered

him up nearly as he was before, and handed him

a "sprig" as he termed a ponderous staff that

looked decidedly dangerous, even when standing

quietly in the corner.

I was somewhat excited when I returned and

sat down again within. In an hour or so, silence

was broken by the grating of the lock, and my
hostess entered accompanied by as ruffianly a look-

ing character as I had ever beheld. She pointed
to the door I was looking through, and muttered

something to her companion, who growled a re-

sponse and brandished a stick he had brought
with him. Both then listened earnestly for what

seemed a long time, but I was soon convinced

that I was not the object of much care on their

part. They sat down, and began to drink from a

bottle the woman had taken from a recess. By-

and-by the new comer piit his arm round her neck

and began to whisper words I could not hear, but

their proceedings were speedily interrui^ted by the

man in the sheets springing to his feet with sundry

execrations, and dealing most unmerciful blows

with the "
sprig" upon the head of each. At the

first sign of life in the prostrate figure, the woman

began to shriek, but this soon ceased as she and

her companion were knocked down.
I felt it was not my business to interfere, so 1

looked on in sdence. The next proceeding of our

hero was to open the door, and throw them both

outside with the greatest unconcern. After this

he carefully locked the door, came forward to

where I was, and asked me to sit with him, by
the fire which had now kindled up.

I gladly comjjlied, and he related the reason that

had led to the scene I had just witnessed. The

woman, it ap>25eared, was his wife, and he had
found occasion to suspect that she intended to rob

him, and run off with the stranger. He likewise

discovered that she had poison in her possession.
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which he managed to rephice by a harmless ingre-
dient, and he subsequently had tiie gratirication to
see it mixed up for himself. This led him to feign
death, with a view to ascertaining her exact inten-

tions, but he evinced sur])rise that she had been
deceived so thoroughly. Her anxiety to get rid of

him, however, had aided the deception, and she
had not investigated very closely whether her

drug had done its work thoroughly.
He very unreservedly stated his future purpose ;

turned over some old gear in a corner, and pro-
duced a sum of money with which he meant to

pay his passage to America, and leave for that

country at break of day. We sat talking all

night, and grew so friendly that he offered to

share his funds with me, which I, of course, de-

clined.

In the morning he looked out in front of the

house, but the two outcasts were nowhere to be

seen. With a hatchet he smashed in the face of

the old clock, which terminated its asthmatic

ticking, and threw it on the fire
; and every other

thing in the house, that appeared worth destroy-

ing, he broke. Tying up sozne of his own apparel
in a napkin, he muttered a curse on the wretched

dwelling, locked the door, and threw the key on
the dunghill with a " bad luck to it;" and after

that, he showed no farther concern about what
had occurred.

At the station I allowed him to pay jiart of my
fare, which gratified him exceedingly ; and when
I left him, he was so sorry to part, that I believe

a word would have taken him into the ranks
with me. But the parting whistle sounded, he

pressed my hand, and I returned his grasp of

kindness, and in one minute more the last look

was exchanged, and since that time I have seen

nor heard nothing of my somewhat singularly-
formed acquaintance.

FAKISTAJNT AND FATIMA.
An Oriental Legend.

done into his mothek-tongue bi' e. a. bowring.
Part I.

Once in a famous Eastern city,

There lived a taitcr with a pretty,
In fiict a very pretty wife,

Wliom he loved better than his life.

Her eyes were of the blackest sort,

No lily's stem was half so slender,

Of finest silk her hair seem'd wrought,
Her rosy cheeks were smooth and tender.

Her age scarce twenty,
—and, in short.

It was impossible to mend her.

One day quoth he :

" You darling little wife, you !

Whatever would become of liauless me,
If I should happen to survive you,
And your fair body I should see

Lying a corpse, all cold and void of motion,
Within my arms ? The very notion

Gives me a chill as if 1 now were dying !

I swear that if I, wretched man,
Only survive the shock, you'll find me lying

Upon your tomb for nine long days, and crying,

Crying the very best I can !

"—
" And if, dear husband," she began,

I'm the survivor when we're parted,
I'll buried be, my Faristan,

Inside your coffin, broken-hearted."—

" A noble woman !" he with rapture thought,
As in his arms his wife he caught.
He felt no doubt about it, fur, you know.
She said it,

—so it must be so !

About a year had pass'd away
Since the agreement made that day,
When it so chanced that, as they sat

Over their evening meal of curry.

Spending the time in pleasivut chat.
Poor Fatima, in too great hurry

To eat some tit-])it, while her eyes
Ogled, in manner far from wise.
Her husband, not her plate, by ill-luck swallow'd
A little bone—of course you gue^s what follow'd.

What could be done ? Poor Faristan

Skips here and there, does all he can.

Upon the back he thumps her.
He shakes her, bumps- her, jumps her.
He tries to push it down, he upwards tries to puil it,

—
In vain ! She's choked by that small bone inside

her little gullet !

Only imagine his despair !

Soon in her winding-sheet they fold her.
Black in the face, it may be, yet so fair !

He could not summon courage to behold her.

Now Fatima is in her grave.
And Faristan begins to rave.
And rolls upon it, sighing with such ardour,

That he is heard a mile away and more,

Fully resolved (so much did he regard her)
Nine days to stop there, as we know he swore.

The Prophet chanced to pass that way,
Found it impossible to pray
In such a noise, so asked politely :

—
"What mean these groans and writhings so un-

sightly?"

"
0, sir !" said he, "within this tomb there lies

The best of wives,
—I never knew a chaster

Or nobler woman, loving, young, and wise,
—

And in the grave this very day I've pLaced her."

The Prophet answer'd : "Since you for her sake

Are grieving so, and merit to be lucky,

rU grant your wish," and as he spake,

The staff his hand was grasping struck he

Upon the tomb, and, lo ! it open'd wide.

And Fatima appeard outside

In health and beauty, and with rapturous passioa

Rush'd to her husband's arms in loving fashion.

How they embraced and hugg'd each other I

Any spectiitor must have thought

Such kisses were enough to smother

Both man and wife.—And next they sought

To thank the Prophet for this miracle portentous,

But couldn't—he was non inventus/

Part II.

Good Faristan bethought him then

That Fatima's loose funeral linen raiment

(Although 'twas dusk) for walking home again

Was scarcely, in the usual way, meant.

Light of my eyes ! behind these stones stoop down,

WhUe I run home and fetch your shoes and gown ;

The moon is up, there's little danger in it.

Fear not, and I'll be back in half a minute."

He spoke, and vanish'd like a shot.—
Meanwhile there happen'd to approach the spot

The Sultan's son, escorted by the light

Of many torches through the night.
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His servants, by the flickerhis: glare,

Perceived a woman with (lif.hevell'(l hair,

And scanty clothing, seeking to conceal

Her somewhat striking dishabille,

"Which in the darkness, by the torchlight aided,

Seem'd greater than it in the day did.

The Sultan's son his march suspended,

And then approach'd her unattended,

While she with arms and hands was trying

Her want of clothing to replace,

And left exposed, in beauty vying,

Two legs and feet of matchless grace.

The Prince, instead of putting (as his duty

Clearly enjoin'd) his hands before his face,

With might and main stood staring at the beauty—
' ' What loveliness is this I trace !

And yet the time, spot, dress, are rather funny-
"

My lord !

"
she said in accents sweet as honej',

'

I feel £0 awkward in this negligee,

I really know not what to say !

"

The Prince at once confess'd the force

Of her remark, and then of course

Gave her his own great coat at this suggestion.

And said,
" Fair lady, just one question !

y^ .^

Pray, are you married ? If you single are,

Come home with me, and be the brightest

star

Within my harem ! Be a prince's bride,

I love you more than aU the world beside !

"

Fair Fatima soon compirehended
Th' advantage of this offer splendid,
And found her knowledge as a tailor

In measuring its extent avail her.

Alas ! when this proposal made he,
I grieve to say the naughty lady
Forgot her duty and her plighted troth.

Forgot her husband and her oath.

"My lord ! I'm single, and quite ready
To offer you allegiance steady.
And live but for Your Royal Highness !

"

"A bargain !" he exclaim'd with slyness ;
—

A horse is brought, and, lighted by the

torches.

Soon Fatima' s inside his harem's porches.

Scarce had she gone, when Faristau comes back,

Bringing the clothes she seem'd to lack.

She is not there ! His wonderment immense is ;

He shouted, search'd, and well-nigh lost his senses.

She is some robber's prize," then thought he,
—

In this we scarce can contradict him ;

He little dreamt that she could be so naughty,
As to have been a willing victim !

"Why didn't I escort her home at once,

Dress'd as she was ? Alas, poor silly dunce !

In w^hat distress my darling little wife

Will be ! She said that she should find her life

So sad without me, that she needs must be

Buried alive in the same grave with me.

You phceuis of a woman ! if a stranger
Has dared to pester you with his advances,

I'm sure that you'll have saved yourself from danger,

As any noble matron would,— the chance is

That you have scratch'd your face, or torn your hair,

Or even stabb'd yourself in your despair !

"
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Alas, poor Faristan deluded,

Sbe felt more happy far than you did !

She liked lier quarters in the harem so,

That she had not the slightest wish to go,

And took so kindly to her new position,

She quite forgot you and your sad condition.

Part III.

Poor Faristan begins to seek her

Early and late, tlirough all the country round,

But all in vain
;
his hopes grow weaker,

No trace of her can anywhere be found.

He also searches for his friend the Prophet,
_

Hoping that he could tell him something of it.—

At length a person who was present
At the adventure, brought the news un-

pleasant
That Fatima, the good and tender,
Instead of swearing "No surrender !

"

Had shown the Prince a preference decided,
And in his harem happily resided.

Our hero now no longer- waits,
But hastens to the palace gates,

Past all the servants, heralds, courtiers

pushes,
Into the Prince's very presence rushes,
And there begins he to implore him
His faithful lost one to restore him.

^^ /^c

The Prince, kind man (who maybe had enough
Of Fatima ere this), gave no rebuff,

But told him what had pass'd, without conceal-

ment,
On learning what this strong appeal meant.

"She doubtless was beside herself witli terror,"

Said Faristan, "and thought that you were

me ;

let her come, and I'll explain her error,
—

My own dear wife ! You presently shall see.

My gracious lord, v/ith how much forvour

She'll rush to kiss me—heaven preserve her !"

" 'Tis well !" the Prince replied, "so be it !

rU at a distance stand to see it."

The lady came—good Faristan

Was so much dazzled hy the splendour

Of her gold clothes and jewels, that, poor man.

He knew her scarce, and felt like some pretender.

But Fatima in half a second
, , , „

Knew him too weU, stepp'd back, tura d deadly

white, ,

Then fiery red ;
but soofc sbe reckon d

"With v.oman's wit the way to win the fight.
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Now, when the Prince observed her start, he

Rush'd up and said,
" You know this party ?

"

'

yes !

"
rejjlied the gentlest of all creatures,

I recognise too well his features.

This is the robber who attack'd me,
Beat me, and dragg'd me to the spot from whence

Your Higliiioss had the goodness to extract me,

Half-naked, thanks to his impertinence !

"

On hearing his dear wife thus speak,
Poor Faristan turns pale as death.

Stares wildly round, feels faint and weak.
His senses swim, he gasps for breath.

The Court in chorus all asserted

Such conduct proved a mind perverted ;

His guilt was clear, the Prince commanded
That they should take him to the Cadi.

Into the judgment-room he's handed,
The case is tried, the gentle lady

Duly deposes, our poor friend

Makes no defence, what cares he for his life,

Seeing this conduct of his faithless wife ?

He'd rather have it at an end.

The verdict's "Guilty !" so they take him straight-

way
Off to the gallows near the city's gateway.

What could have saved his neck and reputation,
As he stood trembling at the gallows' base,

Had not the Prophet (who in our narration

Has play'd a part) approach'd the place ?

His figure glisteu'd with an angel's splendour.
' This man is innocent, and no offender,
And I'm his witness too !

"
he cried aloud.

The hangman dropp'd the rope, the crowd
Stared when they heard this speech of one
Who never spoke in ignorance or malice,
And all together hasten'd to the palace ;

The Sultan came, attended by his son.

The Prophet, highly honour'd at the Court,
First says his say ;

then Fatima is brought.
Around them buth, the others form a ring ;

Too conscious of her guilt, the naughty thing
Lifts up her eyes, the Prophet recognises,
Falls down a corpse, while great the crowd's sur-

prise is.

Good Faristan gets ample compensation,
While Fatima's consign'd to her old tomb

;

There she may stop until the day of doom.
He hasn't now the slightest inclination
To throw himself, and weep, and rave
E'en for nine seconds on her grave.

AUROEAS.
In primitive ages mystery alarmed. Knowledge

of his insignitrcance amid the vastness of the
universe inclined man to regard with superstitious
awe the im-isible but all-pervading forces of which
he was vaguely conscious. Attributing to nature

sympathy with his fortunes, he conceived that all

phenomena had a direct relation to himself—that
a mysterious connection existed between the events
of his ephemeral life and the cyclical movements
of the stars, and he uneasily sought in the complex
changes of the heavens for indications of the
future that might determine his faltering steins.
From its weird and fantastic character the polar
aurora is peculiarly adapted to elicit these emo-
tions

; and, as that seen by imagination is but the
shadow of the actual projected inio infinite space ;

so, in those ages of blood and havoc, the auroral

coruscations, shaped by fearful fancy into aerial

hosts contending with glittering arms, were con-

ceived to jiortend jiroximate slaughters, which,
from the spirit of the age, no sign from heaven

was needed to presage. These phenomena no

longer alarm us
;
and yet, beyond ingenious con-

jecture, modern science has made indififerent

use of the materials accumiilated by observation

towards determining the real meaning or origin
of auroras. Under these circumstances, the at-

tention of the public having been attracted to

late displays of singular brilliancy, and to the

remarkable influence these have exercised upon
telegraphic lines, some remarks may be acceptable
on a subject scientifically so interesting, and, as

afi"ecting the chief means of international commu-

nication, so impoi-tant to the welfare of our race.

After briefly reviewing the auroral phenomena,
we propose inquiring what special conditions of

the earth, atmosphere, or cosmos, ascertained to

coincide with their occurrence, may be conceived

to have a positive relation therewith either as

cause or effect. Certes, coincidences do not in

themselves constitute proofs of connection ; but,

when constantly reciirrent, they justify a pre-

sumption to that efiect, are fairly entitled to a

valuation, and may possibly guide our efforts to

discover the law they intelligibly suggest.
That which is specially perplexing in the aurora

is the irregularity of its appearance. From earliest

antiquity down to the present time it has been

seen at unequal intervals, yet no period has been

assigned to it, nor has anything been determined

as to its law. The unknown writer of the book
of Job speaks of the ' '

Brightness that cometh out

of the North." Aristotle has recorded the pheno-
menon, and various other classical writers inci-

dentally aUude to it ; but that it was then rare

may be presumed both from the awe it inspired,
and from the very position of that region whereto

early science was restricted. To come to later

times : in Sweden and the north of Europe it was
also rare previous to the eighteenth century, and
there seem to have been long intervals without

any auroral appearances in England, though a

lack of meteorological observations does not abso-

lutely prove the absence of phenomena in an age
indirt'erent to science, and inclined to prefer the
comfort of repose to learned vigils. Of later years
auroras have been remarkably vivid and frequent,
even in places hitherto imvisited by them, for the

great aurora of 1859 was the first ever observed in

Jamaica since the discovery of that island.

It may be stated generally that auroras increase

in frequency with proximity to the poles, but

they are seen alike in the frosty winter of polar
regions, and the autumn of more genial climes,
the atmospheric serenity of those seasons being
specially favourable to their visibility, and per-
chance to their occurrence. An aurora commences
after sunset, rarely later than midnight, its dura-
tion varying from a few hours to several successive

nights, while so manifold are its aspects and so

rapid its transitions that they can scarcely be

comprehended in a general description necessarily
terse.

An aurora is always preceded by the appearance
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on the horizon of a brown haze, passing into

violet, throngh which the stars may be dimly
seen, which is cliftuseil laterally and upward to a

height of from 5° to 10°, at which it is bounded

by a kiminons arc. This is occasionally agitated
for hours by a tremidous movement and seeming
eflTervescence ere rays of light rush from it uiiv::.;'d

into the zenith, glowing with the prismatic colours

between violet and purple red, whose rapid undu-

latory motion causes a continuous change in their

form and splendour. Sometimes these columns of

light are mingled with dark rays, somewhat like

Fraunhofer's lines in the solar spectrum ;
at

others the whole heaven is radiant with corusca-

tions, whose brilliancy seems intensified by the

rapidity of then- emission, though it is ever

greatest at the arc in which they originate. When
these streams of glory, rising simidtaneously from

various })oints, unite in the zenith, they form a

brilliant crown of light ;
Ijut this is rare, and

always premonitory of the end of the aurora,

which then rapidly pales and vanishes, leaving as

records of its presence only a faint haze on the

horizon, and a few nebulous S2)ots arranged in

streaks upon the sky. A faint sulj)hurous odour

is at times apprehended, similar to that attendant

on a thunderstorm, and a shari) crejiitation has

been heard, regarding which the incredulity of

some in opposition to reliable testimonies is not

very philosophical. Burns, who was a good
observer of nature, alluded to it, and his e\adence

is not to be despised :

" The cauld blue North was flashing forth

Her lights wi' hissing eerie din—"

Signs of positive electricity have also been

frequently observed in the atmosphere at these

times.

It has been observed that auroras are most vivid

and freqiient when the higher atmosphere con-

tains those delicate flowing clouds, termed cirri.

These have a singular tendency to Polar arrange-

ment, like that of the auroral rays, and occasion-

ally a train of cirri thus disposed have been

identified as having been luminous rays the pre-

ceding night,
—the vehicle of an evanescent

splendour.
The condition of the atmosphere, indicated by

cirri, is attended with magnetic disturbances.

This having been stated, the coincidence of cirri

with auroras gives a special significance to their

meridional direction and evolution of light at the

Poles, did those facts stand alone. But of all phe-
nomena accompanying the aurora those most

invariable are magnetic ones. The needle is

deflected by it first west, then east. This is

noticed even in distant places where the aurora is

not visible, jn-oving that the action is not merely
local

;
and so invariable are these magnetic dis-

turbances, that the celebrated Arago was thereby
enabled to detect the presence of an aurora

from the subterranean chambers of the Paris

observatoiy.
But the most remarkable evidence of the imme-

diate presence of the aurora is its influence on

telegra2)hic lines, consisting not merely in a mo-

mentary interruption of communication like that

occurring during a thunder-storm, but in the mag-

netic action on the magnets and actual occupation
of the wires. These strange phenomena vary
with the intensity of the aurora, l)ut they have
been satisfactorily determined by repeated obser-

vation, all telegraphic operations being sometimes

stopped for hours.

To apprehend clearly the nature of this auroral

action on the wires as distinguishdl from that of a

thunderstorm, it must be premised that the voltaic

or chemical electricity used for telegraphic pur-

poses is of low tension, continuous flow, and jier-

fectly controllable
;
whereas the free electricity of

the atmosjdiere is of high tension, exploding
with vivid light when it rinds a conductor, and

"dying in the very moment of its birth."

During a vivid aurora a new modii. of electricity,
of totally distinct character from either of these, is

revealed : it has low tension, chemical decom-

posing power, alternating polarity, induces mag-
netism, aud produces on the electro-maiincts of a
line the same effect as that of continuously opening
and closing the circuit. An instance of this specific
action may be adduced.

In 185"J, when auroras were very brilliant

throughout North America, the auroral current

manifested itself unmistakeably on many of the

telegraphic lines. The main wire of one particular

line, to which we have reference, was connected

with a chemically prepared paper on a disk, and
on this the ordinary atmospheric currents were

actually self-registered. The usual voltaic current

—decomposing the salts of the paper and imiting
with the ii-on point of the pen—left a blue mark

varying with the inteiasity of its action. On this

occasion, the batteries being at the time detached,

a dark blue line appeared on the moistened paper,

and was succeeded by an intense flame which

burnt through twelve thicknesses. This current

then gradually died away, and was followed l)y a

negative one which bleached and changed similarly

into flame. The force which had thus intervened

on the wires continued to act as long as the aurora

lasted, and effectuaUy put a stop to business.

Extraordinary as it may seem, the auroral cur-

rent—the presence of which has been thus made

visible—has been actually used for the transmission

of human thought very recently.

The brilliant auroras of last autumn, which

excited the admiration of England, while inter-

rupting its means of communication, were not

merely local, but ])revailed sinndtaueously all over

Europe, Northern Africa, Northern America, the

West Indies, and Australia, satisfactorily esta-

bhshing the unity of the action. This magnetic

or aui-oral storm had rendered all the telegraphic

lines of Canada and the Northern States unavail-

able, except at irregular intervals, for several

days.
On the 2nd of September, the auroral influence

being very active in the Boston terminus of the

Boston and Portland line, the proper voltaic cur-

rent being alternately intensified and neutralised

by it visibly, it occurred to the interested operator

in the office, that if the batteries were detached

from the line, aud the wires connected with the

earth, the intruding auroral current might, per-

chance, be made use of. The idea is characteris-

tically xVmericau in its utihtai-iauisni. Having
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communicated this design to liis Portland corre-

spondent, the coucei)tion was immediately acted

on, with fortunate success, and despatches were

transmitted for two hours in that manner more

etfectually than could then have been done with

tlie customary batteries.

A like extraordinary ap[>lication w^as made of the

anrorid current, on the same day, on the Fall lUver

and South Braintree Line.

To a correct apprehension of this strange occur-

rence it is necessary to remember that the direc-

tion of the poles of the several batteries on a line

is immaterial, provided it be imiform, otherwise

the currents would neutralise each other. When
the aurora supervenes on a line, following in

successive and differently polarised waves, the

ordinary voltaic current is alternately neutralised

and intensified beyond control. In the above cases

•—the batteries having been detached—the ab-

normal positive current woidd not increase, or the

negative one decrease, the availability of the

w-ires. The waves were observed to endure about

fifteen seconds, intensifying with the time, to be

succeeded by one of the i-everse polarity. The

singidar phenomena indicating disturbances of the

equilibrium of the earth's magnetic forces have
been collectively classed by Humboldt as magnetic
sfoirns. They are marked, as we have seen, by
cirrous disposition of the clouds, perturbations of

the needle, obsession of telegraph-wires, and the

aurora. The evolution of light in the latter inva-

riably terminates the movement, as in a thunder-
storm lightning re-establishes the eqiulibrium of

the atmospheric electric forces.

After these illustrations of the phenomena
attendant on the aiu-ora, some attention may be
directed to an intpriry into its causes.

Whatever may be its origin, that the auroral

action takes place within the limits of the

atmosphere, scarcely higher than the region of

cirri, and that it partici2>ates" in the movement of

the earth, appears from the fact that the diurnal

rotation, at the rate of a thousand miles an hour,
effects no perceptible change in its aspect. Its

absolute height has been varioiisly estimated : by
Euler at thousands of miles, by others as within
the cloud region. It has been erroneously con-

ceived that the height might be determined by
observation of the corona, which is only an effect

of perspective, owing to the convergence of parallel

rays ; each individual seeing his own aurora, as

his own rainbow, from his particidar point of

view. As the centre of the arc is always in the

magnetic meridian, simidtaneous observation from
two stations on the same meridian, with an
interval sufficient to constitute a reliable base,

might however effect the desired object.
The accepted theory with scientific men is, that

the aurora is an electrical phenomenon occurring
in the atmosphere, consisting in the production of
a luminous ring with divergent rays, having for
its centre the magnetic pole, and its production is

supposed to bo thus accounted for. The atmo-
sphere and the earth are in opposed electric con-

ditions, the neutralisation of which is effected

through the moisture wherewith the lower air is

charged. In the Polar regions, whereto the great
tropical currents are constantly bearing aqueous

vapour, which the cold condenses in the form of

haze, this catalysis woidd most frequently occur.

When the i)ositively electric vapour is brought
into contact with the negatively electric earth,

equilibrium woiild be effected by a discharge,

accomjjanied in certain states of the atmos^jhere

by the auroral light. This is assumed to be

contingent on the presence in the atmosphere
of minute icy particles, constituting a haze, which
becomes luminous by the electric discharge.
Aeronauts have found the atmosphere at great

heights, while serene and cloudless, to be per-
vaded by this transparent haze of which cirri

are conceived to consist.

In confirmation of this hypothesis, it has been

experimentally .shown that when the union of the

two electricities is effected in rarified air near the

pole of a magnet, a luminous ring is produced
which has a rotary motion according to the direc-

tion of the discharge. Thus then, when electi-ical

discharges occur in the polar regaons between the

positive electricity of the atmosphere and the

negative electricity of the earth, the magnetic

poles of the earth woidd exercise a similar influ-

ence on the icy haze which is conceived essential

to the evolution of the auroral light. Thus the

arc seen by the observer would be that y)ortion of

the luminous ring above his horizon, varying with

the distance from the pole. Only when it reaches

his zenith could he be in immediate contact with

the auroral haze, and then only would the asserted

crepitation become audible, \\hich is assumed to

be identical in nature wdth that produced by an

electrical machine. The sidphurous odour would
be due to the generation of ozone from the oxygen
of the air.

Now, though this theory would intelligibly

explain the viode of i)henomenal manifestation, it

may reasonably be objected that, in hypothetising
a continuous electric action in the atmosiihere, it

does not sufficiently account for the ascertained

periodicity of auroras by assuming that their

visibility and the variation in their intensity are

consequent on the condition of the atmosphere.
It is discreetly silent as to the mode of induction

of this special atmospheric condition ; and there-

fore—assuming their invariable coincidence and
connection—as to the efficient cause of auroras.

We humblj'- conceive that the cause must be

sought beyond the atmosphere in the fluctuations

of that great solar force, to which is primarily
attributable the induction of telluric magnetism,
and which must enter as a prime motive in all

atmospheric phenomena.
The irregularities of solar action have an intel-

ligible exponent in the phenomenal changes
observable on the disk of the sun. Its spots are

subject to remarkable variations in form and size,

contracting or dilating in imison with the variable

vivacity of its constitutional force, and the period
of these variations—secular, annual, and diurnal—
have been approximately determined.
The direct relation between these oscUlations of

the solar atmosphere and the intensity or direc-

tion of the magnetic forces, as indicated by the

needle, long inferred, are now satisfactorily
establi-shed. From late observations made at

j

Chris tiania, in Korway, by Hansteen, it has been
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ascertained that the maximum of magnetic in-

tensity corresponds with the mininuim of inclina-

tion
;
and that for both the period of oscdlatiou

is 11,J days, which is precisely the shorter period
assigned by AVolff to the solar spots.
To express these results in less technical lan-

guage, when the luminous atmosi)here of the sun
is more equally diffused, indicating the highest
energy of that constitutive force pervading, vital-

ising, and perchance evolving it ; then, through
the tremulous medium of the intervening ether,
the earth thrills responsively with intenser life.

This epoch of exceptional magnetic intensity is

that specially signalised by auroras, more or less

vivid, by atmospheric perturbations, and occa-

sionally by volcanic convulsions.

The remarkable auroras of last autumn have
been succeeded by anomaloiis and unkindly sea-

sons, ominous of coming sorrow, which, if not

within the power of man to prevent, he might
have been prepared to alleviate, or courageously
endure, had he been better able or more willing to
" discern the face of the sky," if not from love of

abstract science, from the lower consideration of

his material comfort.

"Whatever the wilfid ignorance of man, since he
is rarely entirely deprived of divine guidance, or

Tinillumined b}^ transient gleams of light
—obscured

and diffracted though it be by the medium through
which it is transmitted—might not the vague
alarm of antiquity represent a dim and confused

apprehension that auroras were syml^ols of the

varialjle activity of a central force, with the fluc-

tuations in which the condition of the earth, as

the abode of human life, was connected ?

Francis Morton.

JAPANESE FEAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERAED OSBORN, R.N.

CHAPTER VII.

If the native artist has faithfully pourtrayed
horse-breaking in Japan in the accompanying sketch,
the early training of those Nipon steeds must partake

considerably of our English ideas of human educa-

tion in the last century, the fortiter in re prevail-

ing considerably over the suaviter in modo. And
the system ajipears in both cases to have been
successful in producing hard-mouthed steeds, and
obstinate old j)arties ; we in England suffer from
the latter, the traveller in the land of the Day
Dawn has to encounter the former.

j

Our steeds, though spoilt in the mouth, are in

other respects nice little animals, compactly built, I

hardy, and exhibiting considerable care in breed-

ing, grooming, and stabling. But their appear- :

ance is most extraordinary. Two stood before
,

US—one equipped purely d la Japonnai»', which
I will first describe

;
for in the wilder parts of

Ja;)an, as well as amongst native travellers who
have great distances to go, this is still the usual

mode of conveyance, although not considered as

honourable as being carried hy porters in close

boxes called " norimas " and "cangos." The
horse has reins of common blue cotton material,
fitted to rather a cruel bit

;
the reins are split,

and hang down on either side for men to lead it

by. The animal's shoes are of straw, plaited
—a

sort of sandal tied ^vith strings round the lower
part of the fetlock

; the saddle consists of a simple
wooden tree, f;istened over a cloth

; the saddle-
tree has crupper and breast-straps, both highly
necessary in so hilly a country. From either side
of the saddle-tree hang down two leather Haps.
Our servants rush at the poor steed, carrying two
huge lacquered boxes, each half as long as the
animal

; they strap the boxes together in such a

w-ay that they hang suspended over the saddle

against the flanks of the horse, the two leather

flaps before mentioned serving to ])reveut them
rubbing through its ribs. Another trunk is now
brought, and fdaced across the satldle-tree, and
partially secured to it. The traveller's sleeping
mat and padded quilt are now spread over all, and
tied here and there to boxes, flaps, and saddle-
tree. Poor Ptozinante looks very like the hobby-
horse of an ancient "mysterie"—merely a head,
tail, and a deal of drapery. The traveller now
moimts, going up, as Mr. Karey has at last dis-

covered to be the proper way, straight over the
shoulder. Our Japanese attendant, however, in

doing so, looks much more like an old lady getting
up into a four-post bed, than to an Alexander

mounting a Bucephalus. Balancing himself care-

fully on the top of the pile of boxes, and placing
his legs where he can lind room, our frieiul now
commences to stow away in simdry holes and

comers, or to tie to divers strings, an appalling
number of articles : yet they are all necessary.
First comes the lanthorn

; it hangs prominently to

the bows, so to speak, of this animated ship. On
it our arms or crest have Ijeen duly emblazoned.

By night there must be a light in it ; and whether

by night or by day, it annoimces our rank and

dignity to the authorities, police, or fellow-

travellers. Then there is a string of the copi>er
coin of the country, far too cumbrous for the

pocket; a clothes brush and fly- flap ;
a paper

waterproof coat ; a broad-l)rimmed tile for heavy
rain or strong sunlight ; and, lastly, a bundle of

spare straw shoes for the horse. Thus equipped,
with two men to lead, and two more on either

side to assist him in preserving his balance, our

Japanese friend signs that he is ready. We
therefore apj^roach the other animal, which at a

short distance looks as if it was just ready to take

part in a deadly tilt in Front-de-Bnnif's c;istle. Our
horse looks warlike enough, but what shall I say of

the one of a Japanese noble just arrived ? It is

indeed a gorgeous creature ; its headstall richly

ornamented with beautiful specimens of Japanese
skill and taste in casting, chasing, and iidaying

in copper and bronze, the leather perfectly covered

with these ornaments. The frontlet had a golden
or gilt horn ])rojccting. The mane was carefully

plaited, and worked in with gold and silver as

well as silken threads. The sadiUe, which w.-is a

Japanese imitation in leather, lacfjucr, and inlaid

bronze, of those in use amongst the Portuguese
and Spaniards in the days of Alljuquerquc. w;i3

a perfect work of art, and only excelled in work-

manship, weight, and value by the huge stirrui>s.

The reins were of silk ;
a rich scarlet net of the

same material hung over the animal's shoulders

and crupper. The saddle-cloth was a loop.ird's

skin ; and, lastly, as a perfect tinish, the long
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switch tail was encased in a bine silk bag reaching

nearly to the ground ; whilst, instead of the shoes

being of ordinary straw, they were made of cotton

and silk interwoven. Not being either a noble or

a i)rince, we are more modest in onr show ;
but

the profusion of ornaments and metal even on our

steed's saddle, stirrups, and headstall, are only to

be e(|uallod by the excessive discomfort, indeed

pain, of riding far, excejjt in armour, upon such

niediieval saildlery. It is time, however, to start
;

our norimas or palanquins follow ready for use

•when the sun is higher ;
the stout porters shoidder

the luggage ;
and away we go. Our attendants,

porters, and others in the hostelry, had been most

carefiU to api)ear in their liveries, consisting of

simple blue cotton shirt and trousers, on which a

crest or design was stamped here aud there ;
but

j

on the road it was amusing to see how they
j

stripped to their work, aud tucked up their trews,

showing more flesh than even Lord Lovaine would

be inclined to admit in the Eoyal Academy, much
less on a highway. As everybody in Japan

appeared to be too well bred to notice what we

might have otherwise considered indelicate, we
held our peace ; yet the contrast between the

nigh naked porters and some of the well-dressed,

luxuriously equipped parties met on the road was

very strange. The Japanese noble or gentleman

represented the height of refinement
;

but his

porter or retainer struck one as the embodiment
of sensual life—rough, coarse, careless, and fear-

less. They were well cared for, so far as food

went, and that seemed everything to them. I

could not help wondering whether our English

serfs, or even the retainers of feudal times, were

any better. I strongly suspect not. England of

the Tudors must have been very like the Japan of

to-day. The coarse animal enjoyments of the lower

classes in Japan are favourite subjects for the

pencds of their artists, some of whom appear to

Horse-breakiugin Japan. (Fac-simile.)

desire to correct the vice by broad exaggerations
and Punch-like sketches. Take, for instance, the

one (page 387) which is wittily entitled " How
Soldiers are fed in Nijion !

" Were ever soldiers

so fattened up, ever so well entertained ? Sigh, ye
Guardsmen ! Your labours consist of something
more than merely preparing your mess, devouring
it, and then sitting down to digest it, w^hilst

fanning to cool yourselves. And whatever may
have been the experiences of the European soldier

or sailor as to the rapid expansion of his body
under the effects of good food after short rations,
we do not remember to have heard of anything,
either in poetry, prose, or illustration, similar to the
scene pourtrayed opi)osite of the Japanese troops
arming, after a sojourn in some Capua of rice,

fish, and sakee.

On the other hand, if we turn from these

coarse, gross retainers, to the children, whether
boys or girls, who are playing by the roadside in

the villages, we are struck with their beauty, in-

dependence, and the care evidently bestowed upon
them. The majority have not, it is true, much

clothing to boast of, but they evidently, as they
play round the strangers, know that no oue will

hurt them. We are told that the numerous charms

hung about them are to w^ard off the " evil eye
"

—rather a necessary jirecaution, when we see

the little innocents in close contact with vice in

its most rampant form, or such a scene as that

before us.

Under a porch, and in an angle by the side of

their house, a man and his wife are enjoying a

tub of warm water in the open air. He is

seated on the rim of the tub with his legs in the

water
;

his wife, a fine buxom young woman, is

busy with a bundle of flax, instead of a sponge,

rubbing down his back : both are just as they
came into the world, and evidently as indiS'erent

to their neighbours as their neighbours are to
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them. Nobody looks at them, yet it is contrary
to our ideas of projiriety, and we do not like seeing
children in the neighbourhood, but so it is.

The boys, we are told, are not left to nm
about in the streets until they grow into men.
About seven years of age they are taken in hand
by their fathers, or hired masters

; hardihood,
ol3edience, and skill in the use of arms is

steadily inculcated. They are kept away from

women, whether mothers or sisters, who are
said to only render them effeminate, and the
best schools or colleges are situated in lonely un-

frequented places. A knowledge of reading and

writing is very general amongst these people, more
so we fear than in England, and the gentry take
care to finish the education of their sons by severe

training in all the forms of eticpiette, and above
aU in their extraordinary code of honour, the sum
of which is, that suicide, or "the happy
despatch," by cutting open the stomach, absolves
a gentleman from all blame ; and if he misconducts

himself, or fail in his duty to the state, he may, by
self-destruction, save family and connection from
shame, and his property from confiscation.

Thoroiighly drilled

and schooled into

this idea, impressed
with a deep sense

of obedience, the

Japanese boy is then

put into the world
to play his part, and
we are not therefore

astonished to find

that, one day, his

ruler can restrain

him from gratifying
his eager curiosity
to see us, by simply

stretching a piece of

packthread across

the end of a street

full of a thousand
excited creatures

;

or that, next day, if he is told to do so, he wdl
cut up a European—nay, more, if he be a retainer,

at the command of his immediate chief, attack any
one, at any personal risk or cost, be he Taikoon,

Mikado, or prince.
The future of the Japanese girl playing at our

stirrup is far less certain
;
she has an important

part to play, but it is a fearful lottery with her if

she be of humble extraction. Those jioor girls in

the tea-houses, the women in the temples, the

attendants in the public gardens, the ranks of the

Bikuni, have all to be filled iip from the middle

and lower classes. They may become famous in

Japanese history, for Japanese history recognises
its Aspasias, as Greece and Egypt did of old. They
may, by their wit or beauty, win the hearts of

wealthy men, who will take them for wives,
and thus rescue them from their wretched lot.

But in Japan, as in Europe, there is a wide, wide
difference between the high and low of woman-
kind, though equally gentle, though ecjually

lovely. We have told of the Bikuni, for whom
we shall claim the character given them by one

whose heart was in the right place ;
he generously

Soldiers arming. (Fac-similc.)

said,
"
They are as great beauties as one shall see in

Japan, yet their behaviour, to all appearance,
is modest and free, neither too bold and loose,
nor dejected and mean." Tlie poor girls at the tea-

houses we need not dwell up(m ; tLeir counterparts
are found in all lands ; but the opposite extreme
of the social scale is proportionately refined.

The child of the nobleman—a sketch of one we
gave in a previous chapter

—is an example of the

luxury of those classes. A face of classical beauty,

according to Japanese notions, combined with

great modesty of expression, black hair turned up
and ornamented with long gold pins and scarlet

crape fiowers, an outer robe of the nio.st costlj'

silk, embroidered in gold and confined at the

waist by a scarf, upon which the highest female

art has been expended in ornament, and tied

in a large bow behind, the ends fiowing over

a long train formed by seven or eight silk petti-

coats, each longer and richer than the other.

A sailor may pry no farther into the mysteries
of female finery ! She must ))e accomplished
in music, embroidery, singing, and, above all,

in skilfully improvising verses for the delectation

of her future lord.

Duty, a bundle of

keys, weekly ac-

counts, and good
housewifery are all

very well. They
are expected

— the

Japanese gentleman
requires all that ;

but he wishes, nay,
insists upon the

marriage-yoke being
entwined with roses

and padded with

the softest silk,—it

must not chafe ; if

it does, off he goes
to his club, or, what

is nearly as bad, his

tea-liouse. The law

allows him to do so, and is he not lord of the

land? The consequence is, that Japanese ladies

are very acconii)Iished, very beautiful, and bear

high characters in all that constitutes charming
women ;

and their admirers, touched with their

many attractions, declare in Eastern metaphor,

that for such love as theirs the world were indeed

well lost.

These lovely creatures do sometimes confer their

hands and liearts upon love-lorn swains, and all

we pray is that it may never be our lot, like
" my

Lord Brockhurst," to bo popped down in a palan-

quin on the dusty highway, because we happen to

meet such a royal lady proceeding to meet her

future spouse, and have to sit in dust and heat for

three long hours whilst her array passes on its

way. A proud pageant must be such a cavalcade

—attendants on generous steeds, all richly appa-

reled, emblazoned saddles, bridles studded with

precious metals, and a body-guard armed with

bows and arrows, i)ikcs ami muskets ; ladies of

honour seated in chariots drawn by oxen and

horses, adorned with gilded chains and let! by
nimierous lacqueys; the chariots glittering -with
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richest lacquer and painting, the wheels inlaid with

mother-of-i'earl so as to reliect the sunlight ! A
royal wedding in Japan must indeed be a brave

show ! But we arc satislied witli the old am-

bassador's account of one, and it is possible that,

in the present day, there is less pomp and more

good sense in royal or princely progresses in Japan,

for, so far as our own observation went, there was

a singular absence of anything approaching to

mere show. Even in Yedo, although great pomp
and ceremony were insisted upon in aU that

related to official or royal affairs, yet, as a general

rule, looking up or down the most crowded

street, the traveller woxdd be struck with the

quiet colours which prevailed in the dress of the

people
—

esi)ecially in the men—who were invaria-

bly clothed in blue or black, plain or checked, with

one exception, and that was in the policemen.

They were attired like harlequins, why or where-

fore, except to give notice of their presence, we
did not learn. These policemen had no arms,

except ail iron spike about four feet long, with a

number of loose rings in a loop at the end, which,

jingling together like the alarum of a rattlesnake,

warned the unprepared that the representative of

the law was at hand. In spite of all these police-

men, and of the order by which a crowd was

sometimes kept fi-om annoying us, or impeding our

progress ;
in spite of the ai-rangement by which, in

every town or large village, a series of barriers

occurred at every two or three hundred yards,
with two headboroughs in each space, so as to sud-

denly shut off the escape of a criminal, or to

prevent the rapid extension of tumult, there was,

a sense of insecurity arising from the constant

presence of armed men, and the fact that every

nobleman, and especially the great princes, had
in their i^ay vast bodies of retainers, ready to

perform any act of violence if their chief only
assumed the responsibility of giving the order.

Japanese government cannot possibly be

stronger than that of England used to be when
each baron had his own armed retainers, or when

every free man and noble wallced about with a

sword by his side. They are no better, and we
beheve no worse, and until the Japanese generally

disarm, it woidd, we opine, be as well for our

travellers in .Japan to be armed hkewise. A
drunken retainer will be less likely to assail a

European M-hen he sees him ready to defend

himself, and it is not likely that we shoidd become
assailants.

Every Japanese gentleman carries two swords,
one somewhat longer than the other, and in the
hilt of one of them is inserted a sharp dagger
which stiU remains in his hand, supposing the
other weapons fail him. These swords ai-e never

parted with
; even when seated one is still kept

in the belt, the other laid down by the side. The
value of these weapons is sometimes enormous,
and no foreigner may purchase them without the
consent of the authorities, a jealousy said to arise

from a ]jelief that Japanese valour and Japanese
steel go together. The old Spanish motto upon
Toledo blades, "Draw me not without reason,
sheathe me not without honour," has a practical

exemplification in Japan. They dislike drawing
their swords for mere exhibition : "it was not

good to look upon naked swords amongst friends,
"

as one native remarked at Yedo. This feeling

arose fi-om no nervous squeamishness, but rather

from a deep sense of the sad frequency of appeals

to the sword, and because none of them knew
how soon the edge of the sword would be their

sharp bridge to another state of existence. Indeed,

^yhilst we are writing, news has reached us of

recent appeals to arms in that fair city of Yedo.

A hostile prince directed his retainers to cut off

one who is at present Eegent to the young Tai-

koon. They faUed, although they wounded the

Regent, in conseqiience of the devotion of his own

guard. The assailants fled, followed by the Impe-
rial forces. A few only escaped ;

and mark the

desperate valour of these men—as every one of the

retreating party fell through wounds or fatigue,

their comrades decapitated them in order that no

evidence should be forthcoming to inculpate their

chief ! The next stage in the tragedy is the

"happy despatch" of the unsuccessful nobles,

and aU this in 1859—how very horrid and bar-

barous, some may say. We reply, go read the

History of England, and say hov/ long it is since

we emerged from that condition ;
and remember, we

were Christians, these people are not.

There used to be some years ago in Japan a

curious custom, which it is possible has in this

day ceased to be practised
—for even in the East

there is a progress
—and it illustrated the native

valoiu' and generous courage of these people

perhaps more strongly than what we have just
seen occur in Yedo. When a nobleman had com-

mitted a crime worthy of death, he might, if he

pleased, instead of disembov/eUing himself, call

upon all his kith and kin to assemble in his abode,
and endeavour to hold it by force of arms

against the Imperial forces. The fight generally
terminated in a great slaughter, yet, strange to

say, any of his kinsmen who failed to share in

such a melee were considered to be dishonoured.

But let us pass on. The sun has risen high,
it is rather warm and dusty, and the demi-jieak
saddle lined with brass not the most pleasant
of seats. We caU the norima-men to bring that

Japanese palanquin within reach, and take refuge
in it. It looks hea\'j% but it is not so, and is con-

structed of very thin panels of cedar varnished

over. The interior is very comfortablj' furnished,
and allows one to lie down with much ease. The

pole of the uorima is the important feature : it

passes over the roof, and by its length and massive

proportions our rank is proclaimed. A small

humble individual, a short, light pole ;
a great

important personage, a long ponderous one. The
laws are very strict upon this head, as far as men
are concerned ; but the laws are gallant, and allow

considerable licence to ladies upon the question of

poles to their norimas. Huge as the pole looks,

i

Ka-mpfer assures us the materials of which it is

artfully constructed, thin slabs of pine or cedar,

and much glue, deprive it of its apparent weight.
The porters do not appear to heed either it or our

weight, and go off at a sharp pace. If we were
a Japanese prince, oxxr pole woidd only rest on

the palms of the men's hands, and they would
strut through aU the towns in a very quaint,
coxcomb-like manner

; not being a prince, we are
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shouldered, and our bearers walk like human
beings. We thank Providence, however, that we
are sufBeieiitly exalted to be allowed a norima
instead of having to travel in the smaller convey-
ance called a cango—a sort of a bird-cage open at

the sides, which by far the major portion of the

people we meet on the roads are compelled to be
satisfied with. We know what it is to he cramped
np in a cango, because in scaling the two or three

high ranges of mountain-land between "i'edo and

Miaco, people of all grades must get into them, in

consequence of the steepness and danger of the

mountain paths. But how those poor women and
men can sit there in the dust, sun, rain, or wind,

cramped up with their knees and chins together,

through some of the terribly long journeys they
have to make, is a perfect mystery. They must
be a patient, long-suffering race, or they would
have rebelled against it, for by the laws they must
travel. Every noble and every official passes

annually with all his relatives or retainers to and
from the capital. Every governoi-shiji, jiul^'cship,
and generalship is in duplicate, one at court, the
other in office

; they relieve each other annually.
Then all the shrines have to be visited, and
pilgrimages done—in fact, everybody seems to
travel more or less in Japan, j-et they travel very
uncomfortably as far as the vehicles are concerned.

After a short stage in our norima, the general
halt is sounded

; another post-house receives ua,

!

another meal is discussed, and following the general
custom of those around us, we all go olf for an
afternoon's nap. It is very nn-English this custom
of sleeping away two hours of the afternoon ; the
Chinamen don't do it, yet they appeared to go all to

sleep in Yedo during the afternoon. Possibly the
custom has been derived from the oKl Purtuguese,
Spanish, and Dutch visitors : it is not the only
point in which we recognise a grafting of European
habits on to native ones, and it will be deeply

How Soldiers are Fed iu Nipou. (l^ac-simile of a sketch from Vedo.) (See p. 3ii.)

interesting for future visitors to this strange people
to note how far their ancient love for European
customs has allowed those customs to survive

the subsequent persecution and expulsion of the

foreigner.

Nigh imto our resting-place a monastery of

blind devotees, or monks, or the shrine of some
beneficent god or goddess would, in all probabilit}'',

be found
;
and it was charming to observe how

lively was the faith of these poor islanders, and
how well their clergy seemed to be supi)orted, and
how rich their temples were in such wealth as the

land possessed. In former days, when more of

the interior was known, European visitors were
struck with the vast wealth of some of these

edifices, and their descriptions, supported by
Japanese authorities, are truly marvellous. For

instance, in the great temple of jNliaco the Sjianish

Ambassador, Don Rodi'iguez de Vivero, saw such

an accumulation of wealth, such a profusion of

human wit and ingenuity, as perfectly put to

blush all the cathedrals of Europe. The groat
bell of that Temple weighed alone two million

and a quarter Dutch pounds, and so huge was the

principal idol—a bronze one—that one of the

ambassador's suite coiUd not eml)race the thumb
with both hands; 100,000 men were at work on

the edifice, and had been for some time, .ind yet
it was still incomplete. Satan, as the worthy
Don suggests, could not have invented a shorter

way of impoverishing the national exchequer than

in the construction of such tenii)les and such idols.

In all probability, wars and earthquakes have

swept away many of these ancient and wealthy

temples ; but we shall be curious to read the

report of the first traveller who visits Miaco in

the jiresent day, and is allowed to see it, ami tell

us what he has seen. Apart from their wealthy
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shrines there are many curious ones famous for

miracles performed, which -vvoulcl put many to the

bhisU nearer Home. There is, for instance, at

Firando, near our old trading j)ort, a shrine where

ladies in a certain condition go to pray that they

may be blest with male children.
"
Oh, give me

a boy, great goddess!" they cry,
" and I'll bear

him cheerfully even though he be a big one !

"

On Kin-sin there is another shrine, over a spot

where formerly stood a crucitix ;
the inexhaustible

wood of which, if swallowed in a powder, always
led to the detection of a thief, by causing him to

swell to an inordinate size. Then there are, as in

all Buddhist lands, hospitals for dumb creatures,

of which the waggish Japanese tell many good
stories ; especially of that one for dogs, founded

by a crazy Taikoon; and how, one hot day, when
two honest porters were carrying to the cemetery
the carcase of a brute, "Friend," quoth one, as

they toiled up the hill side,
' ' this is rascally work

for human beings. Hang the Taikoon and his

love for dogs ! I wish he was here to carry about

dead ones!" "Hush!" replied his comrade,
' ' we are born to obey, and Taikoons to do as they

please. Let us only thank Buddah that our ruler

did not take it into his head to make a hospital
for horses ! Fancy what it woidd have been to

carry one of them to its grave on siich a day !

"

Thus, there is no lack of interest, wit, and fun,

even by the wayside in Japan, and without

taking our readers for another day's journey,
we think we have said enough to excite the

curiosity of future adventurous travellers, and to

encourage them to strive to open to our modern
ken this strange land and wonderful people, who,
believe me, in spite of their hot tempers and sharp
swords, are anything l)ut savages, and whose

country, although it has no butchers' shops
whither to send for your pound of beef-steaks or

mutton-chops, and although it is occasionally
shaken by earthquakes, is a pleasant place of

sojourn notwithstanding.

THE BEECH TEEB.

I HAVE always been of opinion that the beech
tree is by far the most beautifid tree our island

produces, although Mr. Glilpin in his work on
"Forest Scenery

"
is of a different opinion. He says

the sight of it, in full leaf, is unpleasing, having
the appearance of an overgrown bush, reminding
me of what Swift, who seems to have taken but
little notice of inanimate Nature, said when he
saw one of these trees :

" Observe how sparkish a

periwig adorns the head of a beech,"—referring to
the enormous wigs worn in his days.

The picturesque beauty of the beech depends
very much on its soil and situation. It should not
be encroached upon by other trees, but have free

scope to exi)and its elegant foliage and branches.
Beeches thrive best on calcareous hills, and abound
in the vein of chalk which runs through Dorset-
shire, Wiltshire, Hampshire, Surrey, Sussex, and
Kent, and branches out into Berkshire and Buck-
inghamshire. In the latter country—which by
the way derives its name from the beeches the
beech grows to a large size.

The remarkable passage which occurs in Caesar's

account of Britain—"Materia cujusque generis ut

in Gallia, est, pneter Fagum atque abietem "—
disturbs every reader of his Commentaries, who
renders "Fagus" a beech tree, as it is evident that

Ctesar must have marched with his army through
the beechen woods of Kent, whether he passed
the Thames or the Medway ;

but if C;esar, by
Fagus, meant the same tree as Vitruvius, the diffi-

culty is surmounted, for Vitruvius in the following

passages classes Fagus with other kinds of oaks :—"
Cerrus, suber, Fagus, quod parvam habeant

mixtionem humoris et ignis et terreni acris pluri-

mum, pervia raritate humores penitus recipiendo,
celeriter marcescunt."—De Arch., lib. ii., c. 9.

Again :
—"

Namque de cerro, aut Fago, seu

Farno, nuUus ad vetustatem potest permanere."—
Lib. vii., c. 1.

Now, in the first quotation
' '

Fagus" is enumerated

among the sorts of oaks improper for building.
In the second, Fagus is synonymous with Farnus,
the meaning of whiuh is undoubted, as one kind

of oak at this day is called Fargno, or Farnia, by
the Italians.

It may be mentioned that Pliny, when he
writes of "

Fagus," means evidently the beech :
—

' '

Fagi glans nucleis similis triangidil cute inclu-

ditur
;

" and he is so far from recommending the

mast or seed as food for men, that he only says :

" Muribus gratissima est, et ideo annualis ejus

proventus glires quoque saginat, expeditur et

turdis."—Hist. Nat., lib. xvi., c. 7.

Thus, by rendering the Fagus of Csesar and

Virgil a kind of oak, which we have the authority
of Vitruvius for doing, we clear two very obscure

passages in these celebrated writers. The evi-

dence of Vitruvius, who was contemporary with

Virgil, may be the more strongly insisted on, as

he wrote expressly on trees proper for building-
timber. Materia does not include the beech

among them. It may be mentioned that beech is not

reckoned timber in many parts of England at this

day. Still, after what has been said, I must allow

that some obscurity still rests on the subject. I wiU

only suggest that the word "Fagus" may pos-

sibly have been used to comprehend a whole genus
of glandiferous trees, including the oak, the ches-

nut, and beech. Should it have been so, much
of the difficulty is got rid of.

We will conclude this short notice of the beech

by recommeudmg those of our readers who have
not been there, to visit the Burnham beeches, near

Slough. For size and picturesque beauty there is

nothing to equal them either in this or perhaps
in any other country. Like most pollarded trees,
their girth is enormous, and their moss-grown
roots are thrown out in curious contortions,

grasping the ground, as if setting all storms at

defiance. Every lover of sylvan scenery will be
able to appreciate the beauty of these beeches—

Scathed by the lightning's bolt, the wintry storm,
A giaut brotherhood, ye stand sublime

;

Like some huge fortress each majestic form
Still frowns defiance to the power of time

;

Cloud after cloud the storms of war have roll'd.

Since ye your countless years of long descent have told.

Tradition says that Harold's bowmen were

encamped in this wood, and that the Danes pol-
larded the beeches. Edward Jesse.
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LAST WEEK.

THE rOPE.

The intelligence from Italy keeps onr news-

mongers alive, else there would be little left to talk

about at this dull season of the year. Now that

our own fears about our own harvest have been

allayed, and we have made up our minds to the

untimely end of the young partridges, and have

ceased to look upon Volunteers as miraculous per-

sonages, but for Italy we should all be driven to

the " Gardeners Chronicle
" and the "Gentleman's

Magazine." The news from Italy alone, however,
is enough for one week ;

—well nigh enough, if fairly

carried oiit in fact, to represent the handiwork

of a generation. Better far than the political re-

generation of Italy, although this was desirable

enough, is the destruction of the temporal power
of the Pope. See what has been done in Austria

since the reaction against the measures of Joseph
II., even down to the days when Francis Joseph,

imfortunately for himself, signed the Concoi-dat

with Eome. Look at Spain as she is, and con-

sider what she has been since the time of Philip
II. All this, and far more than this, is due to

the jjreponderance of a priestly caste which was

great in Austria, Spain, and elsewhere, mainly be-

cause the chief was reckoned amongst the rulers

of the earth. AVith purely religious questions we
are not concerned—nor would we write a single

phrase which might clash with the conscientious

convictions of any one of our readers
;
but we are

fully entitled to discuss the enormous evils; which

have arisen from a confusion between the things of

this world, and those of the world beyond the

grave.
A government by priests is the very worst go-

vernment which the world has known. It is so

because in temporal matters they are liable to the

same blunders, and under the influence of the

same ambitious thoughts as the laity, but to chal-

lenge their conclusions, or their mi 'tives is, as they

say, to revolt against the Almighty. For forty

years the doctrines of protection in commercial

matters were much in favour with the rulers of

England. Had these riders been priests, the dis-

cussions of lS-45-46 would not have beeu tried by
the tests suggested by Adam Smith and Eicardo,

but -would have turned upon texts of Leviticus,

and the Second to Timothy. The Roman Catho-

lics in these islands have felt, to their own dire

sorrow and confusion, how grievous a thing it is

that spiritual considerations should be allowed to

prevail in the ordering of temporal affairs. For a

century and a half they were kept down, and ex-

posed to all the misery resulting from the stern

administration of highly penal laws, because the

rulers of the Three Kingdoms esteemed it their

mission to carry on a crusade against the Eoman
Catholic faith. As long as reason remained, old

George III. set the opinions and remonstrances of

his wisest statesmen at defiance upon this point.

He had an oath in Heaven against which all

human reasoning was vain. The Eoman Catholics

felt this to be highly inconvenient, but they have

never regarded the blot in their own escutcheon,

when the sufferings endured by Protestants and

other dissidents in Eoman Catholic countries were

called in question. It was monstrous that an Irish
Eoman Catholic should be denied a share in the

government of this coimtry, but it was all well

enough if a dead Protestant in Spain was refused
the rites of sepulture, or a living Protestant in
Eome was consigned to chains and a dungeon.
The point chiefly in issue between the gladiators
in this struggle now in progress in the Italian pe-
ninsula is, whether or no there shall be a broad
line of demarcation drawn between the functions
of the spiritual and the temporal ruler. If this

point is carried, the rest will follow. Without de-

scending to particulars, it is enough to say that if

the education of the rising generation in any
country be withdrawn from the overwhelming and
exclusive influence of the priesthood, the human
mind will be left free' to take its own course in

science, in literature, in political economy, in com-
mercial enterprise ;

and the residts are in wiser
hands than our own. Hitherto, over the greater

part of Europe, the maxim of rulers has been—
"Put out the light

—and then put out the light !"

What wonder if darkness has followed ?

Events happen in their due season, and it would
almost seem as if the old Eoman pear were ripe at

last, and about to fall. Over and over again men
have tried to pluck it when it was green and full

of sap. They failed, for the time had not yet
come. He woidd be a bold man who would say
that even now there is an end of the old tyranny
over the human intellect, but we must speak of

things as we find them. It seems highly probable
that just now the Papacy is entering upon a new

phase of its existence. In its old form it is

attacked by forces more formidable than the free

levies of Garibaldi, and the discii)Hned troops
of Sardinia. Men have ceased to believe in the

Eoman Pontiff as a temporal ruler—and even

his spiritual power is shrewdly shaken by the

CAridence of the gross failure made by himself

and his predecessors in merely temporal mat-

ters. Wander about in what were lately the

States of the Church in any direction you will

—see the desolation that prevails therein—the

well-nigh universal misery—consider how fertile

they are, how highly endowed by nature—and

then ask yourself if the jirinces, under whose

auspices such results have been brought about, can

be considered infallible.

Men are ceasing to believe in the Pope, there-

fore it is that the end of his domination seems to

be at hand. In France there remains so little faith

in this matter, that it is scarcely worth speaking

about it. In Austria, the Pope woidd lind few

advocates out of the imperial family, and those

who immediately profit by the ecclesiastical

system as maintained by the strong hand of power.

Throughout the provinces of Austria, the Con-

cordat with the Pope is felt to be an intolerable

burden, and a national disgrace. We have seen

the revolt on the banks of the Ehine, in the Grand

Duchy of Baden, and elsewhere, against the domi-

nion of the priests. The feelings and oj)inions of

Italians may be safely inferred from their recent

action.

If Pio Nono should be so ill-adN-ised as to

launch a sentence of excommunication against

Victor Emmanuel or Garibaldi, such a step would
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simply expose him to derision and contempt. In

tlio Swiss cantons, tiic battle between Free Thonght
and the Papacy was fought out deiinitively, some

fifteen years ago, with what results is notorious

enough." Of the course which would be taken

by the Trotestant countries of Europe, it is un-

necessary to speak, as it would simply amount to

this, that they would dechne all interference, and

content themselves with wishing well to the

nations which were folloAving where they had led.

Let us not deceive ourselves as to the import-

ance of the intelligence which the telegraph

brings us day by day from Italy. It is a very

different thing when the Pope is attacked in his

last stronghold, or when a Duke of Modena is

simply turned about his business. The latter is

merely a political event, the like of which may
occur at any moment,—the second marks an epoch
in the history of the human race.

It would be madness to suppose that, as a form

of religious faith, the Roman Catholic system
woiUd not still endure for a period, the Hmits of

which cannot be foreseen. But it wiU do so,

because it wiU adapt itself to the alterations in the

opinions and feelings of the human race. That has

been the real secret of its power for centuries, and

just now it is imperilling its very existence, becaiise

it is departing from the old traditions. Time was

when it was very proper that a Pope should

descend into the battle-field, and try physical con-

clusions with an emperor or a king. He always
had a good store of curses in reserve, if his troops
were beaten, and in those days curses were

stronger than troops. Things are altered now,—
when the troops of Pio Nono are beaten, his

curses will not stand him in much stead. But siich

ragamuffins as he has been able to collect from

amongst the needy adventurers of Europe, have

turned out to be of no account when opposed to

the onset of regular troops. The lessons which
Lamorici&re learnt in Algeria have not profited him
much in Umbria and the Marches. The Pope, at

the present moment, looking at him merely as a

temporal prince, is fairly beaten, and woidd now
be an exile from his states, but for the bayonets of

the French soldiery. He is just Louis Napoleon's

Ijrivate chaplain, and coidd be turned adrift by the

Emperor without a moment's notice. Last week
a thrill ran through Europe on account of a sugges-
tion put forth by a French writer, not, as it was

supposed, without authority. It was to the efiect

that if the Pope, of his own voluntary act, chose

to c]uit Rome by one gate. General Goyou and the

French troops would march out at another, and
leave what is called the Eternal City in the hands
of the patriots. Louis Napoleon is standing
sentinel over the Papacy, not over Rome. He
feels the occupation of that city, and of the

patrimony of St. Peter, to be an embarrassment—at least he says so. Thus much woidd appear
to be tnie ; but if Pio Nono were to take his de-

parture, all pretext for a continuation of the
French occupation would be gone. The position
would be intolerable in the eyes of Europe. It

seems, on the whole, probable that if Louis Napo-
leon has one sentiment left in his heart, it is for

Italy. The original occupation of Rome took place
in defiance of his opinion and remonstrances, as

witness the famous letter to Edgar Ney. Once

there he is not free to depart, because he has

the public o)nnion of the French clergy to deal

with, and this he cannot afford to disregard.

According to recent intelligence, the rout of the

Pontifical troops has been most complete, and

Lamorici&re, no doubt, en route for Trieste, has

taken refuge in Ancona. It must be a most unsafe

halting-place; as the Itahans are clearly masters of

the sea. What could have induced a general, who,
in former days, had won for himself a somewhat

chivalric reputation, to march through the Papal

Coventry at the head of all these rapscallions ?

His enemies say
—Debt

;
his friends—Superstition.

Meanwhile, the question of this moment is

whether or no the Pope wall fly from Rome a

second time. He is surrounded by those who are

strongly interested in their own opinion in advo-

cating the policy of escape. Garibaldi is, no

doubt, in eanaest, when he says that if the Sardi-

nians will not attack the French in Rome, or

procure the evacuation by peaceful means, he is

prepared to try conclusions even with France.

Had it been otherwise we should not have heard

of the entry of the Sardinian troops into Umbria
and the Marches, and of the defeat inflicted

by them upon the Papal levies. Cavour and

Garibaldi are the real chess-players just now, and

for the moment Cavour has won the move. If the

Pope would but run away !

THE prince's holiday.

It is a pity that Princes cannot travel really in-

cognifi. Royal spectacles are not the best con-

trivance for enabling the human eye to arrive at

true results. If your ordinary rich man knows
but little of the world as it is, what chance do the

poor Porphyrogeniti stand of learning anything
aboiit the real meaning of life ? The great Caliph
Haroim Al-Raschid, as his deeds are chronicled in

the old Arabian Tales, knew better than to make a

formal progress through Bagdad with his royal

turban on his head, and his golden sce]itre in his

hand. He used to wander about at nights, accom-

panied bjr the Vizier and the Chief Eunuch, in close

disguise. The three woidd enter into the miserable

dwelling of a hump-backed bai-ber, or a starving

porter, and share with these men their frugal sup-

per. So they ascertained how men really lived

and had their being in the fair city of Bagdad.

Compare with this system the one on which the

Imperial Catharine, Empress of all the Russias,

used to act. She would rush down at top-speed
from Petersburgh, or Moscow, to the Crimea,
for the purpose of investigating with her own eyes
the condition of her subjects. But in her journey
she was surrounded, as usual, by all the pomp and

splendoTir of her Court. Each day's route, and the

halting-place for each night, were carefuUy mapped
out, and settled beforehand. Due notice was

given to the persons in authority at the various

relays. The very natural consequence was that

the Empress travelled through jirovinces inhabited

by happy villagers and luxurious serfs.

Peasant girls with soft blue eyes,
And hands which scattered early flowers

met their royal mistress at every turn. Old men
tottered up to her carriage-door to bless her for
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the miclouded felicity which they had enjoyed
under her rule, and the rule of her mild predeces-

sors. One crowning felicity had Leen denied to

them in the course of their long and happy career,

and this was a sight of the CJzarina. Happy in

this respect, they could sing their Nunc diiniUis,

and pass away in peace to a more permanent, if

not to a happier, form of existence. The knout

was very carefully garlanded with crocuses, and

looked like an emblem of village hapjiiness.

It is said that after thirty years of age few men
receive new ideas. However this may be, it is

clear enough that as soon as a crown is placed

upon a human head, it can scarcely be expected
that the wearer should add much to his stock of

what elderly maiden ladies call
"
general informa-

tion." Princes, therefore, should see something
of the world before all men are in a conspiracy

against them to hide from their view the true

purport and meaning of life. When John Smith

travels about, the railway authorities are not

careful to place red cloth between the cab and the

platform, in order that his feet may remain in

ignorance of the vulgar pavement. Neither does

he find triumphal arches at every village he visits

—nor are the towns in which he may stop for the

night upon his lawful business brilliantly illumi-

nated in honour of himself and his amiable con-

sort. Nor, luckily for him, does the mayor of

every corporate town make him a tedious oration

as he steps out of the railway-carriage. John

Smith, moreover, becomes practically aware that

working people do not always wear their best

clothes, and that factory girls occasionally handle

something as well as flowers. Whenever the day
comes—may it be a far distant one !

—when this

young Prince is called to the throne, for the rest

of his life he stands condemned to the monotony
of royal routine. All the knowledge of human
life he can ever hope to gain he must gain now.

Under any circumstances, it would be impossible

that he should be more than a spectator of the

terrible struggles of humanity. The stern but

awful teaching of adversity is denied to him.

Lotus Philippe and Louis Napoleon are the only

two monarchs of our time who have graduated in

the great University through which all of us—save

kings
—must pass. Hence their success.

We have all been delighted with the intelli-

gence we have received of late from Canada about

our yoimg Prince. The enthiisiasm which his

mere presence has excited seems to have been all

that could be desired. It is impossible, however,

to disguise from oneself the fact, that the Canadas

have rather been seeing the Prince, than the Prince

the Canadas. The physical features of the country
of course were open to his inspection

—that is, as

much of them as could be seen from the deck of a

steamboat, or through the window of a railway

carriage. The Prince no doubt saw the great

waterfall as well as any ordinary traveller. Nia-

gara does not roar out flattery even to princely
ears. The same thing may probably be said of

two or three other of the gi-eat transatlantic sights :

but, for the rest, the Prince might as well have

been acompanying his royal mother upon a " Pro-

gress." Wherever he has gone, he has been

greeted by obsequious governors, mayors, chair-

men of railways, and so forth, just as though he
had been the Prince of Wales without an incognito.
The burden of their song has been, jiust that which
is invariably addressed to princes—

Que son mcrite est extreme !

(^ue de grilces,
—

que de grandeur !

All ! combien Monseianeur
Doit ctre content de lui-mcme !

It was scarcely worth while going so far to lis-

ten to such .stuff as this. We have a few mayors and
aldermen at home who could have 8Upi)lied the

article without stint. On the other hand, although
the Prince will not in all probal)ility derive much
instruction from his journey, as a political move
it seems to have answered well. The Canadians

have ever been a loyal race—are they not next

door neighbours to republicans ? The Prince's

visit has conflrmed them in their attachment to

the British cro^vn.

There is much in the States which it would be

well the Prince should see with his own eyes, but

which he never, never will see. The adulation of

the United States will prove greater than the adu-

lation of the Canadas. We are almost tempted to

rush to his rescue, when we think of the amount of
"
speechitieation

" which our youthful but unfortu-

nate Prince will have to endure. Would that he

could learn something of the true nature of life in

the United States. It would prove a more useful

lesson to him than all the very respectable Dons

at Cambridge or Oxford can impart to him in the

way of information. There is the great problem
of Slavery, for example, which he might stiuly

with advantage upon the spot. Of course the

the wretched negroes would be washed in eau-de-

Cologne on the occasion of his visit, but still lie

might learn something from the sight, even through
all the masks and disguises which cover the

reality of all this human wretchedness. For the

rest, we all wish a prosperous journey andahajipy
return to our yoimg Prince ; and, in the words of

the old Canadian boat-song, pray that whilst away
from us he may meet with

• cool heavens and favouring air !

GEORGE Stephenson's pvvil—Joseph looke.

One of the saddest events of last week has

been the smlden and most unexpected death of

Mr. Joseph Locke—the last of the great engineers.

Almost within a few months, Brunei, Kol)ert

Stephenson, and Joseph Locke have been carried

to their graves. Not long since in the pages of

Once a Weeic we gave a sketch of I'obert

Stephenson's career and achievements, ami now

we are called upon to add a few notes abotit his

friend and fellow pupil. Both Robert Stei>hen-

son and Joseph Locke sat at the feet of that

famous old man, George Stephenson, and drew

their inspiration from him. It was George

Stephenson who first climbed up from the bowels

of the earth into upper air, and looking round

perceived that the moment had arrived for deal-

ing with Time and Space. Not only did lie see

that the thing was to be done, but he had .-it

hand the men who were prejiared to carry his

plans into execution. What he wanted waa a

legion of miners, of delvers, and diggers, and

these were ready to his hand. George Stephen-
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son, if lie did not quite invent the modern

"navvy," at least drew him from obscurity, and

placed his proper work before him. His was the

great Titanic period of engineering. Men were

then in doubt as to points which to us, who are

acting by the light of their experience, are as

clear as noon-day. When George Stephenson
was examined before the Parliamentary Com-

mittee, he was well nigh pooh-poohed out of

Court—out of every thing, in short, but his

convictions—by the glib tongue and agile wit of

the late Baron—then Mr.—Alderson. There was

something so supremely ridiciUous in the bare

idea that a steam-engine coxdd sail upon land, and

drag twenty or thirty carriages after it. What
coidd honourable gentlemen and learned brothers

think of such a monstrous proposal ? They could

not be in earnest ; and, as for that rough north-

coimtry fellow, who was endeavouring to palm
off his crude notions upon men of education—
really the thing -would not bear looking at.

Somehow or other this rough north-countryman
did get a hearing, and in 1826 he became the

engineer of the Manchester and Liverpool Rail-

way, and Chatmoss was turned into solid ground,
and the iron rails were laid down, and despite
of the dismal and jovial prognostications of the

lawyer, the engineer's words were made good.
Steam answered.

To think that railways have only existed for

thirty years or thereabouts—we mean of course

railways such as are now used for the conveyance
of passengers

—not the mere tramways of the

north comitry ! Biit thirty years ago the minds
of the greatest engineers in Europe were still in a

condition of hesitation, as to what was the best

motive power which could be employed. Atmo-

spherics, and rope-traction, and what not, had
their advocates. At this period it was that old

George took the consideration of this matter up in

solemn earnest, and called to counsel with him his

boy Robert and Joseph Locke. Young Locke
was then about twenty-three or twenty-four years
of age. He and his friend Robert Stephenson
prosecuted their experiments to so much purpose
that the superiority of the locomotive as the
motive power was clearly established. So true
were the results ol^tained that any departure from
the conclusions at which those two young men
arrived some thirty years ago has invariably ended
in failure and waste of money. In those days
young men who had real power in them did not

long linger in the rear—nor was George Stephen-
son the man to keep his lads back when he saw
they were of the right stuflF. When the Manches-
ter and Liverpool Railway was completed, and
was found to work well, the Birmingham men
soon came to the conclusion that they could not
afiford to depend any longer upon the old turnpike-
road. George Stephenson took the matter in hand
for them—but about the year 1834 handed over
the responsibilities and duties to Joseph Locke,
then a young man scarcely thirty years of age.
This was the absolute commencement of a career
which has now extended over twenty-five years of
unabated distinction and prosperity. His great
English achievement, however, was the construc-
tion of the London and Southampton line. Just

as Brunei made the Great Western, and Robert

Stephenson the North Western
;

so Joseph Locke
will be princi^Jally remembered as the engi-
neer of the London and Southampton line. In
France he was the engineer of the lines from
Paris to Rouen, and Rouen to Havre. Profes-

sional men will tell you that, amongst engineers,
one of his great titles to distinction is that

he was the man who first dared to grapple with
the steeper gradient, and so avoided unnecessary
outlay in construction. In one respect Locke
was the very opposite to Brunei ; pfactically
speaking, his estimates invariably covered his

expenditure. He was member for Honiton for

thirteen years, and president of the Institution of

Civil Engineers after Robert Stephenson's death.

There seems to be a fatality over our great

engineers. The three most distinguished mem-
bers of the profession have been called away in

rapid succession. To the honoured names of

Robert Stephenson and Brunei, must now be
added that of Joseph Locke.

TRAMWAYS, SUBWAYS, HIGHWAYS, AND BYWAYS.
London on the surface is no longer tenable.

We are in a state of permanent blockade. As far

as the principal thoroughfares are concerned, it is

impossible to pass from point to point without

such obstructions and delays, that more often than
not it would be an economy of time—always of

temper and patience
—to perform the distance on

foot in place of in a vehicle drawn by horses.

Now, it unfortunately happens that these leading

thoroughfares are just those which are in most
constant request. Many people wish to pass along
the Strand and Fleet Street—few care to spend
a day in driving round Dorset Square. It is not

only that the throng of vehicles is so great that in

the chief streets they are obliged to follow each

other at a foot's pace ; but the London streets

are in themselves far too narrow for the accom-

modation of the inhabitaiits. Except Portland Place,

Farringdon Street, and Whitehall, we have scarcely
a street in London of sufficient width. Here there are

two elements of disturbance, vehicles too many, and
streets not wide enough. But, in addition to this,

and as though to carry the nuisance to its highest

point, the Gas and Water Comj^anies are perpe-

tually breaking up the road, in order to make good
defects in their pipes. Thei-e is scarcely a leading
street in London in which there was not a block-

ade last week, in consequence of this interference

with the traffic. It is now proposed that perma-
nent subways shoidd be constructed, with suffi-

cient adits, so that the servants of the Companies
should at all times be able to have access to

the jiipiug, without the necessity of establishing
barricades. As the water companies and gas

companies have now a practical monopoly, and
are no longer engaged in cutting the throats of

rivals, it is to be hoped they -wiU seriously turn

their thoughts to the matter. The change ought
to answer on commercial grounds. If the metal

of the London streets were left undisturbed, and
in the broader thoroughfares tramways were laid

down for omnibuses and the heavier traffic, a

Londoner might hope to be once more in time for

a railway, without allowing a quarter of an hoiir

per mile for stoppages.



Oct. 6, isso.] EVAN HARRINGTON
; OR, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.

EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

393

CHAPTER XLV. IX M-HICH THE SHOP BECOMES A
CENTRE OF ATTRACTION.

Under the first lustre of a May-night, Evan
was galloping over the moon-shatlowed downs
towards Beckley. At the ridge commanding the

•woods, the ^^ark, and the stream, his horse stopped,
as if from habit, snorted, and puffed its sides,

while he gazed steadily across the long lighted vale.

Soon he began to wind down the glaring chalk-

track, and reached grass levels. Here he broke
into a round pace, tdl, gaining the first straggling

cottages of the village, he knocked the head of

his whip against the gai'den-gate of one, and a

man came out, who saluted him, and held the

reins.

"Animal does work, sir," said the man.
Evan gave directions for it to Ijo looked to, and

went on to the doorway, where he was met by a

young woman. She uttered a respectful greeting,
and begged him to enter.

The door closed, he flung himself into a chair,

and said :
"
Well, Snsan, how is the child ?

"

" Oh ! he's always v,-ell, Mr. Harrington ;
he

don't know the tricks o' trouble yet."
"Will Polly be here soon ?

"

" At a quarter after nine, she said, sir."

Evan bade her sit down. After examining her

features quietly, he said :

" Tm glad to see you here, Susan. You don't

regret that you followed my advice ?
"

"No, sir; now it's over, 1 don't. Mother's

kind enough, and father doesn't mention anything.
She's a-bed with bile—father's out."

" But what ? There's something on your mind."'

"I shall crj', if I begin, ^Ir. Harrington."
"See how far you can get without."
" Oh ! sir, then," said Susan, on a sharp rise of

lier bosom,
"

it ain't my fault. I wouldn't cause

troul)le to Mr. Harry, or auy friend of yours ; Init,

sir, father have got hold of his letters to me, and

No CI.
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he says, there's a jiromise in 'em—least, one of

'em ;
anil it's as gootl as law, he says

—he heard

it in a puhlic-honse ;
and he's gone over to

Fall'liolil to a law-gentleman there." Susan was

comi)t'lled to give way to some sobs. "It ain't

for me father does it, sir," she jileaded. "I tried

to stop him, knowing how it 'd vex you, Mr. Har-

rington ;
hut he's heady about points, though a

quiet man ortlinary ;
and he says he don't expect—and I know now no gentleman 'd marry such as

me—I ain't such a stupid gaper at words, as I

nsed to be ! but fatber says, it's for the child's

sake, and he does it to have him provided for.

Please, don't ye be angry with me, sir."

Susan's half-controlled spasms here got the better

of her.

While Evan was awaiting the return of her

calmer senses, the latch was hfted, and Polly

appeared.
"At it again!" was her sneering comment,

after a short survey of her apron-screened sister
;

and then she bobbed to Evan.
' '

It's whimper, whimper, and squeak, squeak,
half their lives with some girls. After that they
go wondering they can't see to thread a needle !

The neighbours, 1 suppose ! I should like to lift

the top off some o' their houses. I hope I haven't

kept you, sir."

"No, Polly," said Evan; "but you must be

charitable, or I shall think you want a lesson

yourself. Mr. Raikes tells me you want to see

me. What is it ? You seem to be correspondents."

Polly replied :
"
Oh, no, Mr. Harrington : only

accidental ones—when something particidar's to

be said. And he dances—like on the pajier, so

that you can't help laughing. Isn't he a very ec-

centric gentleman, sir ?
"

"Very," said Evan. "I've no time to lose,

PoUy."
"Here, yoii must go," the latter called to her

sister. "Now, pack at once. Sue. Do rout out,
and do leave off thinking you've got a candle at

your eyes, for Goodness' sake !

"

Susan was too well accustomed to PoUy's usage
to complain. She murmured a gentle "Good
night, sir," and retired. Whereupon Polly ex-

claimed :

" Bless her poor dear soft heart ! It's

us hard ones that get on best in the world. I'm
treated better than her, Mr. Harrington, and I

know I ain't worth half of her. It goes nigh to
make one religious, only to see how exactly like

Scripture is the way Beckley treats her, whose
only sin is her being so soft as to believe in a man !

Oh, dear ! Mr. Harrington ! I wish I had good
news for you."

In spite of his self-control, Evan breathed quickly
and looked eagerly.

"Speak it out, Polly."
"Oh, dear! I must, I suppose," Polly an-

swered. " Mr. Laxley's become a lord now," ilr.

Harringrton."
Evan tasted in his soul the sweets of contrast.
"Well?"
" And my Miss Rose—she—"

"Whati"
Moved by the keen hunger of his eyes,

Polly hesitated. Her face betrayed a sudden
change of mind.

"Wants to see you, sir," she said, resolutely.
"To see me?"
Evan stood up, so pale that Polly was fright-

ened.
' ' Where is she ? Where can I meet her ?

"

" Please don't take it so, INIr. Harrington ?
"

Evan commanded her to tell him what her
mistress had said.

Now up to this point, Polly had spoken truth.

She was positive her mistress did want to see him.

Polly, also, with a maiden's tender guile, desired

to bring them together for once, though it were
for the last time, and for no good on earth. She
had been about to confide to him her young mis-

tress's position towards Lord Laxley, when his

sharj) interrogation stopped her. Shrinking from
absolute invention, she remarked that of course

she could not exactly remember Miss Rose's

words
; which seemed indeed too much to expect

of her.
" She will see me to-night?" said Evan.
"I don't know about to-night," Polly replied.
" Go to her instantly. Tell her I am ready.

I will be at the West pai-k-gates. This is why
you wrote, Polly ? Why did you lose time ?

Don't delay, my good girl ! Come !

"

Evan had ojiened the door. He would not

allow Polly an instant for expost^ilation ;
but drew

her out, saying: "You wdl attend to the gates

yoiu-self. Or come and tell me the day, if she

api^oints another."

Polly made a final effort to escape from the pit
she was being pushed into.

" Mr. Harrington ! it wasn't to tell you this I

wrote. Miss Rose is engaged, sir."
" I understand,

"
said Evan, hoarsely, scarcely

feeling it, as is the case with men who are shot

through the heart.

Ten minutes later he was on horseback by the
Fallowfield gates, with the tidings shrieking

thi-ough his frame. The night was still, and
stiller in the pa\ises of the nightingales. He sat

there, neither thinking of them, nor reproached
in his manhood for the tears that rolled clown his

cheeks. Presently his horse's ears pricked, and
the animal gave a low neigh. Evan's eyes fixed

harder on the length of gravel leading to the
house. There was no sign, no figure. Out from
the smooth grass of the lane a couple of horsemen
issued, and came straight to the gates. He heard

nothing till one spoke. It was a familiar voice.

"By Jove, Ferdy, here is the fellow, and we've
been all the way to Lymport !

"

Evan started from his trance.
"

It's you, Harrington ?"

"Yes, Harry."
" Sir !

"
exclaimed that youth, evidently flushed

with -wme, "what the devil do you mean by
addressing me by my christian name ?

"

Laxley pushed his horse's head in front of

Harry. In a manner apparently somewhat im-

proved by his new dignity, he said :
" We have

ridden to Lymport to speak to yoii, sir. Favour
me by moving a little ahead of the lodge."
Evan bowed, and moved beside him a short

way down the lane, Harry following." The purport of my visit, sir," Laxley began,
"was to make known to you that IVliss Jocelyn
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has done me the honoiu- to accept me as her hus-
band. I learn from her that during the term of

your residence in the house, you contrived to

extract from her a promise to which she attaches
certain scruples. She pleases to consider herself

bound to you till you release her. ily object is

to demand that you will do so immediately."
Evan did not reply.
" Should you refuse to make this reparation for

the harm you have done to her and to her family,"

Laxley pursued,
" I must let you knnw that there

are means of compelling you to it, and that those

means will be employed."
Harry, fuming at these postured sentences,

burst out :

" What do you talk to the fellow in

that way for ? A fellow who makes a fool of my
cousin, and then wants to get us to buy otf my
sister ! What's he spying after here ? The place
is ours till we troop. I tell you there's only one

way of dealing with him, and if you don't do it,

I wiU."

Laxley pidled his reins with a jerk that brought
him to the rear.

"
]\Iiss Jocelyn has commissioned you to make

this demand on me in her name ?" said Ev<an.
" I make it in my own right," returned Laxley." I demand a prompt reply."
" My lord, you shall have it. Miss Jocelyn is

not bound to me by any engagement. Should
she entertain scruples which I may have it in my
power to obliterate, I shall not hesitate to do so—
but only to her. What has passed between us I

hold sacred."

"Hark at that!" shouted Harry. "The
damned tradesman means money ! You ass,

Ferdinand ! What did we go to Lymport for ?

Xot to bandy words. Here ! I've got my owm

quarrel with you, Harrington. You've been

setting that gild's father on me. Can you deny
that ?"

It was enough for Harry that Evan did not

deny it. The calm disdain which he read on
Evan's face acted on his furj'-, and digging his

heels into his horse's flanks he rushed full at him
and dealt him a sharp flock with his whip. Evan's

beast reared.
"
Accept my conditions, sir, or afford me satis-

faction," cried Laxley.
" You do me great honour, my lord, but I have

told you I cannot," said Evau, curbing his horse.

At that moment Rose came among them. Evan
raised his hat, as did Laxley. Harry, a little

behind the others, performed a laliorious mock
salute, and then ordered her back to the house.

A quick altercation ensued
; the end being that

Harry managed to give his sister the context of

the previous conversation.
" Now go back, Rose," said Laxley. "I have

particidar business with Mr. Harrington."
"I came to see him," said Rose, in a clear

voice.

Laxley reddened angi-ily.
"Then tell him at once you want to be rid of

him," her brother called to her.

Rose looked at Evan. Could he not see that she

had no word in her soul for him of that kind ?

Yes : but love is not always to be touched to ten-

derness even at the sight of love.

"Rose," he said. " I hear from Lord Laxlej-.
that you fancy yourself not at liberty ; and that
you require mc to disengage you."
He paused. Did he expect her to say there

that she wished nothing of the sort ? Her sted-
fast eyes spoke as much : but misery is wanton,
and will i)ull all down to it. Even Harry was
checked by his tone, and Laxley sat silent. The
fact that something more than a tailor was si)eak-

ing seemed to impress them.
" Since I have to say it. Rose, I hold you in

no way Ijound to me. The presumption is forced

upon me. May you have all the happiness I pray
God to give you ! Gentlemen, good night !

"

He bowed, and was gone. How keenly she
could have retorted on that false prayer for lier

happiness ! Her limbs were nerveless, her tongue
speechless. He had thrown her o(f—there was no
barrier now between herself and Ferdinand. Why
did Ferdinand speak to her with that air of gentle
authority, bidding her return to the house ? She
was incapable of seeing, what the yoimg lord

acutely felt, that he had stooped very much in

helping to l)ring about such a scene. She had no
idea of having trifled with him and her own heart,
when she talked feebly of her bondage to another,
as one who would be warmer to him were she free.

Swiftly she compared the two that loved her, and
shivered as if she had been tossed to the embrace
of a block of ice.

"You are cold, Rose," said Laxley, bending to

lay his hand on her shoulder.

"Pray, never touch me," she answered, and
w'alked on hastily to the hoUse.

Entering it, she remembered that Evan had
dwelt there. A sense of desolation came over her.

She turned to Ferdinand remorsefully, saying ;

" Dear Ferdinand !

" and allowed herself both to

be touched and taken close to him. When she

reached her bed-room, she had time to reflect that

he had kissed her on the lips, and then she fell

down and shed such tears as had never been

drawn from her before.

Next day she rose with an imdivided mind.

Belonging henceforth to Ferdinand, it was neces-

sary that she should invest him immediately with

transcendant (qualities. His absence of character

rendered this easy. A\niat she had done for Evan,
she did for him. But now, as if the Fates had
been lying in watch to entraji her and chain her,

that they might have her at their mercj', her

dreams of Evan's high nature—hitherto dreams

only—were to be realised. With the purposeless

waywardness of her sex, Polly Wheeillc while

dressing her young mistress and though quite

aware that the parting had been spoken, must

needs relate her sister's story and Evan's share ui

it. Rose praiseil him like one for ever aloof from

him. Nay, she coidd secretly congratulate herself

on not being deceived. Upon that came a letter

from Caroline :

" Do not misjiulge my brother. He knew
Jidiana's love for him, and rejected it. You will

soon have proofs of his disinterestedness. Then
do not forget that he works to support us all. I

write this with no hope save to make you jtist to

him. That is the utmost he will ever anticipate.'
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It jrave no beatins; of the heart to Eose to hear

good of Evan now : bnt an increased serenity of

confidence in the acciu-acj^ of her judgment of

persons.
The arrival of lawj^er Perkins supplied the key

to Caroline's commiinication. ISTo one was less

astonished than Hose at the news that Evan re-

nounced the estate. She smiled at Harry's
contrite stupefaction, and her father's incapacity
of belief in conduct so singular, caused her to lift

her head and look down on her parent.
"Shows he knows nothing of the world, poor

j-oiing fellow !

"
said Sir Franks.

"
Nothing more clearly,

"
observed Lady Jocelyn.

" I i)resiune I shall cease to be blamed for having
had him here ?

"

"Upon my honour, he must have the soiil of a

gentleman !

"
said the Baronet. " There's nothing

he can expect in return, you know !

"

" One Avould think, pa^ia, yoii had always been

dealing with tradesmen !

" remarked Eose, to

whom her father now accorded the treatment due
to a sensible girl.

Laxlej^ was i:)resent at the family consultation.

What was his opinion ? Eose manifested a slight

anxiety to hear it.

" What those sort of fellows do never surprises

me," he said, with a semi-yawn.
Eose felt fire on her cheeks.

"It's only what the young man is bound to do,"
said Mrs. Shorne.

"His duty, aimt ? I hope we may all do it 1

"

Eose interjected.
"
Chamiuoning him again ?

"

Eose fpiietly turned her face, too sure of her
cold appreciation of him to retort. Bwt yesterday
night a word from him might have made her his

;

and here she sat advocating the nobility of his

nature with the zeal of a barrister in full swing
of practice. Eemember, however, that a kiss

separates them : and how many millions of

leagues that counts for in love, I leave you to

guess.

Now, in what way v.-as Evan to lie thanked ?

how was he to be treated ? Sir Franks proposed
to go down to him in person, accompanied by
Harry. Lady Jocelyn acquiesced. But Eose said

to her mother :

"Will not you wound his sensitiveness by
going to him there ?

"

"Possibly," said her ladyship. "ShaU we
write and ask him to come to lis ?

"

"No, mama. Could we ask him to make a

journey to receive our thanks ?
"

" Not till we have solid ones to offer, perhaps."" He will not let us help him, mama, imless we
have all given him our hands."

"
Probably not. There's always a fund of non-

sense in those who are capable of great things, I

observe. It shall be a family expedition, if you
like."

" What !" exclaimed Mrs. Shorne. "Do you
mean that you intend to allow Eose to make one
of the party ? Franks ! is that your idea ?

"

Sir Franks looked at his wife.
" Wliat harm ?

"
Lady Jocelyn asked

; for
Eose's absence of conscious guile in appealing to
her reason had subjugated that great faculty.

"
Simply a sense of propriety, Emily," said

Mrs. Shorne, with a glance at Ferdinand.

"You have no objection, I suppose?" Lady
Jocelyn addressed him.

" Ferdinand will join us," said Eose.

"Thank you, Eose, I'd rather not," he replied.
"I thought we had done with the fellow for good
last night."

" Last night ?
"
quoth Lady Jocelyn.

No one spoke. The interrogation was renewed.
Was it Eose's swift instinct which directed her
the shortest way to gain her point ? or that she

was glad to announce that her degrading engage-
ment v.-as at an end ?

She said :
" Ferdinand and Mr. Harrington

came to an understanding last night, in my pre-
sence."

That, strange as it struck on their ears, ap-

peared to be quite sufficient to all, albeit the ne-

cessity for it was not so very clear. The carriage
was ordered forthwith ; Lady Jocelyn went to

di-ess ; Eose drew Ferdinand away into the gar-
den. There, with all her powers, she entreated him
to join her.

"Thank you, Eose," he said; "I've no taste

for tailors."
" For my sake I beg it, Ferdinand."
"

It's really too much to ask of me, Eose."
" If you care for me, you will."
" 'Pon my honour, quite impossible !

"

" You refuse, Ferdinand ?
"

" My London tailor'd find me out, and never

forgive me."
This pleasantry stopped her soft looks. Wliy

she wished him to be with her, she could not
have said. For a thousand reasons : which im-

plies, no distinct one : something prophetically

pressing in her blood.

(To be concluded in our 'Mxt.)

GKEAT GUlSrS AND ARMOUEED WAE-
SHIPS.

The work-people of our "faithful ally
"

across

the Channel have just laimched for him an
armoured frigate christened La Gloire. We know
nothing about it save what the scribes of the
ruler have set down by his permission, and if all

be gold that glitters, wonders have been achieved,
for the craft is wholly impregnable to shot—at

what distance we are not told—and may defy and

vanquish the whole British fleet. In fact, the
Gallic Emperor is now the ruler of the seas, and
the ' ' meteor flag

"
of England is no better than a

shooting star gone out, while a decree has gone
forth that henceforth the Gallic cock is to be a

web-footed bird. And Captain Halsted, writing
to the "

Times," seems to think that there is

something in it—that the Gauls have stolen a sea

march over the descendants of the Norse coursers,
and that the indigenous gnomes of the iron mines
are to be conjured beyond seas, the Eed Sea
inclusive.

Well, before we sit down under this last Im-

perial dispensation, let ns at least look into it. In
the first place,

" whatever man has done man may
do," was a maxim written over my schoolroom-
door ; but climbing, as the world still is, over the



threshold of progress, we may assume, that wliat-

cver mail has done, man may yet do a great deal
more. Until we have tried witli our own guns
the ribs of La Gloire, and with our own craft her
locomotive qualities, we must not take for granted
all that the imaginations of Imperial editors may
assert. We remember that La Gloire was once

highly spoken of as a steam-ram, and her ram-like

cxualities were to have been tested on the old

Suffrein line-of-battle sliip, but the experiment
never came off.

The first question in a sea-vessel is stability on
the water, as a security against "cai)sizing," a

word derived from the act of turning head over
heels. Ten-gun brigs were formerly remarkable
for their facihty in this kind of sea-gymnastic, and
there was once a Greek fleet built in England
wherein the planners were so taken up with the
one idea of diminishing resistance by decreasing
the breadth of beam, that none of the craft would
stand upright either under sail or steam.

The principle of stability consists in keeping the
centre of gravity within the base, and so long as

this is done we can build a column like the London
Monument or the St. E-oUox chimney, though the
centre of gravity is very elevated. But if an

earthquake were to take place, down would topple
the columns by reason of the elevated centre of

gravity overtopping the base. Therefore the
lower the centre of gravity the more seciu-e would
be the column. If instead of the column we make
a pyramid, we get a form which it is almost

impossible to overthrow by any earthquake.
If now we form a body, with the water for a

base, the movement of the water represents the

earthquake, and the body will be stable, or inca-

pable of turning over head and heels, in proportion
as the base exceeds the height and the low level of

the centre of gravity. Thus a flat thin board
thrown into the water will always float on its

flat side, the centre of gravity being in the centre
of the mass, and at a very low elevation. But if a

sulEciently heavy piece of metal be placed at one

edge of the board, it may be made to float with
the opposite edge upwards, lilie a fish.

Again, if we throw a solid cube foot of floatable

timber into water, it will float with one corner

upwards and the opposite corner downwards, the

particular corner being determined by the density
of one part of the material over the rest. If the
cubic foot of timber be cut diagonally into two

equal parts, each of them wdl float nearly equally
well on the broad diagonal surface, or on the two

rectangidar surfaces. If a long cylinder of wood
be placed in the water, the centre of gravity being
in the central axis, it will float any side upwards.
If a long squared log be placed in the water it

will float on any one of the four sides equally well,
unless the centre of gravity be nearer one than the

other, in which case the heavy side will tend to

be the base, and the log wiU turn to that side if

the water be agitated. If the log be cut in two,

diagonally, through the whole length, and weight
be added at the apex of the rectangle, it may
float on its broad base

; but every disturbance of

the water would tend to roll it over, and it would
then take the position of greatest stability indi-

cated by the diagram Fig. 1, which is intended to

represent the mid-ship section of a sluuy vessel,
a a being the water level, and b h the surfaces

pressing on the water ; c c the deck, and d <l the

j

top sides, or Indwarks, above the deck, e the
ballast, or weight, tending to keep the ajiex J in
a vertical line, and restore the vessel to ecjuilibriiuu

i

after disturbance. For a sailing vessel tliis is the

i

best sectional form to preserve a straiglit line in the

!

water and prevent lee-way. It is, in fact, almost
all keel. But there are many reasons why vessela

j

are not constructed so. First, with ordinary
I timber framing it is not a strong form to resist the
' pressure of the water; and, secondly, the sharp
i
vessel wUl not cany so bulky or so liea\'y a cargo.
The circular form, shown l)y the dotted lines .7 .7,

gives the strongest form to the vessel with a

larger carrying ])ower, Init with the defect of

rolling easily on the water like a cask
; and the

dotted lines h h show the form of largest capacity
!

in volume and weight, but comparatively a weak
': form to resist the pressure of the water. For
: sailing on a wind, the lines h h are the best, the
lines lb h the worst. For a vessel moved by inter-

nal power the form is immaterial, pi-ovided the
stem and stern be sufficiently acute, and therefore
while the mid-ship section is denoted by the lines

A h, the stem and stern taper off in the form of

the dotted lines i i, and the sharper the taper, the
less will be the resistance.

A ship, unless of fir-timber, does not iloat by
reason of the lightness of the material of which it

is built, as a raft does, but by reason of what is

called its displacement, i. e., in other words, the

cubic contents of internal air space, and if com-

patible with other considerations, the more air

space it contains the better, wherefore the lines

h h woidd be the best, being double the lines of

h h, and this brings us to the consideration, sup-

posing air space, or, in other words, carrying

power, to be sufficient, what is then the best form"

of hull, and more -especially a hidl intended ^to
avoid the effect of cannon-shot by a sheathing of

armour plates?
A shot produces its destructive effect either by

its great weight or force of iiropulsion, or both

combined. If the shot be light, the eflects must
come from force of propulsion. In any case great

range is important. In throwing a shell, the

chief effect of which is by the explosion of in-

ternal powder, the elevation at which it is fired is

of little importance ; but in battering ships, or

breaching forts, shells are used to strilce point
blank as well as solid shot.

The armour used for covering vessels, consists of

plates of iron or steel in as large sizes as possible.

j

Probably soft steel is the best, being most homo-

ceneous. These iilates are bolted to the sides of

wooden or iron vessels
;
the greatest thickness as

I yet conveniently attained in manufacture being
about 4.-^ inches. In the experiments which have

been made, Wliitworth rille shots have punched
holes in these plates at 401) yards, and GS-pound
shot, not rifled, have shaken the whole fabric of

plates and the wooden framework behind it.

Whether the rifled shot is essential to penetration
is not yet made certain by the " crucial instance

"

of a plain shot fired from an equivalent smooth liorc

with an equal windage and equal cliarge of powder.
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Now it must be quite clear, that if a shot be

fired point-blauk at a ship's hull constructed

with vertical sides, as h li, it would have the most

favourable circumstances for jicnctration. But if

the sides were of the section above water d, fig. 1 ,

and beloM' water b, a ])oint-blank shot proi^elled

par;\llel to the surface of the water would not

pierce, but glance off from the surface of the

armour-iilatcs, j j, and the only mode in which

they coidd strike the iipper plates point-blank,
woiild be by firing at a high elevation, with simply
a falhng force proportioned to the weight of the

shot. And the lower plates below the surface of

the water could scarcely be struck at all. And the

practical strength of the plates at point-blauk is

one-third greater than if placed vertical. In other

words, one plate 3 inches thick, at an angle
of 45 degrees to the jii-opelled shot will ofi'er

as great resistance as a plate of 4 inches and a-

half in thickness at an angle of 90 degrees,

independently of the glancing efiect. I alluded to

this in a former paper about a year ago. Three-
inch plates woidd be better even, and cheaper than
four-and-a-half.

In building a war-vessel in the present day,
a wooden hidl is an anomaly. The fact of breach-

ing the vertical sides of ii'on ships an inch thick

with round shot, on experimental trial, does not

prove any deficiency in iron ships, but only igno-
rance in constructing them. With armour-plates

stretching 8 feet above and 8 feet below the

water line, at an angle of 45 degrees, it would
be a very difficult thing to pierce them, and
the experiment is worth trying, finding out at the

same time whether the I'ifle or smooth bore is pre-
ferable. The breadth of beam and the length of

vessel, as regards displacement, is simply a ques-
tion of the load to be carried.

In a vessel constructed on this princiiile, it is

ob^^ous that the armour-plates should be bent

at an angle to ensure strength, the length of

the plate being up and down, and this form

ex - u

Fi<

woidd facilitate the fixture of the plates with
much lighter fastenings. But, inasmuch as the

topsides or bulwarks incline inwards all round
the deck to a height of 8 feet, a verj^ large
tank woidd be formed, tending to capsize the
vessel iu case of a wave breaking over her.

Therefore a sufficient number of these jilates
should be hinged at or below the water line,

allowing them to fall outwards with the pressure
of the water, and so discharge it.

In regard to the qiiestion of guns, the usual
mode is, to allow them to recoil and run in and
out from a wide open port. From the recoil

and breaking away of the gun, and from the
missiles entering in at the port, an enormous loss
of life ensues.

To diminish this waste of life, the first essential

is, to use non-recoiling guns ; and, secondly,
breech-loaders. There is only one principle of

preventing recoil, and that is, making the gun
either by its own weight, or by its weight

and that of the carriage combined, very far in

excess of the weight of the shot. In a ser^vioe-

gun, weight 95 CAvt., the 6S-lb. shot is about
1 to 157, and this does not prevent recoil : dia-

meter of bore, 8 inches
; length of bore, 15

diameters.

At the diagram fig. ], illustrating the section

of a vessel's h\dl formed to elude the force of shot,
is a breech-loading gun A, exaggerated in apparent
size, compared with the vessel. This gun is of

10-inch bore, and about 50 diameters in lengd;h.
The weight of the gun is 50 tons, and the weight
of the shot 3 cwt., or five times that of the

6S-pound shot. There are no trunnions, but the
muzzle is formed into a sphere or ball [k),

which revolves in a socket formed in the iron top-
side of the vessel, entirely closing the opening,
save a channel cut through the upper part of the

ball for the purpose of sighting. The muzzle,

therefore, would act as a port suflScing to keep
out water, and in rolling, by the action of the
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waves, the gun would be as a part of the ship's
side.

The thickness of the guii is equal to the

bore, the breech {I) being reinforced where the

greatest strain of the powder is taken. The breech
is closed by a breech-pin (m) flat on the face
next the powder and circular behind. This pin
can be moved in and out by a moveable pinion
and winch, working in the back of the pin, so as

to close or ojien the bore, which is smooth
and not rided, and the vent is on the pin, where
it projects at the side of the gnu—a cap being
struck by a hammer on the upper surface as with
an ordinary shoulder-gun. This arrangement
facilitates the renewal of the vent in case of

wear, but it is yet a problem, whether it is not
better to fire the powder in front next the shot.

In charging the gun a thick wad of papier-
mache, i>laced between the powder and the breech,
will effectually prevent any escape of gas.
The hinder part of the gun is suppoi-ted by two

or (if preferred) by four wheels
(;/) of small

diameter, connected by a frame running in a circle,

the centre of which is the ball at the muzzle.
The gun is supported on a pivot formed by a

water-ram, with a small pump to work it, in-

volving but little labour. In this mode the
horizontal and vertical movement can be given
to the gun with great accuracy. The wheels

may be geared, and not half the number of men
will be required to work this gun of live times
the usual power.

Fig. 2 represents an outline of the deck of a

vessel of say GO feet beam and 400 feet in length,
or any larger size that may be needed for the

requisite displacement. Two guns {a a) are placed
stem and stern, or rather at either end, being both

alike, and five on each side, fourteen in all, being
700 tons of metal on one deck, and capable of

throwing fifteen cwt. of metal at a broadside,

being equal in weight to the shot of '25 service

guns of y.") cwt., but with something like twenty
times the destructive effect. If this vessel be

covered with armour plates, 11 feet above and 11

feet below the water line, 4^ inches in tliickness,

the weight wiU be about loOO tons, with the guns
2000 tons, or about one-eleventh the carrying

Ijower of the Great Eastern. If 3-inch thickness

of wrought-iron plates placed at the angle proved
better than 4i inches vertical, the total weight
would be about 1570 tons. If the draught of

water formed by the apex at /were too great, the

inverted pyramid could be truncated say to the

ballast-line at c, or any higher elevation, giving
sufficient longitudinal stiffness as a beam ; but it

is obvious that making a perfect apex forms a

stronger beam. In any case the angle downwards
from the water-line must l)e preserved.

Now, suppose two vessels of this class to be

opposed to each other, they could produce very :

little effect at long shots. What they would do
]

yard-arm and yard-arm with small charges of i

powder is a problem. With the muzzles de[)ressed
|

Ijossibly the guns might batter in the top sides,
'

but they could scarcely eli'ect anything below the

water-line, and the men would be quite sheltered

till the topsides were biu'st in. Xo bursting of

the gims need take place, for the steam power |

could easily pour a stream of water through them
to cool and cleanse them. Supposing the guiia
inefficient, there would be two otlier modes of
attack. Eirst by a duel, like two ram.s butting
each other, which would give room for every kind
of skill in mana-uvring. If one craft could strike

i

the other amidships, it would probably involve '

destruction
; but if, like two rams, they only pre-

sented tlieir stems to attack, it would be very
difficult to strike. In such case a small quantity
of powder might pitch the heavy shot over each
other's bows, rolling them from stem to stern,

dismounting the guns, and sweeping away the
men. This would he more than ever a fight of
skill and energy, and the web-footed people would
have the advantage, as of old, over the shore-

goers.
If the vessels were side by side there would

be a kind of ditch between them, formed by their

top sides, eight feet in depth, with the sides slojiing
at an angle of forty-live degrees, and sixteen feet
in width. There would be more skill in hitching
the two craft together and boarding. It would
then be a question of riflemen picking off and

boarding parties encountering. In that kind of

fray, muscle and cool courage would certainly
have the advantage as ever, over nerves and mere
elan.

Of the principles I have endeavoured to set

forth in the foregoing columns there can hardly
be a doubt. First : iron vessels without any
combustible material to be affected by the fur-

nace-fires of the engines, or the combustible com-

pounds of the foe. Secondly : the armour plates,

placed at such an angle as to increase their

strength and elude the force of the shot. Thirdly :

great speed to maneeuvre. Fourthly : closed i)ort-

holes. Fifthly : high iron Ijuttresses—as means
of defence. Sixthly : Heavy non-recoiling gnus
of great weight. Seventhly : spherical muzzles,

moving on sockets in the vessel's side. Eighthly :

breechloaders without complication. Ninthlj' :

smooth bores witliout rifles. Tenthly : very heavy
shot. Eleventlily : elevating water-ram, cheap
and powerfid—as means of offence.

This is the class of vessels which will outmatch
La Gloire, and this also is the class of vessels

which, if our enemies obtain before we do, we have,

nevertheless, any number of the descendants of

the old Norse Coursers, who would try conclusions

in getting on their decks, even from the "ships
that are but boards," and may serve only as bridges
to get at them, while dodging their shot as best

may be.

In all that needs doing there is no need of great

exjjeuditure of the public money, but only of our

economicallj'^ putting in practice the system of trial

and error. When a thing can be demonstrated to

be right, and cannot be demonstrated to be wrong
by the use of the English language, it ought to

be tried, if probably useful, and not too costly.

The costly thing is the obstinate avoidal of trials,

and the rushing into large manufactures without

the trials, discovering what is wrong, only on a

large scale, making a nine days' wouiler at the

cost of a hundred thousand pounds, where a
,

single thousand wouM suffice. There is, it is

true, no royal road to originahty, but so also
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there is no royal road to the selection of judges ;

only a judge in a condition of ignorance is much
more damaging to the public than a pretended

originator, -who turns out to be a quack. Better

blunder over a hundred mistakes, than mistake

the one right thing when it starts up.
In this matter of war -tools lies physical sal-

vation. When war-tools shall have culminated,

war -work wiU be at an end. Men will cease

to tight when destruction shall be rendered

certain. W. Bridges Adams.

A YISIT TO AIT OLD HALL AT
BLTHAM.
One who trends alone

A banquet-hall d^-serted,
Whose lights are fled.

Whose garlands dead.
And all but he departed.

St. S^^^THI]S, never so dreary since 1829, has

given lis this year drenching rains and uipj^ing
winds : and we have only exchanged the chilly
room and cold firegrate, for sloppy streets, and a

murky sky overhead. A bright sun and a wel-

come holiday were not to be neglected, and we
therefore bethought oiu'selves of a trip, to take

advantage of the rare opportunity of a lull in the

long bad weather, that has made us doubt the

veracity of the almanacs. Emerging from the

Eailway Station, at Blackheath, we crossed the

Common, rejoicing in the iiue clear air that always
blows across its undulating range of turf, and
wiled the way by thinking of the days when
Queen Caroline, and Lord Chesterfield, and the

great General WoKe took their walks here, and

Vanbrugh was piling up his heavy architecture

on Maze Hill. Behind us we see where the
Astronomer Halley sleeps ; on the left we see

Charlton with its fine Jacobean house, and Wool-
wich, where the gallant Lovelace was born, with
its Arsenal and Dockyard, its constant bugle-calls
and thimdering artillery, booming among the

marshes, or echoing from the mortar battery near
the Botunda. Before us, on Shooter's Hdl—a

dangerous pass for travellers in the days of

the outlaws who Im-ked in the adjoining woods—rose the quaint tower, kno'wn to the vidgar as

"Seven Dogs Castle," which commemorates the

capture of Severndroog Castle, on the coast of

Malabar, by Sir W. James. We shall soon look

Tipon his grave at Eltham, whither we are going.
We think of Falstafi's robbery in "Henry the

Foiu'th," and the two hundred courteous ai-chers

who, on a certain May-day, entertained here another

Henry with one of his "Sweet Kates" in booths
with loyal cheer and pageants ;

and then take our

way, avoiding the somewhat dull road that lies

between the hill and the village by following the

field-path, with a right pleasant companion,
through corn land and meadov/s purple with clover,
over stiles and along hedges where the only flowers
were those of the woodbine, the chamomile, the

bramble, and the pimpernel. But the open petals
of the latter reassured us, as we looked up with
some dismay on the threatening clouds.
The title of Eltham was borne by John of

Eltham, son of Edward II., who died in 1334 : his
elaborate eifigy in St. Edmund's chapel, in West-

minster Abbey, presents the earliest specimen of a

ducal coronet. By a confusion of names, the old

hall has been frequently described as King John's.

But omitting all memory of Lackland, we can re-

peoplc it with better men than he. The manor
was held by the soldier-bishoj), Odo, of Bayeux,

by de Vescis, and de Mandevilles, and de Scropes ;

but the Crown long preserved a moiety, and now
holds its entire extent. Many a gay and gallant

gathering of barons and knights, courtiers and
fair dames, have been held in the old palace. In

1270, Henry III. kept Christmas here, and Lionel

the Eegent, in 1347 ;
Eichard II., in 1384 and

the two foUowiug years ; Henry IV., in 1409 and
1412 ; we have Henry V. in 1414, and his weak
successor in 1429. The last monarch who made
Whitsun and Chiistmas cheer, was Blixif Hal, in

1515 and 1526 ;
but on the latter occasion he

came with so few attendants, owdng to the raging
of the plague, that the townsfolk, by way of

distinction to past merry making, called it the

Still Christmas. Anthony Bee, the only English
Patriarch of Jerusalem, bestow'ed his new build-

ings on Queen Eleanor, and died here in 1311.

Parliaments too, in 1329 and in 1375, have sat in

the old Palace
;
in 1 364, the captive John, king of

France, came as an unwilling finest, and the exile

King Leo, of Armenia, in 1386, w'hen Bichard IT.

fidly maintained his reputation for superfluous

hospitality.

Froissart, here a frequent guest, records how on
a Sunday afternoon, in 1364, Edward and Phi-

lippa waited at the gates to receive the fallen

monarch, and how', "between that time and sup-

per, in his honour were many gi-and dances and

carols, at which the young Lord de. Courcy dis-

tinguished himself by singing and dancing." It

was a strange exhibition in the presence of. a

captive prince, who afterwards pathetically ap-

plied the complaint by the waters of Babylon
to his own sorroAvful case— " How can I sing in

a strange land ?" Biit the fascinating yoimg noble-

man contrived to win and wed the Princess Royal
of England, so that he had no cause for regret on
his own account. Eltham and Shene were the

favourite palaces of Eichard and the "good Queen"
Anno, of Bohemia, the famou.i lady who intro-

duced the side-saddle. Parliament met here to

arrange the king's second marriage with Isabella of

Valois, who was brought hither after her bridal,
and set out from the gates to her coronation, as

her namesake " the she-woK of France" had done
more than a century before, with her unfortunate

husband, Edward of Carnarvon. Here, too,,

Henry IV. forbade the French ambassadors to

speak of Eichard to Isabella, as one too young (so

the grim hypocrite declared) to know of the sor-

rows of this world. Here, too, he himself was

espoused to Joanna of Navarre, in the presence of

the primate and chief officers of state ;
Antonio

liiezi acting as the lady's proxy, and actually

having the ring placed upon his finger.

Henry IV. feasted in fear, for the Duke of

York, so report ran, designed to scale the walls,
and rob him of life and crown together ;

and here he

actually sickened in death-like trances of his mor-
tal disease, l^efore the approach of the unwelcome

guest, who knocks with equal foot at cotters' doors
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and at the golden gates of palaces. Two tlionsand

guests in 14S3 were entertained at Christmas, by
Edward IV., whose daughter Bridget, who after-

wards assumed the coif and wini[)lo among the
nuns of Dartford, was born here.

A more memorable personage, Philippa of Cla-

rence, was cradled here ; she married Edmund
Mortimer, Earl of March; and in her children cen-

tered the title to the crown of England.
In this palace, imhappy Henry VI., un-

conscious of his critical position, forsook his

stuches to hunt and follow field sports, under
the watchfid eye of his keeper, the Earl of

March, while his wife and son, for whom he had
restored the palace, were sheltering in Harlech
Castle.

Henry VII. at intervals retired to Eltliani, and
Queen ^Nfary or Queen Elizabeth would spend a
few days in the almost forsaken palace, and King
James I. has been known to pass a morning visit

here ; but Creeuwich and Theobald's aitpearcd to

be more inviting to kings and cpieens, and the
hall was left to the keeping of Sir John (Jatea,
till his head fell on the scall'old ; to Sir Christo-

pher Hatton,
" the dancing Chancellor ;

" and last

of all, to Sir Robert, Earl of Essex, the noted

general of the Parliament, who died hero, 1G46.
The manor was afterwards bestowed on loyal Sir

' John Shaw, who befi'iended Charles II., when in

1 exile at Brussels and Antwerp).
Thei-e is little to attract attention in the quiet

rui-al village of Eltham, whose name of Eald-ham,

the old home, takes us back to the memory of a

time long since j)ast. Its street is now no more
rendered lively by the cheerful bugle and the

rattling wheels of the coaches to Folkstone and

ilaidstone
;

but its inn-gardens, with games of

Mississippi and bowls, attract still the holiday
makers of Woolwich and Charlton, on bright

sunny afternoons, in summer and autumn. The

ti'aining and breeding stables of Messrs. Blenkiron,

often filled with as many as oOO horses, many of

them of great value, and the passage of artillery

on the march, may be reckoned among the chief

oliJGcts of interest and enlivenmcnt in the little

village. Its church of St. John Baptist boasts a

shingled spire, and a few architectural remains, in

the north aisle, comparatively ancient, by contrast

to the ugly brickwork and modern windows, which

constitute the large portion of the structure. The

interior will not repay inspection, but there are

some graves and monuments that deserve a men-

tion. Here lies memorable John Dogget, co-mana-

ger with Wilks of Drury Lane theatre, for whom

Congreve wrote stagc-jiarts, and whose name is

still preserved by the badge and coat which be

offered as an annual prize for watermen, in loyal

commemoration of the accession of (George I.

Sir "W. James, of Severndroog fame ;
and Bishop

George Home, well known for his Commentary on

the Psalms, are both buried here.

There have been well-known names connected

with Eltham : here lived John Lilburne, who ex-

changed a captain's buff doublet and morion for a
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Quaker's peaceful garb, and was pilloried by one

party, and sent to tlic Tower by their opponents :

liitlier ^'andyke would come from tlie palace and

galleries of London to spend his peacefid sumuier-

lioliday, changing the busy court for the seclusion

and caJm of the country ;
and a line cedar and a

house, still retaining some traces of the style of

building that prevailed two centuries ago, mark
the home and garden, where Sherard resided,

and Dillenius shared his labours, and stored

up that learning which procured for him the

office of Professor of Botany in the University
of Oxford. He has bequeathed to us an affec-

tionate memorial of his friend and patron in the

catalogue of plants known as Hortus Elthamensis.

ilessrs. Tollman and Macldin still preserve in

their nursery-gardens the old tradition of the

beauty and excellence of the horticulture of

Eltham.
The park, still the property of the Crown, is

graced by noble trees ; but its oaks I'oyal were

devoted years since to the piirposes of shii)-bviild-

ing, and have been wroiight up into many a

gallant man-of-war ; the deer were destroyed to

make venison pasties by the soldiers and country-
folks during the Commonwealth. The fair plea-

saunce, the echoing courts, the king's lodging,

jiresence and giiard chamber, and the rooms in

which the royal attendants and olBcers of state

lodged, have all disaj^peared. The gateway and

high walls of ruddy brick only remain to mark
the site of the tiltyard. The moat is half dry,
and the sluggish stream, Imed with flat banks,

carpeted with mossy grass, is still spanned by
the bridge of four arches, which is cotempora-
neous with the Hall : but the gateway and the

"fair front towards the moat," built by Henry
YII., have been replaced by two modern houses ;

and another, with three barge-board gables and
corbelled attics to the east of the Hall, retains

the designation of the buttery. There is a view
of the Hall by Buck, dated 17oo, which repre-
sents a great jjortiou of the palace, with its

quaint water-towers and moated walls still

standing ; but although Parliament in 1827 spent
TOO?, upon the repairs, the state of the Hall is sad

enough now ;
full of litter of every sort, its win-

dows unglazed or bricked iip ; with damp fasten-

ing in the naked walls, and rough rafters stretch-

ing across from side to side and meeting above the
corbels. Forsaken as it is, and " to vile iisage
turned" as a barn, it yet retains traces of its

ancient state, and, with a small outlay, might
be rendered capable of being a fitting place for

the exercise of regal hospitality. It was at once
an audience chamber and refectory, for which its

grand dimensions well fitted it, one hundred feet
in length, fifty-live feet in height, and thirty-
six feet broad. It is a perfect sjiecimen of the

great Banqueting Halls of the 15th century ;
the

long line of clerestory, each bay composed of

couplets of two light windows cinquefoiled and
divided by transoms, admit broad streams of
cheerfid sunshine, Avhich light up the thick trails
of ivy that How over the empty panes ; its deep
bay windows, with lights of open panels, now
stripped of glazing, but enriched with groining and
minute tracery, which flanked the dais, betoken the

progress which elegance and security had made
at the period of their erection ; the lofty walls

continue to supjiort a high pitched roof of

oak, in tolerable preservation, with hammer-

beams, carved pendants, and braces supported on
corbels of hewn stone

; and, although the royal

table, the hearth, and louvre have disappeared,
there are still remains of the ^linstrels' Gallery,
and the doorways in the oak screen below it,

which led to the cajjacious kitchen, the butteries,

and cellars, to tell each their several tale of former
state.

The falcon, the fetter-lock, and rose-en-soleil,

sculptured over the chief entrance, are the badges
of the royal builder, Edward IV., who is repre-
sented by Skelton, as saying :

—
" I made Nottingham a palace royal,

"Windsor, Eltham, and many other mo';"

and we can in fancy repeople the deserted hall

with its old tenants sitting at the banqviet, or

making merry with spectacle, dance, and masques ;

we can recall the stately procession of Elizabeth

Woodville, marshalled here to accompany the

queen elect to her coronation before the high
altar of Westminster, or see her a mother, and

crowned, watching with lo^dng eyes the two young
princesses whose birth here combined affectionate

associations with her new home. Once more grave

Bishop Longland shows the plan of the rising
Cardinal College at Oxford, built by the muniticent

Wolsey, to the thoughtfid Katharine of Arragon ;

again Henry the Inconstant whispers here soft

words to Katharine Howard, the newly-married

pair who have come hither for lover-like seclusion,

talking apart in the sunny bay ;
or the buxom

maids of honour, attendants of a third Queen
Katharine, the happiest of the three, breakfast

here at the long tables on chines of beef, and cb-ink

strong ale poured from the foaming leathern jacks.
Oncemore Queen Mary enters in state with Cardinal

Pole and the Lord Montague, while the shouts of

ten thousand persons without make the old rafters

ring with their cries of welcome ; or, a few short

years later, Elizabeth, coquetting with the half-

witted Earl of Arrau, tells him how as a child she

•nas brought hither to beathe a purer air than
could be foimd by the river-side at Greenwich.
Then the ideal pageant passes. But an hour ago
we were talking of the strange discovery of huge
trunks of yew trees, daily dug up in the neigh-

bouring marshes of Plumstead, overwhelmed by
the river long years since, and were thinking of

the bold archers who came from Cressy, Agin-
court, and Poictiers, to form the royal body guard
here, when, as we turned unwillingly to take a

last lock, a placard on a board attracted oiu*

notice. It announced that "the 2.3rd Com2)any
of the North Kent Pdtles wovdd drill in the Old

Hall," on certain days, Aveekly; and we could not
but reflect that if

" The glories of our blood and state

Are shadows, not substantial things,
"

still the brave hearts of England are not

degenerate, and that the victorious yew-bow
of old days is only exchanged for the rifle of

Victoria.
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SPIRIT-RAPPING MADE EASY ; op,

HOW TO COME OUT AS A MEDIUM.
BY ONE WHO IS IN THE SECRET.

The writer of the present paper is induced to

jiroffer his explanation of the i)lien()niena produced

by the so-called Spirit Mediums, from two or three

circumstances peculiar to his own experience.
He is disposed to look at the performances
of the Spirit Mediums from a point of view some-

what different from that of their ordinary atidicnce.

In fact, he considers them as professional imita-

tors, and would even regard them as professional

associates, if they had but the honesty to acknow-

ledge theii" craft. It is his inclination, under any
circumstances, to watch them very closely ; and,

though he cannot allow their title to the rank of

honest conjurors, he is interested in observing the

means by which they jiroduce their little residts.

So satisfied is he that his inferences are, in the

main, correct, that after he has stated them, he is

disposed to withhold his name, for the simple
reason that, if it were known, he believes there

would be no more spirit manifestations in his

presence ever after. It woidd be just as impos-
.sible for him, as it proved for Robert-Houdin, on a

certain well-known occasion, to communicate with

the capricious spirits through the ordinarily suc-

cessful medium Mr. Home. To make a free

observation of the sjnrit world it will be found

that we recpiire an incognito ;
for the spirits

are shy, the spirits are fastidious, the s})irits

are averse to every overture, if it comes from

a suspected, because suspicious, inquirer. The

spirits would not shake hands with me, for the

spirits have no professional esprit de corps ; and

therefore it is that professional vigilance is not

only alive to the mode of their manifestations, but

takes an interest in drawing out these retiring

shadows, and exhibiting their real pretensions to

the public.
Another circumstance which induces me to take

them by the hand was an incident in which I myself

participated ;
I might say with whom, and when,

and where; but that I have no inclination, as I said

before, to exclude myself for ever from the spirit

circle. It happened that I was present at a cer-

tain exhibition of two of the most popidar Me-

diums of the day, and, after watching intently

their whole performance, I ascertained the agencies

by which it was accomplished. At all events, I

was enabled at a subsequent performance to detect

the spirits in a very palpable trick, resulting in their

exposure and discomfiture (see tig. 10), and having
since experimented, I can now perform all that

they then exhibited to sight, hearing, or touch. T

am confident I could tell, with a little further

trouble, the means by which ilr. Home astonished

the writer of a recent article in the " CornhiU

Magazine ;

"
and, possibly, I may do this hereafter,

if it should appear to be wished for. For the

present, however, I confine myself to the practice

of the other Mediums on whose intercourse with

the "sperrits" I have already experimented.
As a preliminary I have to make this general re-

mark, that the means by which the '-sperrits"

usually manifest themselves, are far more sirai>le

than readers anticipate. When a witness experi-

ences anything he cannot account for, it is natural
that he should refer this to some elaborate machinery
adequate to what he considers the startling result.

Let the reader, however, discard this imj)ressian at

once, for it has a certain tendency to misleatl hia

judgment. It is really the object of Mediums to

depend on machinery ;is little jis possible, for ma-

chinery is not only unintelligent, it may not only
fumble and make mistakes, but it precludes that

triumj)!! of a medium's art, the submitting to the

preliminary or subsequent test of an examination.
The "lazy tongs," as they are termed, are far less

serviceable and less frequently used, than the natural

aptitudes of the himian body, when these are above
the natural average, or are carefully developed by
discipline and education.

The first requisite, no doubt, is an impassive
countenance, exhibiting no sense of shame, or

fear of detection,—a natural, or acquired brass,

the perfection of which will depend, of course,

upon the morale of the performer.
After this, the secret of the Medium's power is

the fiexibility of her lower limbs. Her legs must
do the work of arms, and her feet must be educated

to act like hands. Any one who doubts this

potentialitj^ of the human frame knows nothing
of its relation to the Quadrumana, or of the feats

of the Indian jugglers. The Indian jugglers, as is

known to the initiated, produce their most extra-

ordinary effects by this very capacity. And there-

fore, we say, it is no use to contemplate coming
out as a Medium unless you are jirovided with

flexible legs and manipidative feet and toes.

The Medium so qualified must go through a

course of gymnastics to enable her to move her

lower limbs with pliancy, and especially to enable

her so to move them without corresponding move-

ments of the head and shoulders. She shoidd

even be able to perform the opera-dancer's feat

of holding her hand above her head, and kick-

ing the palm with her toe, as exhibited in the

vignette to the popular
' ' Memoirs of Mademoiselle

Rigolboche ;" which practice will enable her when

standing on one foot to raise her knee nearly as

high as her shoulder, as thus :
—

Fiff. 1.

The tendons of the knee, foot, and anklo, should

next be strengthened by accustomuig her, when

seated on a chair, to raise great weights with her
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foot ; the leg acting as a level-, tlie other knee,

over -which it is crossed, acting as a fuicnim,

thus :—

Fis

The feet from the ankle must be rendered pecu-

liarly flexible, and able, in conjunction with each

other, by placing the sole of one over the top of the

other, to hold and snatch away with rapidity heav'y
and light articles, such as slates, books, &c.

Acting in a similar manner, tliey must be ac-

customed to seize and nip Substances between
their sides, so that apparel can be pulled and

pinches inflicted with the sharp edges of the two
soles of the boots.

The feet must also be practised to clasp objects
between their upper surfaces, by crossing the

legs, so that, the soles of the boots not being felt,

they may produce the sensation of a grasp by a

hand.

Fig. 4.

I woidd recommend to the observant, a remark-
able phenomenon which I myself perceived to be
the consequence either of this facility or of the
friction consecpient upon other operations at the
base of the table ; viz.

, that the boots of Mediiims
are unusually %i:orn in tJte tipper leathers. I must
add my conviction, however, that this indication

of their activity will be carefully repaired after

this communication.

The toes should also be exercised so as to enable

the IVIedium to rap with them as easily as other

people can rap with the fingers, on which accom-

plishment it may be as well to considt "Fox's
Confessions

"
in Professor Anderson's work on

"
Spirit-rapping."

Fig. 5.

Section showing the Positiou of th.e Foot in the Boot.

The Medium must also practise writing with

her feet by holding a lead or slate pencil between

them. This can be easily done iip to a certain

point, though not to the perfection attained by
the accomplished INIiss Biffin. Such perfection in

this really difficidt operation is, however, imneces-

sary, as any kind of scribbling will pass for

spiritual handiwoi-k.

For the manipidation with the hands, very little

practice is reqiui*ed, except in the production of

surface raps, or rather the sounds which so nearly
i-esemble them. These can be produced (I am
stating a fact) by pressing the tip of the middle

finger fimily on the polished surface of the table,

and letting it start forward in short unobtrusive

jerks. (Fig. G.) If her hand be not naturally dry,

Fig. 6.

the Medium should lightly nil) the finger-tips
with bees'-wax, or powdered resin, both of which
are imperceptible at the first glance. When,
however, by constant practice, the finger has

become corned, this addition will not be found

I'equisite.

If the Medium thinks that the corn on her

finger may tell tales, she may make the spirits

rap by another method
;
that is to say, by using

the surface of the nail of the first finger doubled

sharply under it, and pressed heavily, at the

same time that it is worked backwards and for-

wards, thus. (Fig. 7.) In either case she must

Figf.

not hold her hands apart, but close together ;
one

slightly covering the other to hide the movement,
as in fig. 8.



Fig. S.

To get Tip an effective seance, the Medium
should procure an assistant to engage the atten-

tion of the sitters ^vhile she manipulates.
Great care must be taken to preserve a natural

manner, yet the Medium must never be off her

guard, and never make a slip. She must never

admit that any of the phenomena emanate from

herself, but continually protest that she has no

hand in the matter.

Whenever she is asked if she can do anything, she

mnst carefully and invariably reply in the negative.
She must never give a promise that anything

mil positivel}'' take place, but say the jiheuomena
are influenced by the Aveather, or a thousand other

causes. This will assist her, should she be en-

abled to detect the presence of auy whose pene-
tration she fears may be too much for her. Thus,
as T stated, Avhen ilobert-Houdin was summoned
before the Emperor of the French to see Mr. Home,
DO manifestation took place.

After these preliminary remarks, let me instruct

the Medium
HOW TO CO NDUCT HERSELF rEOPERLY IN A SEzVNCE.

Get your company into couversation, endea-

vouring to glean from their remarks whether they
are penetrative or quite the reverse ; treasure up any
stray piece of information that may reach you, and
use it up in the course of the evening ;

but your prin-

cipal work must be that of drawing the long bow.

You and your assistant miist relate the most

extraordinary narratives conceivable. Small libs

are iiseless. A lie obtaius credence in proportion
to its enormity ; for, though the statements you
make are difficidt to believe, it is still more diffi-

cult to conceive a woman audacious enough to

invent them. Accept it as an axiom, that "so-

ciety," as it is called, is highly credulous, and, as

Locke says,
" He who is disposed to believe is

already half convinced."

You will find plenty of weak-minded people
who will help you out by relating anecdotes of

their own self-deceptions which will carry addi-

tional weight from the position they hold in so-

ciety, whilst nothing will be deducted for their

want of penetration ;
a facility which everybody

believes he possesses, but to which none can at-

tain in perfection, without a considerable amount
of patience and studJ^
When you judge that you have worked the

majoritN^ of your company into a proper state of

mental perplexity, seat yourselves at a large round

table (pretty nearly 4 feet diameter, with a centre

column and three feet), the specific gravity of which

is small in proportion to its immense leverage.

Whip off the cloth ; ask if there are any spirits pre-

sent, and reply in the affirmative by surface rubs.

Having stated yourself to be en rapport, to all

questions asked by the sitters you reply also by
surface-rubs—three indicating an affirmative, one

negative, and two, when your information is im-
perfect, or your nail or corned finger fails to bring
out the sound.

Now state that the spirits will dictate the parti-
cular place each jicrson is to occupy. Itap ac-

cordingly, placing the suspicious ones at a distance,
and the sympathetic close to you, and tell them all

to 2}iace their /lands on the table ; for this you
have a double reason, first to give a mysterious
aspect to the seance, and last, though not least, to

keep their hands out of mischief.

During the seance you need not confine yourself
to the i)articidar knacks already described, you may
give others witli the sharp edge of the sole of your
boot against the foot, or kicks straight up against
the bottom of the table. Any mysterious noise
that you can succeed in making—by creaking the
leather of your boot against the wood—will pass
for a rap. When your audience is pretty far gone,
you may trust to chance inspirations.

By making the raps louder or fainter, they will

appear to come from different parts of the room,
pro\-ided you have first indicated the quarter from
whence they are to be expected.

This is difficult to believe, but you or the pen-
sive reader may Ije easily convinced by the follow-

ing experiment : Place a glass tumbler and a shilling
on the table, having another tumbler and a shilling
concealed in your lap ; hold the shilfing between
the thumb and finger, make three feints at the one
in view, and three corresponding bona fide blows on
the concealed timibler

; then ask the spectator
how many times you struck the tumbler on the

table
; he A\'ill unhesitatingly reply three, and wiU

refuse to believe you when you state that you did

not strike it even once. This is simply a type of

an infinite series of sinular deceptions.

When you wish to answer questions with any

degree of certaintj', if you have not obtained

private information, place an alphabet before the

dupe, and tell him to point to the letters or re])eat

them aloud ; you will easily, by acute obscn-ation,

be enabled to detect a slight anxiety in tone or

manner when the right letter is reached, and then

rai> accordinglj'.
Let lis suppose that an individual requires the

prescucc of his brother Charles' spirit, the uiquiry

will proceed as follows :
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(,'.
A re any of my relations present ?

^'I. Kuli, nil), rub.

Q. Female ?—(calmly).

A. Rub.

(J. Male ?—(anxiously).

A. Eub, rub, rub.

Q. Will you spell your name ?

A. Hub, rub, rub.

Q. A, B, C ?—(interrogatively).

^•1. Rub, rub, rub.

Q. A, B, C, D, E, F, a, H ?—(pauses).

A. Kub, rub rub.

And so on until you have made him spell the

entire name, to which in most cases he will a.ssist

j'ou, though a choice of names written out is inti-

uitely less tedious.

A wary person may, however, easily frustrate

this process by running through the alphabet, and

studiously avoiding all emphasis, or by designedly

emphasising, which is worse, the wrong letter, so

that you find you are compounding utter nonsense,
—that, in fact, he is leading the spirits by the nose

to a brick wall. Of course you get out of this

difficulty by saying that the spirits are imcertain

or capricious, or that, for the sake of mere fun,

they wilfully perplex you.
As soon as the spirits decline to rap correctly, or

earlier, if you please, you may suggest to the com-

pany that they may even be touched by spirit

hands. To indicate their power, place a hand-bell

underneath the table and ring it with your feet ;

then commence (by the methods already described)

pulling the ladies' dresses and gentlemen's trousers,

pinching their feet and ankles, and even lifting

their legs off the ground, by clasping them round

the ankle, as in figure 4. To operate upon each

person with equal facility, frequent change of place
will be necessary, and as it would not do for you
to leave your seat, you rap out C, H, A, X, G, E,

when this is desirable.

You may next invite a person to throw down a

pencil, and hold a slate underneath the table ;

snatch it from him with your two feet, in the

mode shown in figure 3, and deposit it on the

floor, feel about for the pencil with your feet,

pick it up, and commence scratching on the slate

to the best of your ability, relying on the sound
to affect the comjiany, while they are in a state of

absurd suspense. If the writing be illegible, as, it

is nearly sure to be, say that it is very bad to-

night, but that, oil other evenings, the spirit

autographs were remarkably clear, in proof of

which you will exhibit some specimens written by
hand and kept for the inirpose. You can even
assert that communications are frequently made
in the hand-writings of different members of the

company, and so avail yourself of a fib which none
of the present company can contradict.

You may next place a Bible imder the table for

the spirits to turn over the leaves ; of course you
can kick them over with your feet, or as the book,
on account of its thickness, refuses to keep open in

one place, you can put your foot aside, and invite

the sitters to look under the table, and see the leav^es

turning over without your assistance. When the

company have resumed their original positions

you may slip your right foot under one leaf, place
your leit Jinnly on the page, and lifting the toe of

your right boot, turn up the corner and tread it

sharply down
;
then shut the book with your foot,

lift it with both feet, thrust it into your neigh-
bour's lap, and rap out that he is to open it. He
will of course find the leaf turned down, and will

be cudgelling his brains to find an application of

the particular text. While he or others are thus

occupied, you may, if the opportunity present

itself, seize a man's foot TUider the table and bend

it backwards and forwards
;
but should previously

satisfy yourself (this is very material) that he has

on leather, and not cb-ess boots u-ith silk fops, or he

will be enabled to detect, with painfid certainty,

that he is seized not by a single hand, but by a

pair of feet encased in women's boots, and those

boots without a doubt yours. After this he will

cease to wonder at the sharp pinches inflicted on

his ancles, or the facility wdth which you snatch

articles from people's hands under the table.

You may now proceed to your crowning experi-

ment, which consists in making the table rise

clear off the ground, still maintaining its upright

position. As a preliminary, you make it go

through some extraordinary evolutions by alter-

nately pressing and pushing the top with your
hands, contrary to Michael Faraday's theory, by
voluntary and not involuntary muscular action.

You then allow the agitated table a little respite

while you cross the right leg over the left knee, and
insert the end of your right foot imder the base

which supports the column; maintain the pressure
of your hands as you straighten your leg, and the

table will rise perpendicidarly aboiit two feet from

the ground.
Before, however, attemi)ting this astounding

feat, care should be taken that no wary person is

sitting within reach, or he may dash out his foot,

as a friend of mine did, and catch yours under the

ancle, pinning yon to the table with your leg in

the air, as in the illustration below, a position

from which you will find great diflScult}' in extri-

cating yourself, without bringing the seance to an

ignominious termination.

Fig. 10.

You -will probably be asked, if the spirits will

rap when your feet are in full view ;
of course

you will answer in the affirmative, though know-

ing well they will not, unless you can get some
one to hammer in an adjoining room. In this

case you shoidd take away the hammer when

you leave, especially if it does not belong to the

house, and should not leave it to tell yom- secret,

as it did in the case I refer to.
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You should also avoid the ex))eriment of makhig
an old pianoforte, with open lattice-work, play
when closed, in the presence of similar wary
people, or they will surely walk up to it and tap
on the wires through the very same holes, pro-

ducing similar results.

The foregoing suggestions are an exact transcript

of the deceptions practised by two well known
London Mediums in the presence of the writer,

whose name, together with those of the gentle-

men who were present at the exjiosure, the Editor

is empowered to publish should he think proper.

Incidentally, the writer woidd say a few words

to some persons in private life, who, actuated by
no other motive than a pure love of mischief.

practise similar decei)tions on their unsuspecting
friends. As the latter can imagine no intL-rested

motive, they blindly Ijelieve in the supernatural

origin of the phenomena, and consequently cir-

culate reports which obtain credence on their

authoritj^ The jiractical jokes, which have so

deluded them, may apjiear harmless ; but should

the deception remain undiscovered, it is likely

to implant in many a weak mind the germ of

insanity, which all future explanations will fail to

eradicate.

To the jirofcssional ilediums, I say, I am

watching their performances, and, if necessary,
will offer them some further instructions hereafter.

ICVTEKFELTO.

THE ICEBERG.
BY A. STEWART HARKISO.V.

" You've been a whaler, Ben ?
"

"
Ay, sir, I have

; many long years ago, tho'."

"Now, what do you think of as the most

perilous of your enterprises ?"
"
D'you mean what I think most difficidt—

wonderful-like ?
"

I nodded.
"
Well, sir, I've been pitched out of a boat

many a time ; once, I recollect, that I was pitched

out and got a touch with his tail as well. Lord

bless you ! it gave me a head-ache for a month, to

say nothing of the ducking."
" Ever seen any ice ?"

"I shoidd say I had. There's a note-book in

that corner drawer— no; that one under the

fm-ther end—that's got something about ice in it.

Ay ! that's it, pictures and all. Why I drawed

these live-aud-twenty year ago. Hardly seems

like it, tho'. It's a rum story, it is—-sort of

Ilobinson Crusoe like. You've read that ?"

" A good many times. Did you ever know

anybody who hadn't ?"

"I never knew a youngster that hadn't. I

believe that book 's been the cause of more lioys

going to sea than any that was ever written."

'•.Suppose we look over your note-l)ook ; I

shoidd like to see your story."
" Oh ! it isn't written so that you could under-
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stand it ; Imt I'll look at it, and tell you the

stoiy, if you like—but I must begin at the begin-

ning, as they say. You must know I once felt a

kind of liking for a girl ; call her Esther Thomp-
son—I don't say that's her real name, but that'll

do. She didn't care much for me, and I was only
second-mate tLen. I thought it was that, so I

tried to get a first-mate's berth as soon as I came
home from a short voyage I'd agreed to go to

make up my time to the owners. She said she'd

wait and not marry anyone till I came back.

With that I went ofi". When I came home I went
there and she was gone they didn't know where.

I soon learned that, about a month after I left,

there had been a handsome sailor-fellow after her,

and she seemed took with him rather much. I'd

been gone about eight mouths. I talked to

mother about it, and after a little I foimd that

she thought Esther was not fairly done by by
this chap, Montague Fitzjames, as he called him-

self. In short, she was ruined, and had run

away. I went nearly mad at this, and set oiit to

find her, and after about three mouths I found
her at Manchester. I didn't go into her jilace

at first, but asked some questions about her in the

neighbourhood, and found she'd got a child—a

boy— and was working at shirt-making for a

living, and was qiiite a decent woman. I knew
she'd have died rather than be what some would
have turned to in her case. So I went up and
saw her. She was dreadfully thin, and her eyes

bright and far back in her head. The baby was

lying in a cradle by the fire—such a little bit it

hardly kept the room warm.
" '

Esther,' says I,
' do you know me ?'

" She looked up and saw me.
" ' Ben !

'

says she, and then fainted off dead in

her chair.

"I took some water out of the basin, and

sprinkled her face a bit, undid the top hooks of

her gown, and took off her bit of velvet roimd
the neck. She came to, and broke out :

" ' Oh I Ben, Ben ! I've done wrong, I know
it, but I've suffered the punishment. I've not
seen him now for four months, come Wednesday,
and the child's a month old to-morrow. Oh, Ben !

I know I've done wrong ! You must forgive me ;

he was such a handsome man and so fond of me.
I know he didn't mean to wrong me.'

" It was a queer notion of hers that I should

forgive her 'cause he was such a handsome chap.
/ was rather, till the small-pox spoilt my phiz. I

says to her :

' ' '

Esther, you've done wrong, I know, but it's

not for me to punish you. God has begun that,
and there ain't wanting them as will be willing
enough to help Him punish a woman, if they ain't

wilUng to help Him any other way. I'm sorry
for you, Esther. I'm not going to blame you, I
want you to go home again.

'

_

" '

No, no, Ben ! I can't do that. Why all the

girls of the place will mock me.'
"
Says I,

'
I can't help it, Esther ; but think of

the old man and the old woman at home. I came
home three months ago, and have been looking
for you ever since. I saw them not two weeks
back, and, if you'd have heard him ask if I'd
found you, you'd go back.

'

" ' I can't—they'll curse me ! I know they
will. I can't go back. Father was so looked up
to like amongst them all. No, Ben ! I can't go back.'

' ' '

Esther, they won't curse you, I know. I

found 'em just mad when I went to them first,

l:)ut I went to the new curate, who was just come
to the place instead of old Jenkins, and told him
aboiit it, and he came down to see them, and
read them that chapter aboxit the j^rodigal son and
about the lost sheep, and talked to 'em, and old

mother cried—I saw him wipe his eyes, too,
—so

they won't curse you. Come, Esther, go back
with me—do now.'

" ' Back with you, Ben? No, not that. Why,
they'd speak against me, Ben—say I was soon
suited again.'
"'Go back, then, anyhow, wiU you? I tell

you if you don't, you'll kill the old folks.'

"She began to hesitate at this, so I left her to

herself a bit, for I know enough of woman-kind to

know that when they hesitate it's best to let 'em
alone—let 'em seem to choose of themselves.

"Well, she agi-eed to go at last: then came
another difficulty ; she was a fortnight behind in

rent. I told her I would lend her some money.
I knew she wordd not take it as a gift, so I made
her sign a paper for II., and she paid, and next

day we came home. T took her to the old folks,
and then left them all together. I was not one of

the family, you know. After a day or two I

went down, and then they were all gratitude to

me. I took it all as matter-of-fact as possible,

though I could have blubbered my eyes out. Then
came another hitch : they had inqiured, and no
one wovdd emploj^ her. I hadn't thought of this,
but I didn't say anything about it then

; l)ut when
I left I went to the curate again. I don't know
what made me take a fancy to him, for I was not
a regular pious man, never could see it that way
as some people do ; I suppose we ain't made all

alike
;
but one day I saw him jiick up a child that

had tumbled down in the road just outside the

\-illage ; pull out his white handlierchief and wipe
the mud off its knees and hands, then find a clean

place to wipe its eyes M'ith, give it a penny, I

suppose, and then Avalk a little way with it back,
holding his hand. I didn't know then he was the

curate, for his clothes were not black, but a sort

of reddish grey ; no white choker either, but just
a sailor's knot and the ends flying. Well, thinks

I, when 1 heard who it was, that beats me—his

white handkerchief too—he's the sort of Chi-istian

I like, so 1 went to hear him at church, and I

liked him there too. Well, as I was saying, I

went to him next day about eleven o'clock ;
he

asked me in, and his wife was sitting there. She
was a little grey-eyed woma,n, very pale and thin,
more like a little girl than a woman, till you
noticed her.

"
'Alice, dear, this is Mr. Stevens, that I told

you about.'

"'I remember; I hope you found her, Mr.
Stevens.'

"
'Yes, ma'am, I have—I've come about her.'

'"Sit down, Ben,' says he. I do like a fellow
who calls you by yom- Christian name—seems
more friendly than jNIr. So I sat down. '

Now,
what can we do for j'ou, eh ?

'
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" I told him that nobody would employ her

here, as she'd lost her character, and that her
father and mother could not keep licr, though she

might live with them. So I asked him if he'd

mind paying her to make shirts for a man in

Liverpool I knew ? He'd pay si.xjience each for the

making of the shirts, and I'd leave her my half-

pay, for I made up my mind to go a long voyage,
if he'd make it ont so that it shoidd seem as if

she was earning more for the shirts than the six-

pence, for I knew she'd never take the money of

me. Well, he agreed to do it.
'

For,' saj's I,
' I think we are all o'f us too much down on a
woman when she goes wrong. What \\ould it be,

'

says I,
'
if people v.ere to serve ns men in the

same way ? A good many of ns would have to

beg.'
" '

Ben,' says he, 'you're right thei"e !' starting
from his chair quite excited like

;

'

you're right,
man !

' and he groaned as if he was in pain.
" 'My dear Walter,' said his wife, and she p\it

her hand on his shoulder. He sat down, trembling
like.

" ' I meant no offence,' says I,
'

none, sir. I— '

"'No, Ben, I know it; but a random-shot
tells sometimes.'

" I noticed that she'd let her hand slide down
from his shoulder, and had caught hold of his

hand with both hers. She was sitting just a little

behind him, as he sat back in the easy chair. 8he

thought I could not see in the siiadow of the chair,

but 1 could see, and she was holding his hand as

hard as she could.
"
'No, Ben,' says he

;

better than we should be,

be less harsh than we are.

plain though, thank God.'

back at her.
" I never saw such a change come over a

woman's face before. She opened her grey eyes
and looked at him in a way that put mc in mind
of a flash of sheet lightning in the twilight in

summer—when it's not qnite dark, j'ou know—
and the light of it makes it seem as though day
was come back again. I never saw snch a look ;

it said as plain as words, she knew aU, and forgave

him, and loved him enoixgh to die for him. It

did me good did that look, and when I've been

inclined to joke about women being censorious and

faiUt-finding, I've thought of it. I think she must
have had what some women would call 'good
cause

'

to find fault from the way he spoke, but

she didn't. So they agreed to give Esther my half-

pay, so that she should thiuk it came from tlie

shirts.

"I went down to Esther just before I left to

say
'

good-bye,' and tell her about the work.
" '

Esther,' says I,
' I'm going a long voyage

—
perhaps four years

—whaling. You know I went
two or three voyages before. Now don't leave

the old foUcs again, there's a good girl. You'll

never find that— '

" I was going to say
'

fellow,' but I didn't ;
for

you can't do yourself more harm in a woman's

eyes than to call her lover names.
" ' Y'ou'U never find Fitzjames, ludess he comes

back here, I know
;
so don't leave them.'

"'Ben,' saj's she, and the tcai-s Avere in her

' but we're none of us

and ought therefore to

I've no reason to corn-

He turned and looked

eyes, 'you've been a friend to mc. I'll never

forget it. I know he'll come back—I'm .sure of it,

and if he don't I'll never marry another man. Ho
never meant to do me a wrong like this, 1 know.
He got into mischief through drink

;
—he never

meant me to come to this, I know.'
" ' (Jod bless you, Esther, (iood bye.'" She came up to me, put her arms round my

neck and kissed me.
" '

Ben,' says she,
' you always seem like a

brother to me—always did, and that's why I kiss

you. Y^ou've l)een a good brother to me ; I wish

you'd never have tried to be more.
'

"'Good-bye, Esther,' and I kissed her for the
first time in my life."

My friend, Ben Stevens, has a cough which

obliges him to use his handkerchief now and then.

The red and yellow Bandana was in vigorous
action for a few seconds now.

" So I determined to goon a whaling-voyage, as

that was the hardest life I knew, and hard work

keeps a man fi'om thinking of himself and his

feelings. Taking in the foresail with a north-east

gale blowing, don't leave a fellow much time to

look inside himself, neither does harpooning, when

you like to do it like a man.

"Well, 1 went, j'ou see, to Aberdeen, and

shipped for mate in the Belle of Aberdeen, Cap-
tain Macaiday. AYe left in March and reached

Cape Farewell about the middle of April, but as

the wind fell dead as we left the harbour we got
into the Spitzbergen drift, and were carried with

it as far as 66° north ;
then we met with a regular

northerly breeze that chilled you through to

snifii' it.

" Of course it froze us up, being early in the

season, and there we were till nearly the end of

JMay, the wind north the whole time.
" One morning, after breakfast, the cai>tain

saj's to me :

" '
]\Ir. Stevens, there's a little west iu the

wind this morning ; it may go round south, so that

we can get out of this perhaps if the ice breaks up
with it.'

" ' I was in the nest this morning,' said Cum-

mins, om- second-mate, and it seemed to me that

that shore-lane readied open water.'
" '

JSIight be worth while to cut a bit to get

into it, in case this don't get southerly,' said the

captain.
" '

Might be worth while to track it and sec.

We could get some game perhaps if we didn't find

what we want about the lane,' says I.

" 'That's true,' says the captain. 'We'll see

how the wind is in an hour, and then get up a

pai-ty to go.
'

"The wind shifted a little to the north'anl, so

we got up the party ;
the Captain, of coni-se,

couldn't leave the ship, so 1 was one, and he told

me to take my pick of the men.

"'I chose a fellow, I think,' said Ben, reflec-

tively, 'the handsomest chap 1 ever set eyes on,

His eyes seemed to dance when he smiled ;
and a

jollier, more good-natured fellow I never knew.

Lord, what songs he used to sing
—auytlnng

—comic or love-songs ! Why, to hear him sing My
Pretty Jane, in the forecastle of a night, was a
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regular treat. I've heard many a one at the sing-

ing-gaffs at Liverpool that ooukln't come near

him. And dance ! I never saw a fellow so smart

on his legs. He nsed to do the Lancashire clog-

dance in an old pair of cut-down sea-boots, and

you'd hear the clatter in the ice hills like the

muskets at a review. I quite loved the fellow,—
he did his work so easy—wanted no teUing

—saw

your drift in a minute, and T don't think he missed

the weather-earing once the whole voyage. Jack

Sands, he called himself.

"There was another I took with me, 'Sleepy

Sam,' they called him. I've known him to go fast

asleep on the look-out, and the ship pitching no

small way neither.
" We took a bag with some grub, and our j^an-

nikins, in case we should have to spend the night
Ollt.

"It was not so mighty cold as yoii'd think in

the daytime, for we were only just inside the

winter ice-line, and with a south-wind that would
shift to the north'ard past ns.

" Just as we were going over the side a lad we
had on board wanted to go with us. He was the

owner's son, and had been sent aboard to cure

him of a desire to go to sea. There's as many
gets the desire for life that way as gets cured.

Cajitain said he couldn't go, but he begged so

hard that I asked leave for him, and said I'd

take care of him
;
so he came with us three.

' ' We traced the lane till night, and then got
imder the clift', lit a bit of fire with the drift wood,

juUled out the cotTee and biscuits, and so did

pretty well. We laid down round the fire, one

keeping watch. I found it precious cold with only
the blanket and my pea-jacket; and T was obliged
to hug up the youngster, he felt so bad. T don't

know but what both were warmer for it. In the

morning we had some more coffee and some pork.
It got light enough about eight bells to go on

;
and

when we got into the wind it was dead south, and
felt as warm as summer. We got on, and had some

dinner, and started again ; we could see the water

sky ahead, so pushed on. The lane was open neai-ly
all the way ; here and there we should have to

cut a bit, but not much.
" About two o'clock, we sighted the water

itself. There was a good deal of surface- drift to

the edge of the pack, but the thaw was going on
fast ; right ahead there was a biggish berg ; so we
left

'

Sleepy Sam '

at the bottom, and climbed up,—
I, and Sands, and the boy."

'Can't get back to-night if we try for it,' said

Sands. '

Anyhow we'd best stop, and make a

long day of it to-morrow.'
" I thought this was a good plan ;

so we went
down again, expecting to find Sam.
"He was gone—clean gone ! not a trace of him

anywhere. We shouted and fired our gims, but
could hear nothing in return.

" ' Must stay now,' said the boy ;

'
it's getting

dark, and we shan't do any good stumbling over
the hummocks to-night.'" So we stayed.

" ' Best get up on the berg again,' said Sands.
' He'll stand more chance of seeing us, and we
him.'

" We got a few sticks, and lit a fire again ; and

I said I'd watch for the first spell. Sands and

the youngster lay down, and I watched.
" I never rightly knew how it was, but I was

waked ny) by falling right on my face. I ci-awled

uj), and found that the berg was adrift from the

jiack, and had risen at least ten feet higher, and

all on one side.
' ' Sands and the boy woke up as soon as I did,

and, says Sands,
" 'She's adrift, Stevens!'
" He looked awfiil pale, he did

;
for we coidd

see it was just morning. True enough she was

adrift, and knocking about in the small ice in a

way that made us hold on fast to anything to keep
our feet.

' ' She kept slowly drifting to the east'ard along
the edge of the pack, breaking it up as she went ;

so that there was no chance of our getting off it

on to the main fast ice to reach the ship.

"About an hour or two after she started, the

youngster says to me,
" 'Mr. Stevens,'—
"
'Drop the "Mr.",' says I ;

'

it don't sound
natural.'

"
'Well, Stevens, then ;

there's Sam.'

"True enough, there he was, running along the

edge of the ^lack, like a racehorse
;
but he soon

stopped. We signalled him that it was no use,

and motioned him to go back to the shiji for help,

though there was small chance of his finding his

way there in time to do us any good.
' ' So he went back ;

and it made us feel queer,
I can tell you, to see his back get smaller and

smaller, till he was nothing but a little black mark
the size of your finger on the ice

;
and then, worst

of all, he went over a hummock that quite hid

him.
1

"All this while, till night-fall, we were drifting
j

to the east'ard ; whether it was the current or the

wind I can't tell, biit away we went, jerking and

shaking now and then fit to shake us off.

' ' ' Cheer up,
'

says I to the youngster ;

' there's

many a man been adrift before
;

it'll make some-

thing to tell the governor when you get home. '

" 'How are we to get home?' says he, quite

mournfid-like, almost crying ; that ' home '

of his

didn't soimd common-like when he said it.

" ' Oh !

'

says Sands ;

'

all right. INIake ourselves

joUy till we're taken ofi' it
;

she'll lodge down

against a bit there—look, Stevens.'
' ' He pointed out a bit of a bay, with a long

piece of floe fast to the main, right athwart our

bows as she was then going.
" ' We'd best get down there,' says I,

' so as to

be ready.'
" So we got down on the nearest point, as we

thought, ready. She squeezed up the small ice as

she neared it, so that we were obliged to get up
higher.

But we could have reached the floe, and got to

the ship, when the youngster slipped down, and
called out,

' ' '

Stevens,
'

says he,
' I'm gone !

'

"And, sure enough, he would have gone slap
down into the ojien water if his gun hadn't stuck

in a crack.
" He was so badly bruised—for he'd slipped

over a dozen blocks, that he couldn't walk.
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" ' What's to be done now ?
'

"'Done!' says Sands, quite savage. 'Why
the devil didn't yon keep your feet, yoti yonng
i'ooi"r and he picked him iip, and we might almost
have done it, when I sung out,

" ' Hold hard, Sands ! she's adrift again !

'

" She was, too
; the floe piece had jiarted from

the main, and was going on before ns
;
and it

swnng ns ronnd right into the stream again.
' ' ' There now,

'

says he,
' that's yonr damned

clumsiness has done that job ; we should have
done it if it hadn't been for you, and I could do
it now if I was by myself.

'

"And I think he coidd, for the end of the

piece was still touching the pack about a quarter
of a mile off.

"'Well,' says T, 'it's no use growling; he
didn't mean to fall, I suppose.'

"
'Cause, you see, I never could see the good

of blaming a fellow when he'd got to suff'er for

himself.
" 'AH right !' says Sands,

'
I was a little out,

but it's all over. Let's make ourselves comfort-
able for the night

—it's no use grumbling, Stevens,
as you say.'

" So we got the gmb and ate it. Of course we
had no fire, and felt precious cold as the wind fell.

We all went to sleep, and in the morning I woke
first.

" '

Sands,' says T,
' here's a go.'

' ' ' We've got in the north ciu-rent,
'

says he.
" So we had. There was not a bit of ice within

a hundred yards of lis
;
we could just see the

blink in the distance.
' ' '

JSTo getting back to the ship now, Sands.
'

' ' '

No,
'

says he ;

'

shi] ) must come to ns—we're
in for it—it's infernally cold, tho', let's get round
to the wind'ard.'

" We took the youngster's arm, for he co^dd
walk a little now, and got round to wind'ard.

Here it was better—not (piite so cold. We had
breakfast

;
no fire again tho', and sucking a bit of

ice is a poor make-up for a cup of hot coffee, let

alone the flavour, even.
" '

Now,' says I, 'look here, boj's ;
we're likely

to be here a goodish bit, we may as well see what
we've got.'

"

Here Ben took the note-book from the table,
and turned over the pages, muttering

" Lost
fore -

topsail sheet - block,
" "Monk sprained

his ankle," "spoke the Mary Anne," "ice

seen," "left ship," "adrift," "Oh! here, that's

it."
" You see," said Ben, addi'essing me,

" I always
had to keep the log, and I used to keep a log of

my own at the same time, till at last it got such a

way with me that I felt as if I hadn't done my
duty if there was no log kept

—
got to be a regular

thing with me. Lord, sir ! there's in that bottom

cupboard the logs
— ' diaries

'

is printed on the

back : I call 'em logs
—of all I've done since I left

the sea. I do it every day after tea, and can't

quite be happy without it. I heard the minister

say some poetry about that kind of thing
—

'' ' Use doth breed a habit iu a man,'
" I think it was.

"Now this here, as I said, is the log of my [

I

voyage in ' the floating island,' as I called it in
'• joke once to the missus. She sai<l it m;is bo good
a name that it's always been called so since."

"
Well," said I,

" what had you got when you
came to count up ?"

' "Three guns—one was ritled—that was the

boy's
— line handsome stock it liad, too, very

light, tho'
; but, Lord ! they let these only sons

I

have anything. Two hatchets—short handles—
j

the boy hadn't got one. Then there w:us three
blankets and our clothes we'd got on. There was
in the three bags about twelve pounds of fat pork,
cooked, and about the same of biscuit. Sands had
some tea, but Sleepy Sam had got all the coffee in

his bag, so we'd none with us. I'd got a bit of

lanyard in my jacket pocket. One large fish-

hook—that was the queerest thing. Sands says
to the boy :

" ' What's that in the corner of your Ijag ':'

" ' Oh I it's a hook to catch shark with. Aunt
Nelly gave it me.'

" Sure enough it was a big barbed hook with a
cork on the end—he was a carefid boy that—and
a bit of chain to it, about two feet.

" ' And what did you bring it here for?' says I.

'

Expect to catch sharks ?
'

' ' Lord ! how Sands laughed.

"'No,' says the boy; 'only the captain said

you'd most likely shoot some seals, so I thought
that would stick into them to drag them along
over the ice.'

"It wasn't such a bad notion, you see; so

Sands gave over laughing. I think that was
about all we'd got with us, and a poor look-

out it was, too. There was food enough, on
short allowance, to last ns about five days. By
that time, we thought, if we had got into what

they call the Arctic cold-current, we should get
down to aboiit Gl° or so, and fall in with some
whalers. So we made up our minds to it, and set

about getting a little to rights. The first point
was to get warm, because the cold is not only un-

pleasant, but makes you eat more, if you've got it,

and want more if you haven't.
" The wind still kept south, and soon we could

see nothing but our own bit of ice all ronnd.

When we got to wind'ard it felt warm, so we
took all the things round to wind'ard, and cut

a hole in the ice to put them iu, with a small

gutter leading from it so as to keep 'em from the

wet. Then we cut a sort of platform level to

stand on, but it was dreadfully sloppy ; the ice

was melting as fast as it could—running down in

streams from the top, as the sun shone on it, and

making the air quite damp.
" Next morning, we resolved on a search of

" the island," as we called it. Sands and I, with

the two guns, Avcnt ;
the boy stayed ou the plat-

form to look out."
" How large was it, Stevens, altogether ?"
" I should say about three times as big as a

thousand-ton vessel—of coui-se, of a different shape.

Here's the sketch I made of it ;* its as near as I

could remember. You see there were two peaks

and a bit of floe at the bottom. It wasn't so

big, by a long chalk, as some I've seen, yon know.
" Let's see—where was I ? O, I know. S.-inds

• Seo cut, page 412.
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and T -\yent doM-u to tlie floc-piccc, and says I to

Sands,
' That'll break oil' soon ;

it can't stand the

wash
;

'

for it was only about six feet through,

r -N

quite new ice. So we went round the base of the

pyramid, keeping as close in as possible, and

holding on every step, for it was sloppy and slippy

as possible.
" ' Hist !

'

says Sands ;

'
listen.'

" I listened, and heard .-iomething dificreut to

the plash of the v,-aves—more splash and splut-

ter-like.
" '

Seals,' says Sands.
" And it was, too—three line ones ; they'd been

regularly trapped like us. Their holes were up
six or eight feet above them

; they'd come through
the holes and lay on the edges before. the bit

broke off the main pack and canted ;
so they slid

down till they stopped where the berg began, in a

jtlace like the angle of the letter V. They stared

at us, and we stared at them
;
but we soon gave

over that
;
for we knocked 'em on the head.

" But the job was, what to do with them ;
so

Sands and I went back, and got the boy's hook ;

and with the Int of cord I'd got, we got 'em all

three on the platform where the Ijoy was.
"

It got dark by this time, and we put off

skinning them and ciitting them up till next day.
" Next day we cut 'em up and skinned 'em.

"'I say, Stevens,' says the youngster, 'can't

you make some shoes out of the skin v/ith the

hair downwards on the soles ; thej^'d
have a better hold on the ice—and
you can cut them into strips cross-

ways, like this—see ?
' And he scratched on the

ice -nath his knife like this.
" We made them to go over the boot, and soon

found we could walk about as easily again, The
flesh we put in our '

ice-chest,' as Sands caUed it,

for he laughed at everything now the boy was
well.

" We made some oil, too, tho' it was a tedious

job, for we'd only got three jvannikins ; hoAvever,
we turned one into a lamp with some shreds of the
cotton shirt Sands had. Of course we coidd get a

light with our gun-fiints and damp powder ;
and

then boiled it down half a pint at a time, and
made a hole in the ice to keej) it in

; for if the
water melted, it only went to the l)ottom of the
hole and settled, while the oil lloated.

"Five days went on, and the biscuit was all

gone ;
so was the pork. We had nothing but the

seal beef, but there was enough of that to last a

month.
" That same evening, I says to Sands and the

boy,
' Look here, now

; suppose aujiihing passes at

night, we can't see it, and they can't see us.

Suppose we take watch and watch to look out
;

for there's no knowing how long this game's to

last.'
" ' Won't last long,' says Sands, 'if it keeps this

breeze from the south'ard
;

it's melting fast day
and night, and there'll be nothing left in a week
or two, when we get down into the sun

;
not

much fear of crossing the line in this ship. I've

left many a ship,
'

says he,
' but I never had a

ship leave me like this seems to be going to.'
" He was right enough ; the whole thing woidd

melt before we could get off it. It kept rising out

of the water more and more
;

for the air was
warmer than the water a good deal, and it melted
it fast.

" 'Look here, Stevens
; suppose anything does

see us, they'll give us as v/ide a berth as pos-
sible ; j^ou can't make 'em hear a mile off, you
know. '

' ' '

No,
'

said I,
' but we can make 'em see three

miles off.'

' ' So we set to work, and made three lamps out

of the skulls of the seals, and very good lamps
they made too

;
a bit of old shirt made the wick,

and then we had to cut a track to each lamp.
We put them as near as we could guess to the

foitr points of the compass, and lighted them next

night ;
it was a pretty sight to see the reflection

in the vv^ater
;
the ice being white showed the light

beautifully. The oil lasted about six hours in

each, for we didn't have a big wick. The pannikin
lamp we kept where we slept, and then had to go
round to tho others to see them all safe. We
kcjit the wind off with liilocks of ice.

" One night, it must have been on the 12th

out, the boy was on the look-out, and came to me
;

'

Stevens,' says he,
' I see a sail I think.' I didn't

call out, 'cause of waking Sands, he seemed get-

ting dull-like. I started up, and looked where he

pointed, and, sure enough, there she was, about
half a mile to vrind'ard

;
the wind had shifted a

little to the east. I shouted and waked Sands.

Poor fellow! he was nearly mad, screaming and

shouting frightfully.
" 'I tell you what it is, Sands,' says I.

' You're

doing yourself no good by this—we miist make
'em see us if we're to do any good. Get some
more of that shirt of yours for a bigger wick to

this, and then go round to fetch the other lamps.'
" He got a bit of the shirt and we got the lamps

together; it must have made 'em see 1 shoiild have

thought, but they didn't seem to
;
and after about

half an hoiir they steered away from us.

"You see it was aboiit the last thing to think
of that any one should be on an iceberg so far

south as Ave were, and a berg's a thing to steer

clear of if yoii can.
"
It gave us all a queer feeling when we lost

sight of hei-. The boy and Sands cried. I saw
it was no use being down-hearted about it, though
I'm afraid I cursed the skipper of that vessel

X^retty much; so I made 'em take the lamps
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back to tlieir places, and. took the rest of the boy's
watcli myself. \

' ' Poor youngster
—he cried himself to sleep.

Yoix see we'd had twelve days of it, and not a

dry rag on ns since the first day. Our skms
were quite sore and covered all over with little

pimples ; and round the waist and neck, where
the clothes rubbed, there were qiute sores. You

try a poidtice anywhere for twelve daj-s, and

see what it'll do for you. Poor Sands—he was
worse than either of us.

"So we went on, day after day—plenty of

food—seal beef.
" Some days we saw ships, sonic days none. It

was weary work, but T kejjt 'em up to it : there's

nothing like regular work to kee^i you from brood-

ing over unpleasantness
—

nothing. Sometimes v.e

got a shot at some birds, but more than half fell in

the water.
' ' On the eighteenth day we vrere nearly thrown

down by the breaking off of the small pointed

piece you see iii the sketch.

"It broke off and splashed into the water

with an awful noise, and almost simk, and then

came up again, and shook us to pieces as it

rubbed against our piece. Next day it separated
and got farther off, and on the second day it

was hull down, and v.'e lost it at night.
" That was the twenty-first day, and the sun

was hot—not warm, biit hot. AVe got a few dry
clothes by stretching them out to wind'ard on

the ramrods, but they got sopped again at night.
" Sands gave up on this night

—he covddn't

take his watch, he was so bad. We must have

got into warmer water, too, for instead of rising

out of the water it began to sink—more one side

than the other, too, so that the tracks were

getting too slippy to be safe. Another thing I

noticed was, that the Avhole affair turned round

sometimes -nith the sun, sometimes the other way,
and then again was qiiite still for a day at a

time.
" On the twenty-fourth day—the boy was gone

to light the lamps. Sands says to me,
' How long

will he be gone ?
'

" ' A half an hour,
'

says I.

" '

Stevens,' says he.
" I told him to say Ben.
"
'Ben, then,' says he,

' I"m not going to last

much longer. I feel it here, somehow—sort of

warning.
'

"He did look awful bad, but I told him to

cheer up ;
we might get taken oft' anj^ time for

we were just in the track now.

"'No, no,' says he, 'it's all over with me, I

feel it here,' and he put his hand on his Ijreast.

Lord, what a hand it was to what I lirst knew it !

Thin and lean, and the bones making the skin

look shiny over them. Soft, too, as a woman's !

" ' There's a thing I want you to do, Ben, if you

get off this at all.'

" I told him I'd do anything for him I could.

"'Now listen, Ben,' says he, 'fori ain't got

mi;ch wind left.'

" 'The voyage before last I came home with a

lot of money, and made up my mind for a spree ;

so T went ashore, and got a flashy suit of clothes.

Well, I didn't like the name of Sands, so I took

another, and had a regxdar game. I'm very sorry
now

; but you sec, \\hen a fellow's been three

years amongst the coolies it seems as though bo

ought to have a little freedom when he gets
amongst white people again. Well, I went <li>\vu

to the sea side to a village I knew, and there
I saw a girl at church. She seemed tuok with

me, so I struck up an actiuaintance -with her
for a lark. She took it quite serious, and was

regidarly in love -with me, and I got at la.st to

bo in love v.-itli her. Well, I didn't mean no
harm to the girl, I meant to marry her. 1 did,
as true as God,

'

says he. '

Well, we went wrong,
and one night slie said I had been cruel to her—and got cross—and then told me we must be
found out soon. I was savage at that and at

her being cross—poor girl, she'd cause to be.

So I said I'd never see her again, and went off iu

a huff.
" '

I meant to come back, I did, Ben. I swear

it. Instead of that, I met a messmate of mine,
and he got me drunk, and shipped me on a West
India trader, and when I came to myself I was
too far from shore to get back, so I sulked, and
shirked duty. The Captain says to me :

" ' My man, it's no use—you're here, and you'll

be paid. You can't get back any cpiicker than
j,

with me
; so do your work lilce a man, and we \\

shall be back in a couple of months or so, at least.'

" ' So I did my work. AVhen we got to Kingston
T took the fever, and was in the hospital near

two months, and he left me there, paying mc for 1 1

the voyage out ; and then I came home and heard
|

that she'd gone away, nobody knew where.
" '

Weh, I set to work to find her, and tried all
'

waj's till the money was gone, and then had to

ship in the Belle of Aberdeen, for I'm pretty good
at whaling, and knew I could get money ;

and I

wished to go back and find her, and get manied
j j

to her.'

"Here he was took with spasms, so bad that!

brought out my case-bottle of brandy and gave
him a little. I'd just put in the cork, when the

boy came rimning to me and fell down all of a

heap close by me. I

" ' What's the matter ?
'

says I.
'

'

" He opened his mouth once or twice, and at last

got out :

1

1

" 'A sail ! It's close by—I can see 'em on the L

deck,' and he fainted right dead off.
||

"I told Sands.
" 'A sail !

'

says he, and tried to get up. Lord '.

he'd no more strength than a baby, and fell Aovnx

directly, looking as dead as could be. 1 wanted
,

to know more about him, so I gave him some

more brand}', and asked him the girl's name.
,

;

"'The sail,' says the boy, for he'd come to, |!

and woukl say nothing else.
'

Oh, the sail !

'

"'What's her name?' says I to Sands. He

stared at me as if lie didn't hear.

" ' The sail !

' screamed the boy ;

'

you'll miss

it, and we shall die.'

" I gave him some more brandy, and asked him

again as loud as I coidd :

" ' What's lier name ? AVhat's the girl's name ?
'

" 'Esther Th ,' and he couldn't finish.

" I gave him all that w;is left now, and asked

him again. |,



" 'Esther Thompson,' says he.
" Esther Thompson ! Then this was Fitz-

jamcs. This chap, sir, that IM loved as if he'd

been my brother, and loved him still—by G—-d,

sir !

"
said Ben, striking the table with his fist,

"tliis chap was my greatest enemy—had been

the seducer of Esther—and yet I couldn't hate

him.

"The boy kept screaming, 'Sail! Sail!' and

I was half mad.
" '

Ben,' says he,
' do you know her ?

'

" ' Know her ! She's all that's dear to me, you
d—d villain.'

" '

No, no,' says he, quite strong again,
" not

villain. 1 meant no harm to the girl.
I meant—

I swear T did—to marry her, and nobody would

have known anything about it, if it hadn't been

for that drink, Ben ;' and all the while the boy

kept crying,
' Sail ! Sail !

'

" ' If you ever see her again, tell her that I

didn't mean to be a villain. I didn't mean to

wrong her. Promise me that.'
" I saw he was going fast, and I promised him

I'd tell her.

"'One more thing,' saj'S he. 'Ben, here's

something sown in my flannel—cut it out.'

"I cut it out—it was half a sixpence, all

crooked and bent.
" 'She gave me that,' says he, looking at it as

fond as if it was her, and kissing it.
' Give it her

back, and tell her I meant to marry her.'
" 'I will,' says I, 'Sands, I will; and may God

forgive you, as I do.'
" The boy kept on screaming ; so, seeing Sands

quiet, I went round to the other side to look at

the sail. I was too late
;
she was out of all chance

of making her hear or see.
" When I came back Sands was gone : the bit

of the si.xpence was in his hand ;
I took it out,

and took eare of it, and then went to the boy.
He was almost as dead as Sands. It was an awful

sight to see them both lying so still—Sands quite

dead, and the boy so near it that you could hardly
bel'eve be wasn't. Not a drop of b)-andy either—
Sands had it all.

{To he ecntinved.)

MANNERS.

Some French philosopher, in his work called—
but I have no library, and never had a memory to

which I can refer
;
—however, somebody says

somewhere, that to enable an observing traveller

to discover the dominant power in a state, he has

only to look from his window and to notice who
or what occupies le haul du imve.

In a despotic government, although the traveller
cannot always have the pleasure of seeing the

Emperor in the middle of the street, for there are

many streets and only one Emperor, or the Pope,
or the President of the Bepublic (and there are
such things as despotic Republics), yet he can
detect the implements of a despotism exhibited in
a regiment marching in the very middle of the
street, with as broad a front as the street will
allow

;
or in a procession of priests putting an end

to the traffic, proljably not much, but whatever
there is. In England we see trade dominant.

exemplified in a string of drays laden with cotton,

stopping the carriage of her Majesty's minister on

his road to dine with the Lord Mayor, or cutting
in two a funeral procession, or dri\^ng the Queen's
Guards into single file on the edge of the pave-
ment.

Now, I have another method by which the

traveller may, without asking a question, learn

who or what rules in a state ;
and that is, by

placing himself at a window overlooking the

grande place, or the market-place, or other great

thoroughfare, and by obser^•ing the courtesies, or

want of them, between man and man. The more
courteous men are to each other, the more despotic
is the government ;

and vice versa. Thus, to take

two extremes, when the traveller from his window
observes the natives pushing and jostling, and

grunting salutes with their hands in their pockets,
as they do in England and the United States, he

may be sure that the institutions of the country
are free and enlightened ; and he may be sure of

the contrary when he sees men wearing out the

rims of their hats in courteous salutations.

There is, in fact, a sort of sliding scale between

good manners and free institutions, in which scale

an enlightened citizen of England or of the United

States must accept a rather humiliating alterna-

tive, when he trots out his own glorious constitu-

tion in the eyes of a people who are trodden

under foot, but whose manners are perfectly

charming. Do what he wiH, he cannot escape
the alternative, for the causes which teach men
manners are beyond his control, and he can no

more refine the manners of his own countiymen
than he can make a courtier of one that wants no

favours. A man is naturally afraid of those who
have authority over his life and property

—a feel-

ing that engenders a courteous, conciliating tone,

which is not a little apt to dwindle into a fawning,
double-faced manner. Now the best of good
manners being to appear impressed with the

sujieriority of any one, either in rank, appearance,
or intellect, the transition is easy from courtier to

refined gentleman ;
indeed the two professions are

identical in manners.
When spies are abroad, and a man lives in daily

peril on account of what he says, or may be said

for him, he becomes reserved and prudent. When
he does talk, it is in language which may mean

anything, except disrespect for those in authority.
The first remark which a Eussian or a Neapolitan
makes, when speaking of the English, is the im-

prudence of our conversation. The truth is, they
must be prudent in their conversation ;

I need
not. They must be courtiers to every one of their

thousand superiors ;
I need only be conciliating to

mine when 1 want anything. If they were to say
at their own fire-sides what I can say with im-

punity at a public meeting, one of them would be
sent to Siberia, and the other to the dungeons of

the Procida for the rest of their lives.

A courteous, deferential manner once assumed
for so good a reason as necessity, and heightened
by the knowledge that more flies are caught with
treacle than with vinegar, soon becomes a habit,
and is used to every one above and below us. And
this is the good manner which is found to perfec-
tion in the French and the ItaUans, and many of the
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Asiatic nations. Thoiigh the habits and customs
f)f Eastern nations maj' not be according to oiir

standard of propriety and decorum, yet no one
vvho has been in the East—in India, for instance—
can have done otherwise tlian remark the com-

posed and dignified manners of all classes of

Hindoos and Mahomedans ; so respectfid is their

address, so easy, and yet so deferential, is their

pose. A servant of the lowest caste api)roaches and

speaks to his superior in a way which in England
would be called the height of good address.

There is nothing that strikes a travelled English-
man on his return home, after even a few mouths
on the Continent, so m\ich as the manners, or

rather the want of them, in his fellow-countrymen.
He is fresh from Italy, or France, or Spain, where
the natives have easy and graceful manners ; each

country in its own pecidiar way. They study
forms of politeness, and practise them even in the

common intercourse of life, without any regard to

difference in rank or station.

The heart of a Frenchman is the size of a rabbit's,

but it beats in the palm of his hand, as we see it

depicted in the badge of a frientlly society, and
there it makes a great show". You might almost

think he would take off his coat for j^ou on a

cold day, which is a mistake ; but it is pleasant
to live in such a delusion. He lives on gi-eetings
which mean nothing ;

he grows fat on civilities

which cost nothing. Thus a Frenchman, of what-

ever rank, on entering a shop of whatever de-

scription, raises his hat one inch to the man
behind the counter, or to the female at the bureau,
who returns the compliment hy a slight bow ;

and
after buying a cigar

—perhaps at three sous—the

same forms are gone through on his leaving.
And thus when T am promenading, en voiture,

with my friend. Count Isidore de B
,
and we

meet the Alarcpiise de C ,
a friend of his, but

unbeknown to me, not only does he raise liis hat

in a style adopted in England only by royal dukes,
but without looking at her, and "without preju-

dice," as the lawyers say, I raise my hat several

inches, the signal to me being Isidore raising his,

and no regard being had to the fact of my look-

ing out of one -window of the carriage and the

Count looking at the Marcpiise from the other.

And when the heat of summer has driven the

Marquise and her husband, and me, from Paris to

the sea-side, and still unbeknown, after sitting

opposite to them at the table-d'hote, where we
discuss all sorts of subjects from our comjilaints
downwards (and upwards and in all directions),

we meet next day on the sands, where Monsieur and
Madame make me a gracious bow and are most

affable, from which T might be led to suppose
that they were impressed with not a little regard
for me

; whei-eas, my knowledge of foreign ways
tells nao that thcj^ do not know my name, and
would be very much astonished if, on meeting
them in Paris, I were to stop them with tender

inquiries about their health and the health of all

the little C.'s.

Foreigners in general are also well-behaved and
courteous to each other in the streets. In Lon-

don, the person with his right-hand to the wall is

entitled to keep it, and even then he will get
knocked about a good deal towards the City. In

Paris the promenaders take the wall, or not, as it

suits them
;

and yet, in the business parts of

Paris, men seldom jostle each other, and when they
do, both parties may be seen hurrying on, but

bowing with hats off and muttering apologies lung
after they have i)assed each other. And in a

theatre, or other public place, men not only are

as courteous to females as in a drawing-room, but
extend the same urbanity to eacli other.

However much we may surpass our neighbours
in our respect for political order, they show
as much, if not more, respect for social order.

Though their blood may be boiling at the acts of

the police, in its political capacity, their sub-

mission is seldom asked twice when the police is

employed for the piirposes of social order in the

streets, at a race-course, or in a theatre. In this

cause the interference of the French police is tole-

rated to an extent which would not be borne for

a moment in England.
The effect of the degree of liberty enjoyed l)y

nations on their manners is strongly marked in

travelling through the different states of Europe.
Let us travel from the south of Italy, M'here men
do not know their lives are their own, and where
manners are so soft and jileasing, through Switzer-

land, where men are free and their mamiers

brusque and startling. Then to descend the

Rhine, through some of the German states,

where manners improve a little— but only
a little—into Belgium, where the natives have

not had a liberal constitution long enough
to shake off their imitation French politeness.
But already the Belgians ai-e beginning to prove
how a little liberty spoils good manners ; for a

man of the middle-class may now be seen wishing
his friend good morning with both hands xmder

his blouse and in his trowsers-i)ockets, a thing
no Frenchman of any class woidd ever think of

doing.
Then to enter France, where the whole people

are more courteous and more expressively man-

nered than in any other country in the world ;

and to cross a narrow channel into England,
where men are so free, and their manners so

alarming ; and, last of all, to cross the Atlantic to

the United States, where there is both liberty and

licence, and no manners at all.

"We must not be surprised at men of refined

or literary or social tastes preferring to live iu

countries where men are more obedient to social

order—where society is easier and less formal, and

where the amenities of life are more practised than

in England.
How often do we hear a thorough English-

man express his dislike to foreign ways on his

first visit to the Continent ;
his state of fret and

irritability at the constant demand for his pass-

port by a gendarme who will not be put out of

temper ;
his contempt for the light dinnei-s and

acid wines, and his disgust at a want of clean-

liness in things about which his countrjnncn are

so particular ; and then to watch him giowing

first, not to dislike the ways as much as he did,

then to be reconciled to them, till at last he

settles among his new friends—for good, perhaiis—

and nothing English remains of him but his

name.
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A SCORE OF YEAES A(^0.

Down by the breaking waves we stood,

Upon the rocky shore
;

The brave waves whisper d courage,
And hid with friendly roar

The folt'ring woixls that told the tale

I dared not tell before.

I ask'd, if with the priceless gift,

Her love, my life she'd bless ?

Was it her voice, or some fair wave,—

For, sooth, I scarce may guess,
—

Some murmuring -wave, or her sweet voice,
That lisp'd so sweetly "Yes."

And then, in happy silence, too,

I clasp'd her fair wee hand ;

And long we stood there, carelessly,
While o'er the darkening land

The sun set, and the fishing-boats
Were sailing from the strand.

It seems not many days ago
—

_

Like yesterday,
—no more.

Since thus we stood, my love and I,

Upon the rocky shore
;

But I was four-and-twenty tltcn,
And now I'm forty-four.

The lily hand is thinner now.
And in her sunny hair

I see some silvery lines, and on
Her brow some lines of care

;

But, wrinkled brow, or silver locks.
She's not one whit less fair.

The fishing-boats a score of years
Go sailing from the strand

;

The crimson sun a score of years
Sets o'er the darkening land

;

And here to-night upon the cliff

We're standing hand-in-hand.

"My darling, there's om- eldest girl,
Down on the rocks below

;

What's Stanley doing by her side ?"

^ My wife says,
" You should know :

He's telling her what you told me
A score of years ago." W. L. W.
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LAST WEEK.

Cavoiir and
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watcliing the

result ; Italy,

THE ITALIAN SITUATION.

SUCCESS at Ancona, a check hefore Capua;
popular enthusiasm in the south of Italy, a more
disciplined and orderly preparation for coming
events in the north ; the Austrians still in the

Quadrilateral, and the French at Eome ; Count

Joseph Garibaldi the rival chess-

Emperors of France and Austria
ne with heavy stakes on the

save the patrimony of Saint Peter,
from the Savoj-ard frontier and the Mincio down
toEeggio, clear of foreign soldiers ; the King Lack-

land, late of the Two Sicilies, making a last stand,
and the garrisons of JNIessina and Ancona still

holding out
; tlie continent of Europe wholly alive,

and England only half-alive to the true meaning
of passing events—such are a few of our Italian

jottings for the Last Week.
A\Tiat is to be the end of all this ? Two prin-

ciples are at work in the Italian Peninsula—which
AviU triumph in the end ?

On the one side is Garibaldi with his gi'eat heai-t—sick to death of diplomacy and priestcraft—
indignant at the juggling partition of Italy com-

pleted under the auspices of Cavour
; mindful of

the past history of his country, and resolved to
hazard everything upon his present throw ; pro-

foundly convinced that the policy now in favour
at Turin means little more than the substitution
of France for Austria as the dominant power in

Italy ; determined to try conclusions with the
French at Eome, and with the Austrians in

Venetia, as soon as he has given good account of

the dchris of the Neapolitan army ; but hampered
with difficulties which close round him the moment
he pauses in his triumphal progress ; an object
of suspicion and distrust to all Continental States-

men
; pre-eminently a Eevolutionary Chief, and

the needfid man if Italy is to be saA^ed by revolu-
tion

;
the popidar idol of his own coiintry, and

beloved and respected by the Liberal party not

only in his own country, but 'throughout the
civilised world.

On the other hand we have Count Cavour who,
no doubt, on his side also very honestly means the
liberation of Italy from the grasp of the foreigner,
but who pursues the object he has in view by
very different paths from those in which Garibaldi

is to be found. Cavour thought that the assistance

of France to clear Lombardy from the Austrians
was well purchased by the sacrifice of an Italian

province. He bargained and sold away Savoy to

France in return for Lombardy. He woidd not

only not venture to attack the French troops in

Eome, but he woidd put forth the armed iiowcr at

his disposal to interpose between them and attack
from the Italian side. He has actually taken the

step of causing Umbria and the Marches to be

occupied by Sardinian troops, and has dissipated
Lamoricitre's mercenaries more with the view of

warding off a collision between the French and
the Garibaldians than v/ith the idea of annexing
the provinces named to his Sovereign's dominions.
As matters now stand, and unless the Pope

departs (piietly from Eome, Garibaldi must break

through a Sardinian military cordon l^fore he is
admitted to the privilege of a stni;,'<'le with
France. In tlie journals ])ublishcd at Turin and
Milan, and which are written more or less under
the auspices of Cavour, it is emphatically denied
that any intention of attacking Austria either in

Venetia, or in any of her Adriatic provinces,
exists at all in the minds of the advisers of the
Sardinian King. At the same time, military pre-
parations are pushed forward with extreme vigour,
and, as far as Upper Italy is concerned. Count
Cavour would seem to be putting himself in rea<Ii.

ness for any eventuality. There cannot now exist

any doubt that Garibaldi's expedition to Sicily was
carried out under the sanction, and with the iictive

assistance, of the Sardinian Government. Cavour,
therefore, is willing to take advantage of the

revolutionary feeling to a certain extent—but it

must not develoj) itself beyond measure. He
woidd keep the whirlwind within control, and
discount earth(piakes if he might. If the libera-

tion of Itiily, as Cavour understands the question,
is to be carried out, the result will be brought
about by sacrifices and compromises. At the end
of the year 18GI we should, in all probability,
still see the French at Eome, and the Austrians in

Venetia, and the Italian Peninsula itself more or
less a satellite of France.

Meanwhile forces are at work which wouM
seem rather to be on the side of the great revolu-

tionary chief than of the shrewd dii)lomatist at

Turin.

Austria is hopelessly bankrupt, and must fall

from bad to worse, unless the young Emperor and
his advisers make ux> their minds to handle the
various provinces of the empire in a spirit very
different from that which has inspired the counsels

of Austria for the last forty-five years. Francis

Joseph is in the position of an Irish landlord with
a very fine, but a very heavily mortgaged estate.

If he adheres to the old traditions of Castle Eack-
rent he must soon come to the Encumbered
Estates' Court ;

—if he have energy enough to turn

his back resolutely on the jiast, there is yet for

him a trmpus po'iiitentiic. On the 21st of last

month Count Clam presented to the .Vustrian

Eeichsrath a rejiort on the financial condition of

the empire. Here are a few of his figures. During
the last ten years Austria has paid away in the

shape of taxation 800,000,000 llorins more than it

paid in the iireceding ten years. But despite of

this severe addition to the national burdens, the

national debt is 1,300,000,000 ilorins larger th.an

it was ten years ago. More than this. State

domains have been sold to the extent of 100,000,000
florins. Even if peace is maintained, the estimated

deficit for ISGl will be 39,000,000 Horins, and

2.5,000,000 in the following year. More than

this again, what is called the "
extraordinar}' war

contribution" of 32,000,000 llorins has broken

down ;
and at the conclusion of the year 1S61,

according to all proliability, the bulk of this sum
will have to be carried to the wrong side of the

deficit account. The home creditor has already

received such scurvy usage at the hands of suc-

cessive Austrian Chancellors of the Exehc<iuor.

that unless the most violent jircssure be employed
there is an end of voluntary loans. An Austrian
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sultjec't is about the last man who will look at

Austrian securities.

The most extreme discontent prevails through-
out the varioiis provinces of the Austrian Empire,
and Hungary, according to report, is stated to be

on the eve of insurrection. The leading Hun-

garian patriots of 1848-49 are in Italy, and in

direct communication with Garibaldi.

On the other hand, the relations between the

cabinets of Vienna and St. Petersburgh are be-

coming every day more friendly. A meeting is

to take place at Warsaw between the Russian and

Austrian Emjierors and
'

the Prince Regent of

Prussia, with the object of organising the defence

"of social order, and monarchical interests.'

Prince Gortschakoff has informed the Due de Mon-

tebello, that the Emperor Alexander considers
" that the alliance between France and Sardinia

encourages the propagation of doctrines contri-

biiting a permanent danger to the political equili-

brixun, and the stability of thrones." The sentence

is not a lively one ; but his meaning is plain

enough. The rulers of Russia and of Northern Ger-

many see, or think they see, danger to themselves

from this Italian movement
; and as far as they

dare will assist in putting it down. A generation,

however, must pass by before Russia will have

repaired the damages she endured in the Crimean
War. A desire, moreover, to renew friendly rela-

tions with Austria may exist amongst Russian
statesmen : it certainly does not exist amongst the

Russian people. According to the most trust-

worthy accounts, the exasperation in Russia

against Austria is still as rife as it was at the
conclusion of the Crimean war. In Northern

Germany, the Prince Regent of Prussia will find

himself compelled by the obvious necessities of his

political position to pay a certain amount of

deference to the sympathies and opinions of this

country, and these are all on the side of Italian

Independence.
Here, then, is a list of perplexities for the year

1861
;
the solution of them all depending upon the

turn affairs may take in Italy. It was stated in

London, last week, and upon authority of a trust-

worthy character, that the Austrian Government
was prepared to take the step of selling Venetia
for a sum which would liberate the Empire from
its pecuniary embarrassment. Francis Joseph
would then be in a position to deal with his dis •

contented Hungarian subjects in a manner more

satisfactory to his imperial spirit. This intelli-

gence, however, is too good. The spontaneous
flight of the Pope from Rome, and the sale of Ve-
netia to the Italians, would constitute such a
solution of the Italian question as one rather
desires than expects to see.

Justice, however, is not done to Garibaldi. As
long as his every step is successful, his "admii-ers "

—as they call themselves—are ready enough to

swing incense-pots before him, and to scatter
flowers in his path. Would they be still true to
him if a period of adversity should arrive ? It was
but a short while back that, in the journals even
of our own country, this great patriot was spoken
of as a mere "

Filibuster "—a leader of the same
stamp as Nicaraguan Walker. He was sneered at
when he was fighting his way from post to post on

the spurs of the Alps, and yet, with inferior and

imdisciplined forces, he contrived to keep a divi-

sion of the Austrian army in check, and menace
the right flank of the whole force. After the

peace of Villafranca, and when it came to light
that Cavour had really bargained away a part of

Italy to the French Emperor, Garibaldi's indigna-
tion was not to be repressed. Again he was
blamed, but just as the guerilla warfare, which
he had so ably conducted, was an expression of what
the Italian people coidd do in war against their

oppressors, so was this uncontrolled and un-

measured protest of the great Italian i>atriot

against the partition of the country a true expres-
sion of Italian feeling. There was a thrill of in-

dignation throughout tlie Peninsula, because it was
felt that the province paid away over the counter

to France was gone for ever. Revolutions cannot
exercise any more influence over the destinies of

the Savoyards. They are now Frenchmen for an
historic period. Gariljaldi again acts under the

influence of what prudent people call a perfect
"craze "

against the Pope. Again, on this point,
he exactly represents the opinions and feelings of

every educated Italian from JSIachiavelli down to

our own time. When the Roman Empire was
broken iip, a something still more glorious would

havegro-mi up on its ruins from the imion of barbaric

strength and Roman civilisation, but for that un-

fortunate bequest of the Countess Matilda's. The
fact that the same person should be the vice-

gerent of the Almighty upon earth, and at the

same time a petty Italian prince, is the true

explanation of the miseries of Italy for many a

century. It is on account of the intestine divi-

sions caused by the presence of that great
theocratic functionary, that Italy has been, in

turn, the spoil of the Frenchman, the Spaniard,
the German. Even Lord Derby could see that.

"There," said he, pointing to the Vatican, "there
is the plague-spot." Of course the names of a few

patriotic Popes are to be found upon the list, but
the system has ever been stronger than the indi-

vidual.

For many a century Italy has expiated in

sackcloth and ashes the dominion of the priests in

her provinces and cities. If the heart of the old

canker be left, it will be sure to spread again.
Garibaldi feels and knows this in common with

every considerable thinker amongst his country-
men. Under ordinary circumstances, any half-

ruined old city, with a desert round it, would
combine all the qualifications contemplated by
Louis Napoleon as necessaiy for a Papal residence.

But if the Pope is to remain at Rome, or in

Italy at all, the Italians say that he must entirely
divest himself of the character of a temporal
Prince, and give himself up, as his followers and
ministers miist give themselves up, to prayer and
devout meditation. Even so, the presence of a

Pope in Italy for years to come would be a danger
of the most formidable kind. Why should France
interfere to force a form of government upon the
Romans against their will ? Even granting that

Antonelli's rule had been as good as it has in

reality been foul and tyrannical, why should this

be ? Louis Napoleon rests his own claim to sove-

reignty upon the suffrages of the people. Why
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force a Prince upon tlie Romans at the bayonet's

point? No one who has lived long enough amongst
the Romans to know the real mcaninff of theiro

sufferings
—the intolerable shame and disgrace

which they have been obliged to endure in silence—would dare to look his fellow-creatures in the
face and speak a word in defence of such a system.
Garibaldi, in his desire to jjurge Rome of priestly

government, it cannot be too often said, represents
the feelings of his coimtrjnnen in the highest de-

gree.
The wise people of the earth arc blaming him

now, just as they blamed him when he defended
Rome against the French, and kept them for so

long a time at bay—just as they blamed him when,
with a few score men at his back, he threw him-
self in the way of that huge military machine,
the Austrian army—just as they Ijlamed him
when, with only so many men to back him as

could be contained in a small steamer, he landed
on the Sicilian coast, and conquered a kingdom.
The history of this man's life is a history of

miracles. If he should succeed in turning the

Pope out of Rome, by hook or by crook, it would
not be at all more surprising than half-a-dozen

other things which he has accomplished in the

course of his career. Even with regard to the

attack upon Venetia, which may or maj^ not take

place, but concerning which such dismal prognos-
tications have been uttered, is it so very clear that

Austria, with a bankrupt exchequer—with her
discontented provinces—with Hungary once more

upon the eve of insiuTcction—with the dubious
alliance of exhausted and exasperated Russia to

back her in her need—would l^e able to carry on
a successful war against 26,000, 000 or •28,000,000of

people fighting for the independence of their coun-

try, and for all that makes life worth having,
and supported by the sympathies of Europe ?

The Sardinian army seems to have acted in a

very efficient manner wherever it has been called

upon to serve. During the campaigns of the

First Empire, Napoleon Bonaparte alwaj's reckoned
his Italian regiments as amongst his best. Is it

then so very obvious that Garilialdi is in the

wrong this time when he is resolved to take Time

by the forelock, and strive for the ]>erfect Hbera-

tion of Italy while the enthusiasm of the jieople is

at its height ? It may be so ; but Joseph Garibaldi

has come out the victor from many a hojieless

contest, and has often proved himself to have
been in the right when many very wise peo^^le
said he was very much in the wrong.

THE SCITOOLMAPTER ABROAD.
Ix the last generation, that history was reckoned

a satisfactory one which contained a notice of the

chief iiolitical events in which a nation had been

engaged—of its triumphs by flood and field—of

its alliances, of the eloquence of its statesmen, of

the skill of its diplomatic agents. History dis-

dained to look lower than to the doings of Kings,
Generals, and Ambassadors. How the millions of

whom a nation is really composed lived, and how
they earned the means of living

—what kind of

houses they inhabited—what were their forms of

recreation and amusement—were matters of too

slight importance to occupy the serious attention

of any gentleman who addressed himself delibe

rately to that most important task of writing the
history of his country. Then we had a race of

Economists, who considered human affairs from a
scientific point of view. The laws, for example,
which regulated the relations between capital ami
labour—the laws which presided over tlie increase
and decrease of the population of a countrj'

—were
all rigidly investigated, and enunciated in due
logical form. Such learning is of great value.
Let us not bo ungrateful to the memory of sncii

men as Adam Smith and Ricardcj—or to the

present fame of John Stuart Mill. All attemjits
at social improvement which do not rest upon the
basis of absolute truth must, ]>ro taiilo, result in

failure in so far as they depart from the laws in

which it is expressed. Men in our day—and
especially in our country—are endeavouring to
throw the quoit a few paces further. Given the
laws of political economy as a rational point of

de2>arture, is it not possible to })ush what is called

Social Science to a stiU higher point, and by asso-

ciation, by influence, by example, to develop the

good and to rejiress the bad tendencies of luunan

society ? The laws of political economy must still

prevail, but they would then operate upon a
different state of facts. These laws have been as

potential in the Spanish Peninsula, or in the Pon-
tifical States, as in our own manufacturingdistricts,
or in the Scottish Lowlands. The two societies

first named have received their punishment for

setting these immutable canons at defiance—the

two last have thriven, because they have acted in

obedience to the laws which regulate the produc-
tion, the accumulation, and the distribution of

wealth. A regard to these will prejiare the way
for a higher development, because in proportion
as a society becomes more wealthy, it will become
more intelligent and self-conscious —more quick
to discern and feel the presence of evil, and to

provide apt remedies for its removal. The Econo-

mist would overstep his legitimate functions—it

would perhaps be more decorous to say, would

engage in other pursuits
—if he attempted to deal

with drunkenness, with crime, with ed'ucation.

There comes, however, a period in the history of

a nation in which it is imperatively called upon to

consider such questions, if it would not go back,

or at least remain stationary in the path of

progi-ess. In all such matters the first jioint is to

secure what medical men would call a correct

diagnosis ; or, in other words, an accurate notion

of the social evils which exist in any human

society. When the e\nl is known and apjireciated

we may safely rely upon the irrepressible ten-

dency in human nature to strviggle onwards from

a worse to a better state of things. The mere

fact of investigation is a proof that in this respect—the Schoolmaster is abroad.

We may fairly cite, as examples of the higher

tone which prevails amongst modern historians,

the " Pictorial History of England," by Charles

Knight, and the "History of the Thirty Years'

Peace," by Harriet Martineau. In these two works

the attempt of the writers has been to write the

history of a people
— not merely of a govern-

ment, and they will remain, for this reason, most

valuable contributions to the permanent literature

of England. Better, however, than any formal
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history for the piirjioses we are now oonsideriug,
.111(1 (if higher inlluence, are the additions to onr

self-knowledge which are poured in upon us from

twenty-four hours to twenty-four hours by the

daily press. A file of the ' ' Times "
for the last

thirty years contains the biogi-aphy of the nation

for the last thirty years. In this we find, not only
^^•hat our sovereigns and their ministers—what our

statesmen and diplomatists
—what our generals and

admirals have been about, but the social history

of the nation as well. There is not a crime of which

we are not here presented with a record—not a

suggestion for social improvement which has not

here found its exponent. Mr. Cobden has said,

and truly said, that it is far better for an English-
man to read his copy of the " Times "

daily, with

attention, than to give himself uji to the study of

Thucydides. The time has come when we shoidd

seek to tiirn this accumulated knowledge into

accoimt.

Now, Last Week, there was a great meeting of

the Social Congress Society at Glasgow. The
chair was occupied, as of right, by Henry Lord

Brougham. The English nation owes a debt of

profound gratitude and veneration to this extra-

ordinary man, who now, in his eighty-second year,
is labouring steadily and efficiently in the cause

which he advocated in evil days—now sixty years

ago. When the day comes—may it be a dis-

tant one !
—when Henry Brougham is summoned

away from amongst us, let it never be forgotten

that, at a period when to advocate such a doctrine

was almost supposed to savoixr of treason and

sedition. Brougham was the steady advocate for

the Educaiion of the Peojyle ! Upon this point he
woidd not listen to suggestions of half-measures or

compromise. "Let there be light," was l;he

first command breathed by the Deity over the
chaotic mass which was destined to be the theatre

on which the human race were to play their part.
There was to be light for all—not for a feA^-. Kings
were not to have midday to themselves,—the great
ones of the earth the dawning and the twilight,

—
whilst the great mass of mankind, the millions of

the earth, were to hew their wood and draw
their water when the glorious sun had simk below
the horizon, and to delve and dig and labour in

the dark. It is not enough that another man sees

for me. I must see for myself. But what is

physical by the side of intellectual darkness ?

Blind John Milton was stiU the foremost man of

his day. Henry Brougham—^we speak of him by
his name as he was known in the heyday of his life,

and the full
\-igoiu- of his manhood—treated -R-ith

scorn the notion, that in proportion as you ediicated
a people they became unmanageable. What do
we hear now of Nottingham frame-breakers, and
rick-burners, and Captain Swing? The School-
master has taught these poor people better things.
The last symptom of the disease—and the disease
is ii/norance—which has come before us of late,
has been in the illegal association of workmen to

prevent their fellows, by violence and intimida-

tion, from taking their labour to market upon
their own terms. The Schoolmaster has work be-
fore him still, and will do more to purge the minds
of the laljouring classes from this foul error than
all that can be accomplished by the maoistrate

and the judge. These can only vindicate the law
when it is broken—the Schoolmaster will root out
from the minds of the people all desire to break it.

Education is the great safety-valve and necessity
of our time, now that the masses are pressing for
a share in the j^olitical government of the coimtry,
and will not much longer be denied.
The great featm-e of the meeting of last week, over

which Lord Brougham presided, was the delivery,
by Sir James Kay Shuttleworth, of an address,
and as might Avell have been expected from the

position he has so long occiipied, the point at
which Sir James Shuttleworth chiefly laboured
was to give a fair statement of the present position
of the country with regard to education. In Great
Britain we are now a population of 22,000,000.
One in eight ought to be at school for full time or
half time till the age of 13. Deduct a fourth part
as being children belonging to parents willing and
able to educate them at their own cost, and 50,000
pauper children ediicated in workhoiises, and we
have still to secure a soiuid elementary education
for 2,000,000 children. The local cost of giving
this education in the year 1859 was in Great
Britain 1?. 7s. l|fZ., or at the rate of G|(?. per
week for 48 weeks in the year. The sum derived
from subscriptions, endowments, and school pence
w^as as follows :

The Government pays £413,673
Subscribed by middle and upper class . 841,614
Working men —school pence .... 759,394

£2,014,681

Sir J. Shiittleworth's statement was to the effect

that, upon a very meagre estimate of the sum

required to give a sound elementary education

to those 2,000,000 children, at least another

1,000,000?. per annum would be required. He
does not seem to take the Bagged Schools into

accoimt.

Of course, one of the great difficulties with
which we have to contend is the tendency amongst
the lower classes to remove their children from
school as soon as they are of an age to contribute

at all to their own sujiport, and the svipport of the

family. The only remedies we see just now for

this evil are, that school hours should be so

arranged as to give opportunities to these little

laboiirers to devote a certain portion of their time
to education. If they can learn to read with
tolerable ease, and to write to a certain extent,

they will at any rate have acquired something,
and the rest must be left—and may with perfect
confidence be left—to themselves. At any rate,

all that the State and the community can do will

have been done. A second remedy is, that every

person who, by his station or position, can exer-

cise influence over others, shoiUd reckon it his

duty to press upon them the necessity of educating
their children according to their degree, and helji

them in their efforts to do so. It is calculated

that a criminal, beginning as a young pickpocket
and ending as a convict of mature age at Portland

or elsewhere, costs his country 300?. for his mere

maintenance, independently of the damage he may
have inflicted upon society in the course of his

vicious career.
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EVAN HARRINGTON
; or, HE WOULD BE A GENTLEMAN.
BY GEORGE MEREDITH.

CHAPTER XLVI. A LOVEEs' rARTXNG.

Now to suppose oneself the fashioner of such a

chain of events as this which brought the whole
of the Harrington family in tender unity together
once more, would have elated an ordinary mind.
But to the Countess de Saldar, it was simply an
occasion for reflecting that she had misunderstood—and could most sincerely forgive

—Providence.
She admitted to herself that it was not entirely
her work : for she never woidd have had their

place of meeting to be the Shop. Seeing, however,
that her end was gained, she was entitled to

the credit of it, and cunld pardon the means

adopted. Her brother lord of Beckley Court, and
all of them assembled in the old 193, Main Street,

Lymport ! What matter for proud humility !

Providence had answered her numerous ])etitions,
but in its own way. Stii)ulatiug that she must
swallow this pill, Providence consented to serve

her. She swallowed it with her wonted courage.
In half an hour subsequent to her arrival at

Lymjjort, she had laid siege to the heart of old Tom
Cogglesbj', whom she found installed in the

parlour, comfortably sii)ping at a tuml)lor of rum-
and-water. Old Tom was astonished to meet
such an agreeable unjirctentious woman, who
talked of tailors and lords with equal ease, ap-

peared to com[irehend a man's habits in-

stinctively, and could amuse him while she

ministered to them.

"Can ye cook, ma'am ?
"

asked Old Tom.
" All but that," said the Countess, with a smile

of sweet meaning.
*' Ha ! then you won't suit me so well as your

mother."

"Take care you do not excite my cnnila-

tion," she returned, graciously, albeit ilisgusted at

his tone.

roL. m. No. 68.
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To Harriet, Old Tom had merely nodded. There

he sat in the arm-chair, sucking the liqiior, with

the glimpse of a sour chuckle on his cheeks.

Now and then, during the evening, he ruhbed his

hands sharply, but spoke little. The unbending
Harriet did not conceal her disdain of him. When
he ventured to allude to the bankruptcy, she cut

him short.
' '

Pray excuse me— I am unacquainted with

affairs of business—I cannot even understand my
husband. "

" Lord bless my soul !

" Old Tom exclaimed,

rolling his eyes.
Caroline had informed her sisters up-stairs that

their mother was ignorant of Evan's change of

fortune, and that Evan desired her to continue so

for the present. Caroline appeared to be pained
by the subject, and was glad when Louisa
sounded his mysterious beha\aour by saying :

" Evan has a native love of concealment—he must
be humoured."
At the supper, Mr. John Raikes made his bow.

He was modest and reserved. It was known that

this young gentleman acted as shopman there. With
a tenderness for his position worthy of all respect,
the Countess spared his feelings by totally ignoring
his presence : whereat he, tinaccustomed to such

great minded treatment, retired to bed, a hater
of his kind. Harriet and Caroline went next.

The Countess said she should wait up for Evan,
but hearing that his hours of return were about
the chime of matins, she cried exultiugly : "Dar-
ling papa all over !

" and dejiarted likewise. Mrs.
Mel. when she had mixed Old Tom's third glass,
wished the brothers good night, and they were left

to exchange what sentiments they thought proper
for the occasion. The Countess hail certainly dis-

appointed Old Tom's farce in a measure
;

and he

expressed himself puzzled l)y her. " You ain't the

only one," said his brother. Andrew, with some
effort, held his tongue concerning the news of

Evan—his fortune and his folly, till he coidd talk
to the j'outh in jierson.

All took their seats at the early breakfast next

morning.
"Has Evan not come home yet?" was the

Countess's first question.
Mrs. Mel replied : "No."
"Do you know where he has gone, dear mama?"
"He chooses his own waj^"
"And you fear that it leads somewhere?"

added the Countess.
" I fear that it leads to knocking up the horse

he rides."
" The horse, mama ! He is out on a horse all

night ! But don't you see, dear old pet ! his

morals, at least, are safe on horseback."
"The horse has to be paid for, Louisa," said

her mother, sternly ; and then, for she had a lesson
to read to the guests of her son,

"
Eeady money

doesn't come by joking. What will the creditors
think ? If he intends to be honest in earnest, he
must give uj) four-feet mouths."

"Four^eew-feet, ma'am, you mean," said Old
Tom, counting the heads at table.

"Bravo, mama!" cried the Countess, and as
she was sitting near her mother, she must show
how prettily she kissed, by pouting oiit her play-

fid lips to her parent.
" Do lie economical always !

And mind ! for the sake of the wretched animals,
I will intercede for you to be his inspicctor of

stables."

This, with a glance of intelligence at her
sisters.

"Well, Mr. Eaikes,"said Andrew, "you keep
good hours, at all events—eh ?

"

"Up with the lark," said Old Tom. "Ha!
'fraid he won't be so early when he gets rid of his

present habits—eh ?
"

"Nee dierum numerum, ut nos, sednoctium com-

putantur," said Mr. Eaikes, and both the brothers

sniffed like dogs that have put their noses to a hot

coal, and the Coimtess, who was less insensil)le to

the aristocracy of the dead languages than are

women generallj^ gave him the recognition that is

occasionally afforded the family tutor.

About the hour of ten Evan arrived. He was

subjected to the hottest embrace he had ever yet
received from the sister of Louisa.

"Darling!" she called him, before them all.

"Oh! how I suffer for this ignominy I see you
compelled for a moment to endure. But it is

but for a moment. They must vacate
;
and you

will soon be out of this horrid hole."

"Where he just said he was glad to give us a

welcome," muttered Old Tom.
Evan heard liini, and laughed. The Countess

laughed too.
' '

No, we will not be impatient. We are poor

insignificant people !

" she said ; and, turning to

her mother, added :
' ' And yet I doubt not

you think the smallest of our landed gentry

equal to great continental seigneurs. I do not say
the contrary."
"You till Evan's head with nonsense till you

make him knock up a horse a week, and never go
to his natural bed," said Mrs. Mel, angrily.
"Look at him ! Is a face like that fit for busi-

ness ?
"

"Certainly, certainly not!" said the Countess.
"
Well, mother, the horse is dismissed,—you

won't have to complain any more," said Evan,

touching her hand. " Another history commences
from to-day."

The Countess watched him admiringly. Such

powers of acting she coidd not have ascribed to

him.

"Another history, indeed !

"
she said. "By

the way. Van, love ! was it out of Glamorgan-
shire—were v.e Tudors, according to papa? or

only Powys chieftains ? It's of no moment, but it

helps one in conversation."
" Not half so much as good ale, though !

" was
Old Tom's comment.
The Coimtess did not perceive its fitness, till

Evan burst into a laugh, and then she said :

" Oh ! we shall never be ashamed of the

Brewery. Do not fear that, Mr. Cogglesby."
Old Tom saw his farce reviving, and encouraged

the Countess to patronise him. She did so to an
extent that called on her Mrs. Mel's rcproliation,
v.'hich was so cutting and pertinent, that Harriet

was com]^elled to defend her sister, remarking that

perhaps her mother would soon learn that Louisa was

justified in not permitting herself and family to be

classed too low. At this, Ancb-ew, coming from a
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private interview with Evan, threw up his hands
and eyes as one who foretold astonishment but
counselled humility. What with the ell'ort of those
who knew a little to imply a great deal

;
of those

v/ho knew all to betray nothing ; and of those
who were kept in ignorance to strain a fact

out of the conflicting inuendoes, the general
mystification waxed apace, and was at its height,
when a name struck on Evan's ear that went
through his Ijlood like a touch of the torpedo.
He had been called into the parlour to assist at a

consultation over the brewery afi'airs. Mr. John
Raikes ojjened the door, and announced " 8ir

Franks and Lady Jocelyn."
Them he could meet, though it was hai-d for his

pride to pardon their visit to him there. But
when his eyes discerned Rose behind them, the

I)assions of his lower nature stood up armed.
What could she have come for but to humiliate, or

l^lay with him ?

A very few words enabled the Countess to

guess the cause for this visit. Of course, it was
to beg time ! But they thanked Evan. For

something generous, no doubt. Sir Franks took
him aside, and returning remarked to his wife that

she perhaps would have greater intiuence with
him. All this while Rose sat tallying to !Mrs.

Andrew Cogglesby, Mrs. Strike, and Evan's
mother. She saw by his face the offence she had
committed, and acted on by one of her impulses,
said :

" Mama, I think if I were to speak to Mr.

Harrington—"

Ere her mother could make light of the succres-

tion. Old Tom had jumped up, and bowed out his

arm.
"Allow me to conduct ye to the drawing-

room, upstairs, young lady. He'll follow, safe

enough !

"

Rose had not stipulated for that. Nevertheless,

seeing no cloud on her mother's face, or her

father's, she gave Old Tom her hand, and awaited
a movement from Evan. Tt was too late to object
to it on either side. Old Tom had caught the

tide at the right instant. Much as if a grim old

genie had i^lanted them together, the lovers found
themselves alone.

" Evan, you forgive me ?" she began, looking up
at him timidly.
"With all my heart, Rose," he answered, with

great cheerfulness.

"No. I know your heart better. Oh, Evan!

you must he sure that we respect you too much to

wound you. We came to thank you for your
generosity. Do you refuse to accejjt anytliing for

us ? How can we take this that you thrust on us,
unless in some way—"

"
Say no more," he interposed.

" You see me
here. You know me as I am now."

"
Yes, j'es !

"
the tears stood in her eyes." Why did 1 come, you would ask ? That is what

you cannot forgive I I see now how useless it was.
Evan ! why did you betray me ?

"

"Betray you. Rose?"
"You said that you loved me once."
She was weepiug, and all his spirit melted, and

his love cried out : "I said 'till death,' and till

death it will be. Rose.
"

" Then why, why did you betray me, Evan ? I

know it all. But if you blackened yourself to me,
was it not because you loved something better
than me ? And now you think me false ! Whioli
of us two has been false? It's silly to talk .,f

these things now—too late ! But be just. 1 wish
that we may be friends. Can we, unless you beud
a little ?

"

The tears streamed down her cheeks, and in her

lovely humility he saw the baseness of that pride
of his which had hitherto held him up." Now that you are in this house where I was
born and am to live, can you regret what has
come between us, Rose ?

"

Her lips quivered in jKain.
" Can I do anything else but regret it all my

life, Evan ?
"

How was it possible for him to keep his

strength ?

" Rose !

" he spoke with a passion that made
her shrink,

" are you bound to this man?" and
to the diooping of her eyes,

" No. Impossible,
for you do not love him. Break it. Break the

engagement you cannot fidfil. Break it, and be-

long to me. It sounds ill for me to say that in

such a place. But, Rose, I will leave it. I will

accept any assistance that your father—that any
man will give me. Beloved—noble girl ! I sec

my falseness to you, though I little thought it at

the time—fool that I was I Be my help, my guide—as the soul of my body I Be mine !

"

"Oh, Evan !

"
she clasped her hands in terror

at the change in him, that was hurrying her she

knew not where, and trembling held them suppli-

catinglj'.
"
Yes, Rose : you have taught me what love

can be. You cannot marry that man."
" But my honour, Evan I No. I do not love

him ; for 1 can love but one. He has my pledge.
Can I break it ?

"

The stress on the question choked him, just as

his heart sprang to her.
" Can you face the world -with me. Rose ?

"

"
Oh, Evan ! is there an escape for me ? Think !

Decide ! No—no ! there is not. jNIy mother, I

know, looks on it. Why did she tnist me to be

with you here, but that she thinks me engaged to

him, and has such faith in me ? Oh, help me !
—

be my guide. Think v.hcther you would trust me
hereafter ! I should despise myself.

"

"Not if you marry him! "
said Evan, bitterly.

And then thinking as men will think when they

look on the figure of a fair girl marching sereueiy

to a sacrifice, the horrors of which they insist that

she ought to know :
—half-hating her for her calm-

ness—adoring her for her innocence : he said :

"It rests with you. Rose. The world will ap-

prove you, and if your conscience does, why—
farewell, and may Heaven be your help."

She murmured, "Farewell."

Did she expect more to be said by him ? \^lit\t

did she want or hojie for now ? And yet a light

of hunger grew in her eyes, brighter and brighter,

as it were on a wave of yearning.
"Take my hand once," she faltered.

Her hand and her whole shape he took, and

she with closed eyes let him strain her to his

breast.

Their swoon WM broken by the opening ot the
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door, where Old Tom Cogglesby and Lady Jocelyn

appeared.
" 'Gad ! he seems to have got his recompense—

eh, my hvdy ?
"
cried Old Tom.

However satisfactorily they might have explained
the case, it certainly did seem so.

Lady Jocelyn looked not absolutely displeased.
Old Tom was chuckling at her elbow. The two

principal actors remained dumb.
' ' I sui:)pose, if we leave young people to settle

a thing, this is how they do it," her ladyship
remarked.

"
'Gad, and they do it well !

"
cried Old Tom.

Eose, with a deep blush on her cheeks, stepped
from Evan to her mother. Not in effrontery, but

earnestly, and as the only way of escaping from
the jiosition, she said : "I have succeeded, mama.
He will take what I offer,"

" And what's that, now 1
" Old Tom inquired.

Eose turned to Evan. He bent and kissed her

hand.
' ' CaU it

'

recompense
'

for the nonce,
"
said Lady

Jocelyn.
" Do you still hold to yoiu- original pro-

position, Tom?"
"Every penny, my lady. I like the young

fellow, and she's a jolly httle lass—if she means it—she's a woman. "

"
True," said Lady Jocelyn.

"
Considering that

fact, you will oblige me by keejiing the matter

quiet."
"Does she want to try whether the tailor's a

gentleman still, my lady
—eh ?

"

" No. I fancy she will have to see whether a
certain nobleman may be one."

The Countess now joined them. Sir Franks
had informed her of her brother's last fine per-
formance. After a short, imeasy pause, she said,

glancing at Evan :

"You know his romantic nature. T can assure

you he was sincere
;
and even if you could not

accept, at least—"

" But we have accepted, Coimtess," said Rose,
" The estate !

"

" The estate, Countess. And what is more, to

increase the effect of his generosity, he has con-

sented to take a recompense."
" Indeed !

"
exclaimed the Countess, directing a

stony look at her brother. " May I presume to

ask what recompense ?
"

Eose shook her head. ' ' Such a very poor one,
Countess ! He has no idea of relative value."
The Countess's great mind was just then run-

ning hot on estates, and thousands, or she would
not have played goose to them, you may be sure.

She believed that Evan had been wheedled by
Eose into the acceptance of a small sum of money,
in return for his egregious gift ! With an internal

groan, the outward aspect of which she had vast

difEcidty in masking, she said :

" You are right—he has no head. Easily cajoled !

"

Old Tom sat down in a chair, and laughed out-

right. Lady Jocelyn in pity for the poor lady,
who always amused her, thought it time to put an
end to the' scene.

"I hope your brother will come to us in about
a week," .she said. "

May I expect the favour of

your company as well ?
"

The Countess felt her dignity to be far superior,

as she responded.
"
Lady Jocelyn, when next I

enjoy the gratification of a visit to your hospitable
mansion, I must know that I am not at a disad-

vantage. I cannot consent to be twice pulled
down to my brother's level."

Evan's heart was too full of its dim young hap-

piness to speak, or care for words. The cold

elegance of the Countess's curtsey to Lady Jocelyn :

her ladyship's kindly pressure of his hand : Eose's

stedfast look into his eyes : Old Tom's smothered
exclamation that he was not such a fool as he
seemed : all passed dream-like, and when he was
left to the fury of the Countess, he did not ask
her to spare him, nor did he defend himself. She
bade adieu to him and their mutual relationship
that very day. But her star had not forsaken her

yet. Chancing to peeji into the shop, to intrust a

commission to Mr. John Eaikes, who was there

doing penance for his career as a gentleman, she

heard Old Tom and Andi-ew laughing, utterly un-

like bankru])ts.
" AVho'd have thought the women such fools !

and the Countess, too !

"

This was Andrew's voice. He chuckled as one

emancipated. The Coimtess had a short inter-

view with him (before she took her departure to

join her husband, under the roof of the Honour-
able Herbert DuiSan), and Andrew chiickled no
more.

CHAPTER XL\1I. A YEAR LATER, THE COUNTESS DE
SALDAR DE SANCORVO TO HER SISTER CAROLINE.

Rome.
" Let the post-mark be my reply to your letter

received through the Consulate, and most cour-

teously delivered with the consul's compliments.
We shall yet have an ambassador at Rome—mark
yom' Lovusa's words. Yes, dearest ! I am here,

body and si)irit ! I have at last found a haven, a

refuge, and let those who condemn me compai-e
the peace of their spirits with mine. You think
that you have quite conquered the dreadfidness of

our origin. My love, I smile at you ! I knoio it

to be impossible for the Protestant heresy to offer

a shade of consolation. Earthly-born, it rather

encoiiriif/es earthly distinctions. It is the sweet

sovereign Pontiff alone who gathers all in his arms,
not excepting tailors. Here, if they could know
it, is their blessed comfort !

' ' Thank Harriet for her message. She need say
nothing. By refusing me her hospitality, when
she must have known that the house was as free

of creditors as any foreigner under the rank of

Count is of soap, she drove me to Mr. Duffian.

Oh ! how I rejoice at her exceeding unkindness !

How warmly I forgive her the unsisterly
—to say

the least—vindictiveness of her unaccountable
conduct ! Her sufferings wiU one day be terriljle.

Good little Andrew supplies her place to me.

Wh}' do you refuse his easily afforded bounty?
No one need know of it. I tell you candidly, I

take double, and the small, good punch of a body
is only too delighted. But then, / can be dis-

creet.
" Oh I the gentlemanliness of these infinitely ma-

ligned Jesuits ! They remind me immensely of

Sir Charles Grandison, and those frontispiece jiic-

tures to the novels we read when girls
—I mean in
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manners cand the ideas they imi)ose—not in dress
or length of leg, of course. The same ^vinning
softness ! the same irresistiV)lc ascendancy over the
female mind ! They require virtue for two, 1 as-
sure you, and so I told ,SiIva, who laughed." But the charms of confession, my dear ! I will
talk of Evan first. I have totally forgiven him.
Attache to the Naples embassy, sounds tol-lol.

In such a position T can rejoice to sec him, for it

permits me to acknowledge him. T am not sure

that, spiritually, Eose will be his most fitting
helpmate. However, it is done, and I did it, and
there is no more to be said. The behaviour of
Lord Laxley in refusing to surrender a young lady
who declared that her heart was with another,
exceeds all / could have supposed. One of the
noble peers among his ancestors must have been a

pig ! Oh ! the Koman nobility ! Gi-ace, refine-

ment, intrigue, perfect comprehension of your
ideas, %vishes—the meanest trifles ! Here you have
every worldly charm, and all crowned by Religion I

This is my true delight. I feel at last that what-
soever I do, I cannot go far wrong while I am
within hail of my gentle priest. I never could
feel so before.

" The idea of Mr. Parsley proposing for the beau-
tiful widow Strike ! It was indecent to do so so
soon—widowed under such circumstances ! But I

<lare say he was as disinterested as a Protestant
-curate ever can be. Beauty is a good dowiy t.)

bring a poor, lean, worldly curate of your Church,
and he knows that. Your bishops and arches are

quite susceptible to beautiful petitioners, and we
know liere how your livings and benefices are dis-

pensed. What do you intend to do ? Come to
me

;
come to the bosom of the old and the only

true Church, and I engage to marry you to a
Roman prince the very next morning or two.
That is, if you have no ideas about prosecuting a
certain enterprise which / should not abandon.
In that case, stay. As Duchess of B., ]\Ir. Duffian

says you would he cordially welcome to his Holi-

ness, who may see women. That absurd i-eport
is aU nonsense. We do not kiss his toe, certainly,
but we have privileges equally enviable. Her-
bert is all charm. I confess he is a little wearisome
with his old ruius, and his Dante, the poet. He is

quite of my opinion that Evan will never wash out
the trade stain on him until he comes over to the
Church of Rome. I adjure you, Caroline, to lay
this clearly before our dear brother. In fact,
while he continues a Protestant, to me he is a
tailor. But here Rose is the impediment. I

know her to be just one of those little dogged
minds that are incapable of receiving new impres-
sions. Was it not evident in the way she stuck to I

Evan after I had once brought them together ?

I am not at aU astonished that Mr. Raikes should
have married her maid. It is a case of natural
selection. But it is amusing to think of him carry-
ing on the old business in 193, and with credit ! I

suppose his parents are to be pitied ; but what bet-
ter is the creature fit for ? Mama displeases me in

consenting to act as housekeeper to old Grumpus.
I do not object to the fact, for it is prospective :

but she should have insisted on another jilace of

resort than Fallowfield. I do not agree with

you in thinking her right in refusing a second

marriage. Her age does not shelter her from
scandal m your Protestant commimities.' I am every day expecting Harry Jocelyn to turn
up. He was rightly sent away, for to think of
the folly Evan i)ut into liis emjity head ! No

; he
shall have another wife, and Protestantism shall
be his forsaken mistress !

"See how your Louy has given up tlie world and
its vanities ! You expected me to creep up to you
contrite and whimpering? On the contrary, I

never felt prouder. And I am not going to live
a lazy life, T can assure you. Tlie Church liatli

need of me ! If only for the peace it hath givenme on one point, I am eternally bound to serve it.

"Postscript : I am persuaded of this
; that it is

utterly imjiossible
for a man to be a true gentle-

man who is not of the true,Church. Wliat it i.s I

cannot say ; but it is as a convert that I appreciate
my husband. Love is made to me, dear, for
Catholics are human. The other day it was a

question whether a lady or a gentleman should be

compromised. It rcfpiired the grossest fib. The
gentleman did not hesitate. And why? His priest
was handy. Fancy Lord Laxley in such a case.
I shudder. This shows that your religion
precludes any possibility of the being the real

gentleman, and whatever Evan may think of him-
self, or Rose may think of him, I hnov; tlie thing.''

THE END.

THE MONTHS.
OCTOBER.

CoxsiDERiN'n how many people must know it, it

is wonderful hoAV little is said of the charm of

London in autunm. The reason is probably the
same that is assigned for the autumnal seaside

being the only one famdiar to the world at large ;—that literary people take their holiday between

August and November, and thus can describe the

coast, and cannot describe the pleasures of London
at that season. I have, however, known jiersons— and literary persons

— who would not leave

town during those months, if they coidd avoid it ;

and I quite sympathise with them.

There have been "charming London seasons"

when I could not oidure m\- life there ; l)ut I

have never knowni a September or early October

which was not fidl of loveliness. The treats in

music, pictures, flower-shows, theatres, and rnyal
and parliamentary spectacles are wortli all that

can be said about them ; but the glare of the

streets in the spring sunshine, the noise, the per-

petual throng and movement are too much for

quiet ]>eople. In autumn, we have all the beauty
of London and its environs, seen in a mellower

light ;
^vith a good many priWleges in art and

literature, and without the din and tumidt of
" the season."

A walk in the park—any one of the parks
—

before breakfast, in October, is as great a refresh-

ment as sea- bathing, taken in a quieter way. Let

us hojie the middle-class citizens know wh.it it is

to see the mists rising above the Serpentine or the

water in St. James's Park ;
—to see the gleams and

reflections on the calm surface first, and then, by

degrees, the objects so reflected ;
—to see the m.xs3y

trco-forms coming dimly out, and growing clearer

every minute till the sunhght catches them, and
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kindles their tints and hollows out their recesses-

I do not know a finer spectacle in any woodlands

of any conntry than the trees in the London

parks nnder an October sun. Then the Abbey towers,

gradually disclosed against a pale-grey sky ;
and

the superb Houses of Parliament : and, wherever

one goes, some fine chui-ch or other, some line of

imposing buildings, some green slope or gleam of

water no longer covered or hidden by a crowd,

delights one's senses, and refi'eshes one's mind.""!

do not think so ill of the Sei'pentine as it is the

fashion to do ;
and many an hour have I sjient

beside it on fine mornings and evenings in autumn,

or, more blissfully still, in the middle of the day,
when I had the scene almost to myself. We hear

from members of parliament that nobody knows

the real beauty of London streets but themselves,
and the market-people, and the police, because

nobody else sees those streets nnder a clear, cool

light, and in a state of repose. The autumn even-

ings have something of the same effect as the
summer mornings before sunrise

; and I claim to

know the beauty of London streets without being
a legislator, a market-gardener, or a i^oliceman.

I am told the theatres are as full as ever when
" London is empty." I cannot say ; for I could
not spare evenings for the theatres when there was
the whole winter before me for social ]ileasures.
The opportunity of solitude could not be wasted

by going into public assemblies. The time was
short enough for the National Gallery, now a scene
of peace and quiet ;

and for seeing London from

St. Paul's, and getting on with one's studies at the
Museum and its library, and strolling in the

Temple Gardens, paying homage to the chrysan-
themums, and giving a new contemplation to the

Temple Church
; and going out to Hampstead

Heath, for a good bask on a calm day ; and stepping
over to Pvichmond for a row on the Thames, or a
view of the sunset. It is a good time also for a day
at Hampton Court, or at Windsor

; and even the
Crystal Palace may be associated with impressions
of leisure. But I still turn to the remembrance
of London itseK, -with its pai-ks and gardens, as
the scene of the peculiar pleasure that I am think-

ing of.

Some will object that this is not to be reckoned
among the pleasures of nature. There is nothing

it. It is neither one thing norrural aboiit

another.

I answer, that if it is natui-al for men to

congregate in great cities, and build fine churches
and palaces, and lead bright waters, and lay
out green spaces among them, it is a really
natural beauty which grows up in consequence.
Nature sheds her beauty over the work of

man's hands. At his solicitation she brings her

verdure, her tree-forms, her flowers, her bright
waters, and golden skies into the midst of man's
erections and arrangements, and harmonises them
all together. If the scene is not i-ural, it may be
as noble and sweet. It is peculiar ;

and one might
say singular, but for the thought of Italian palaces,
and some old English vCstablishments, where there

=^
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was much beauty whicli was natural without bemg
rural. But I have said enough for either those
who know, or those who do not know Avhat it is to

remain in London when hardly an accjuaintance is

left, and with leisure enough to enjoy the season

in a genuine way. This last condition will prevent
my having the sympathy of the Cabinet. The
minister who must remain at head-cpuvrters when
all his colleagues are dispersed for their recreation,
cannot go about studying architecture in the

streets and churches, nor be lost for hours in

Kensington Gardens, nor start off for the day
without saying where he is going. Business de-

tains him, and business engrosses him, except
during his constitutional ride in the afternoon. If

there be any lawyer, stranded by some accident

when all others are afloat ;
or any artist tempted

to seize the quietest weeks of the year for work
;

or any citizen not too busy in office, counting-

house, or shop, to spare hours daily for the 0])en

air, let him say whether I am not reasonable in my
love of London in autumn, however few of my
acquaintances may value it as I do, or court it as

I did, in my bachelor days.
To what an infinite variety of places, meanwhile,

are one's acquaintance gone I There is A., stand-

ing knee-deej) in a rapid, or scrambling, as fast as

he can go, over the rocks which confine a rushing
river in Norway. A stout salmon is leading him a

dance which he will boast about at home, whether
he captures or loses it. B. is in full gallop beside

a herd of buffaloes, on a western prairie, having
selected his victim, and boarded him, and got hold

of the revolver with which he is to linish him.

The buffaloes make more hubbub on the prairie
than the strongest torrent in the Norwegian water-

courses. C. is in his yacht, quiet enough as long
as he has the trade-wind, and the smooth seas

which belong to it. He sits in the shadow of a

sail reading Byron, as these yacht gentry do, or

dreaming, or agreeing with a friend how pleasant
this is . . . for a time. D. is in a different scene.

He is going to the ]\Iediterranean for a few weeks,
and now wishes he had taken the land way.
These equinoctial gales are fine things to witness

for once ; but they use up rather too much time.

It is a fine thing to see the squall coming, with

the regular, swift march of the solid rain over the

dark myrtle-green sea
;

and to hear the loud,

vibrating storm-organ opening out its strain in

the rigging, till the mighty chords swell and sub-

side as the blasts pass over the shij> and away.
It is well to see for once the tossing togetlier of

sea and clouds, and shine and shadow, with all

imaginable rushing, roaring, sousing, and splash-

ing ;
but it is a vexatious matter to a man to feel

his holiday sliiiping away while he is kept floating

for a week together, while the w'eather is making
up its mind, or he is carried some long way round to

escape its spite. E. has met with no such delays.

He is reclining in the shadow of a column of Pha-

raoh's Bed on Phil*, contemplating the avenue to

the temple, or the flow of the Nile towards the

neighbouring cataract, or the orange and blue

lights and shadows visible through the screen of

palms. F. has probably lieeu unable to resist the

temptation to go and see what Abd-el-Kader is

doing with the Damascus people, and how he gets

on with the new Turkish authorities ; and if so,
F. certainly is or has been treading down hundreds
of infant cedars, sprouting under the shadow
of the old trees on Leljanon which Moslem and
Christian venerate alike

; and he certaiidy is or
has been picking up fragments of sculpture'among
the sands, round the temple at Baalhec. When
he comes home, he will say that the fairest spec-
tacle the traveller's eye can rest on ia Damascus,
seen from the Salahieh side, by evening light, (i.,
who had a fancy in the summer to see the fair of

Nijni Novogorod, no donl)t took the ojiportunity
of going further, and is probably on the Amoor,
hoping to see for himself what sensation Lord
Elgin and his naval and military and diplomatic
party will have left in the I'eiho. H. is a quiet
fellow, who is satisfied with the wildness of Bcl-
niuUet and Achill, where he is fishing and sketch-

ing, and catching a fine bVogne, while F. is taking
a row on Killarney, and K. is geologising on the
(iiant's Causeway. L. flnds the (Jerman mediaeval
churches particularly line in an autumnal sun-
shine

; and M. has the same opinion about the

grapes of southern France. N. and O. are Alpine
clubmen ; so they are bent on making the very
last ascents of the season, through all warnings
about the new snow. P. is a temporary soldier. He
must just sec Italy through her troubles, and then
he will come home to business. Such are the

holidays of one's friends while one has been stay-

ing at home for holiday in the soUtude of

London.
We rural people, however, dearlj' prize our

English country ()ctol)er, while sj-mpathising with

any who si)end the month elsewhere. October is

a month verj' rich in pleasures to young and

luiddle-aged ; and the sight of an orchard full of

ripe fruit is welcome to the aged, -when they turn

out at noon to bask on the sunny side of it.

As for the youngsters, if my boys were asked

where they would best like to be on the 1st of

October, they would exclaim—"On Decoy -day !

Why at Uncle Wdlis's, to be sure." Uncle Willis

lives in Lincolnshire ;
and in Lincolnshire there

are still places where Deco3'-day is quite as great
an occasion as the 1st of 8ei)tember is to people
in the midland couuties. By Act of Parliament,

the taking of wUd fo^vd by decoys begins on the

1st of October. To those who are past the fan

of getting soaked or chilled in stagnant water for

many hours of the day, there ia something impres-
sive in the opening of the fowlmg season. The whirr

of the pheasant from the covert, and the rustle of

the partridge family disturbed in the furrow, are

never forgotten when once heard ; but far more

impressive is the scream of the water-fi)wl heard

amidst the sdence of a dark night. The belated

countryman, plodding home on a moonless night,

starts when it conies down to him from an im-

measurable distance. He always believed those

creatures travelled by night, from the numbers

that sometimes appear in the morning ;
and now

he is sure of it. He tlienceforth goes out every

uiglit, and stands at his door the hist thing before

getting into bed, to listen for that cr}-.

Many times in the day, eyes are searching the

upper air for a flight of cranes or wild swans ; and

if the gaze is successful, and something Lke a

Jl
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group of miclgcs appears moving in the blue

heaven, or reliovocl against a white cloud, every

one within summons is called to see. Those are

the days when children are told why wild geese

lly in a string, or iu wodgc-like form, and are

taught to observe by the change in the figure, [

when the leader is tired, and drops back to make

way for another. Gulls are at the same time

winging their slow flight to inland marshes. If

they do this early, and the wild-fowl are early,

and the fleldfares assemble on the ploughed lands

about the same time, all observers expect a

long and hard ^vinter ;
and the farmers lay their

plans accordingly. They watch for the departure

of the last house -marten, and the arrival of the

hooded-crow and the redwing. The woodcock

drops in solitarily from the Baltic, wearied and

belated when it reaches the dim shore, and glad to

cower in any ditch, where it is too likely to be

found in the morning by peoi^le who well know

where to look for such arrivals. The snipes

manage to get safely to the marshes, in great

munbers. But the grand object now is to get hold

of teal, widgeons, and wild ducks ;
for there is an

immediate demand for such delicacies among the

operatives of the manufacturing towns, and other

home-staying people ;
and the London poulterers

will be wanting tens of thousands of them, as

London fills again :
—perhaps even if London

remained "empty," as the citizens know what is

good as well as any great man's cook. Out to the

marshes, then, go the lovers of the sport,
—no boy

ever being permitted a second opportunity if he

has not kept an exemplary silence on the first

occasion.

How vivid appears in memory the grass on the

sloping dry bank beside the little canal ! And
vivid the hue really is

;
for the grass is never of a

lovelier green than in October
;
and these sloping

banks are kept dry and comfortable for the birds

to dress their feathers, instead of being rank and
j

woolly as iu more fenny places. Near at hand
there are coverts of rushes and reeds, and islets of

long grass, for the feeding and hiding of the fowl ;

and here is the hubbub and the nnise. Such a

fluttering and dashing and sjjlashing,
—such a

quacking and screaming and clatter, is heard

nowhere else. The inland poultry-yard, from this

time to Christmas, is nothing to a decoy district.

WhUe the new arrivals are making acqu.aintance
with their predecessors, and are feeding on the

flowering rushes (one species of which gives its

excellence to the canvas-back duck of the Potomac)
and are making themselves beds among the islets

and banks, man, boys, and dog are watching from
behind a screen of reeds. What an excitement it

is when the trained ducks mix with the wild birds !

and when they tempt them into the right canal,
and to dress their feathers on the bank till the

dog appears ! Then all take to the water, of

course. The (juestion is which way will they turn.

The trained ducks once more lead
;
and having

been daily fed at the place where the nets are now
laid, at the head of the decoy, they tend that

way now, followed by scores of new friends. As
often as there is any lingering, or appearance of

turning back, the dog appears again, and perhaps
man or boy, looking through the fence. Once

under the arch of nets, supported on hoops, the

rest is short work. The birds rush up to the

furthest point, as the net is dropped behind them
;

and there the fowler fetches them out by dozens,

leaving only his coadjutors, the decoy ducks.

The hiding, the silence of the fowlers, the live-

liness of the birds, the genius and patience of the

Jocr,
—now seeming to saimter accidentally to the

spot indicated by his facilities, and now standing

for minutes together with the water running over

his back, seeing after a duck or a waterhen ;
and

the pleasure of being wet, and cold, and hungry
in the pursuit of sport, are bewitching to boys ;

and woidd be, no doubt, to girls, if they could be

allowed to dabble their frocks in the slime of the

fens. But there is another department for the

girls. It is too late now for plucking geese alive

for this year. The last of these pluckings takes

place before Michaelmas. If my readers shudder

at the notion, they are probably unaware of what

this plucking amounts to, though the process

ought to have been put an end to very long

ago. The Michaelmas goose of the Fens is not

like Plato's man,—a two-legged animal without

feathers ;
but each has given up a small portion

of its finer down and a few quill-feathers,
—l)oth

of which had better be let alone during the bird's

life. When the consumption of autumn geese

begins, what an avidity do the women and girls

show for the feathers ! What bags are made and

hung up in out-houses, or locked into closets, tiU

the mistress is led by the nose to the discovery, and

orders them out of the house ! What a baking of

them there is, if possible, when the family are off

to the market
;
and how well it is if the wind sets

the other way ! And when the collections are

sorted, and prepared, and weighed, what dreams

there are of the prices to be offered at the fair !

and what a chaffering there is w^hen the fair-day

arrives !

Townspeople know very well what a fair is.

Any citizen can describe a fair from beginning to

end, with its cattle sales to begin with ; and, when

they are over, its stalls of wares of all kinds, its

caravans of wonders, in the shape of giants, dwarfs,

monsters, play-acting, conjuring tricks, wild

beasts, peep-shows, and aU the rest of it ;
and

then again the games, from the old merry-go-
round to the fashionable Aunt Sally. All this is

as familiar as gingerbread to townspeoiile ;
but

they little know what a fair is to rural folk in

remote places. To many of them it is a greater
occasion than Christmas-day itself ;

for it is the

only day in the year in which they see a throng of

strangers. For this the women save their silver,

and buy ribbons and gay shawls ;
and for this the

children prevail on themselves not to spend every

halfpenny as they get it, for months before. The

importance of a day which is thought of, and
talked of for many weeks by people who never

otherwise see twenty persons asseml^led, except at

church, or a funeral, can hardly be imagined by
those who are accustomed to the buzz of human
voices, and the stream of population in a street.

In some j^arts of the country, too, the autumn fair

promises something more than the bustle and fun,
and presents and good cheer of the day. It is

.
the occasion for the hirings of the year. I may
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perhaps be the last recorder of the mop or statute

hiring as an existing custom ; for the eni[)loj'ers of

Gloucestershire and some other places have wisely
and kindly proposed to substitute better methods
for the disagreeable old custom of mop-hirings. I

speak of it as a remnant of barbarism
;
but it still

exists, and linds its place as a characteristic of the

season.

Those who have walked through an American
slave-market cannot fail to be reminded of it in

witnessing a mop-hiring. There stand the women,
dairymaids, domestic servants, and field hands,—
in rows, with their hands before them, and the

awkward carriage of persons unaccustomed to

stand still ! Thei'e they stand, disadvantageously
fine in their dress, unaware how every liaunting
ribbon and gay trimming tells against them with
all the best mistresses. Good mistresses will

remember, however, that girls are fine to-day who

may be plain enough on every other week- day of

the year. There they stand, some lolling, some

rocking themselves, some giggling, some looking
too self-respecting to offer themselves to a casual

hirer
;

and there are the farmers' wives walking
before them speaking to one and another, and

occasionally returning to renew an argument about

the wages. There is little use in arguing. These

people don't understand distinctions and differ-

ences
;
and all explanations about the advantages

of one's own service are thrown away. The wages
asked are always declared to be high ;

and there

is no hope of making any impression on the askers.

The case is just the same where the farmers are

inspecting the ploughmen, and slie])herds, and

cow-boys. There the rustics stand, kicking their

heels, and playing with straws,—each, perhaps,
with a badge in his hat,—the jilaited whipcord in

the teamster's hat,—the wool in the shepherd's,
—

the wisp of cow's hair iu the herd-boy's ;
and the

hirers find them as deaf to reason about wages as

the women are.

Bystanders might agree with the one party or

the other on this point. I, for my part, have no

idea that agricultural servants are often over-

paid : but the quality of the article thus bought
at the fair must be considered

;
and it is not gene-

rally found to be very valuable. The method of

hiring tends to unsettle servants, and encourage
a gambling spirit as to places. In districts where

mops are held there seems to be an annual

shifting all round ; and the servants get to fancy
that they somehow lose a chance if they don't put
themselves up to a fresh sale. There is yet more

complaint of the conseqiiences of these gatherings
in corrupting morals and manners

;
and a day of

standing in jiublic for appraisement, followed by
a night of jollity among acquaintances of every

degree, and utter strangers, may well l)e dangerous
to people simide and ignorant enough to undergo
the process, and to regard it as a treat. In the

next generation it will be a wonder that such a

ciTstom could exist in our time. The plan of the

Gloucestershire gentry and farmers—of registering,
without cost, the employers and lal)ourers of each

district who may wish to be mutually suited in a

quiet and promising way, must soon destroy the

human-market method,—so like the slave-market !

The fairs over, the rest of the month is a grave

and studious time to the prudent farmer. The
prudent farmer takes stock before the winter, and
as soon as convenient after he has ascertained the
result of the harvest, and the prices of all his com-
modities at the autumn sales. During the day he
examines the condition of every animal on the

farm, and computes the contents of every stack
and root-house

; and iu the evenings the room
must be kept still while he is at his figures. His
wife, with a stocking on her arm, and her Ijall of

worsted and scissors before her, sits beside Lim,
ready to be questioned or consulted. The children
steal away to some jilace where they may make a
noise. Everybody wishes the fortnight was over,—the fortnight or more during winch the master
is grave and calculating, and exceedingly parti-
cular about the condition of everything ;

and the
mistress nervous and exacting, and full of pro-

posals to reduce ex[)enses in all directions. At
last comes the night when, after hours in which
the ticking of the clock and the scratching of the

pen are the only sounds, some long sighs are heard,
and the paroxj'sm is over for the year. The re-

sults of the columns of figures in the books are

contained on a bit of waste paper, over which the

conjugal heads pore till the imited conjugal mind
is satisfied. Then comes the supper, with a glass
of wine extra, the kind and significant nods, by
way of a toast, and either a joke or two, and talk

of a new gowm, or consoling refiexions on the value

of education to children, however hard to pi'ovide,

and proverbs about things mending when they are

sufiiciently bad. Whatever the result, farmer and
farmer's wife go about the next morning with
freer minds and more open brows than ever since

the books were brought out.

And plenty there is for them to do, between

this and the first frosts. There is not the ancient

October business of salting down, for seven months'

food, the cows which could not be kept alive

through the winter. We do not live on salt lean

cow-beef for half the year, as our forefathers did
;

and we do not slaughter beasts because the grass

does not grow in winter. Still there is a good
deal of preparation required for winter. The pigs

must be fattened for killing; and not only the

pigs, but the poultry which have been thriving
ever since the barns have been filled. The women
look to all this ! for the men are all wanted for

getting up the potatoes, and sowing the spring

wheat, and manuring the pasture lands, and clear-

ing and cleaning everywhere for the reception of

winter stores. The last gathering of the mangold

leaves, before the final cropping, aifords a sweet

meal to the cows. How soon to take up the roots

is an anxious matter. Some kinds are increasing in

weight, so that it would be well to let them stand

through October : but then, an early frost, like

that of last year, may cut off in a night the winter

food of a thousand dairies.

When these tasks are done, it is as well to set

about the complete repair of the fences and gates,

as well as the clearing of drains and the cleaning

of ditches. There are more creatures astray now

than there will be till the sheep grow wild and

hungry in early spring. Good things lie scattered

about the fields ; and animals are allowed to seek

what they can find. The hedges have been pidled
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about in proportion as tliey were overgrown ;
and

gates have been left swinging. Dead leaves and

decayed plants choke the channels in which the

waters should run, from the church spout to the

ticl.l diaius. The beasts get through every gap,

and break every gate, and poach every damp path,

and stir up the mud, so as to give broad hints that

it is time they were kept at home, and all made

tight behind them.

Now is the great brewing time for those who
have to jirovide large households, or gangs of

labourers, with beer. The best beer for keeping,

the farmers say, is made in October, and hence the

name of our ancestors' best ale. In the hop
counties this is a busy time for clearing the

gromids, and taking away the poles to stack. In

other counties, nearer to the seats of oiir great

textile manufactures, the woodland of a farm is

now the most interesting part of it. Under the

constant demand for bobbins, certain coppice
woods are more valuable than ever before ; and

great landowners aim at having twenty coppices,

in order to cut down one each year in turn for

ever,—a twenty years' growth being the best.

Farmers who cannot achieve anything like this

may yet have some to dispose of one year with

another
;
and they may be now seen either taking

the speculative jturchaser to their woodlands, to

coTint and mark the young trees, and bid for the

lot, as it stands, to be removed at his own cost, or

the farm labourers are at work, under their master,
or his woodman, cutting down and trimming the

coppice wood, for the market. It is a somewhat

dreary sight, in our hill districts, to see every year
some wooded upland or ravine in every valley
cleared out,

—laid bare,—only stumps and refuse

left of the feathery foliage which had pleased the

eye in all lights, and which will be missed by
every household below. In the next year the
ruin will be somewhat covered over by the sprout-

ing of the coming copse from that which is gone ;

and the stumps make the finest preserve for prim-
roses that can be. Every year now helps to
restore the beauty ; but every year some other

spot is laid waste,—so entirely as a matter of

course, that none but fresh observers take much
notice of it. For some weeks to come, however,
there will be movement enough on the hill-sides

to attract the eye, and remind the observer that
the time has arrived for the leagiie between the

factory and the bobbin-mill and the woodland
portion of the farm.

It is no wonder that the neighbours who can
find or make time hang about the spot. The
boys hnd cast snake skins iia the grass, and peer
about to discover where the snakes and vipers are

burying themselves for the winter. The scpiirrels
are a far prettier sj)ort

—
always pretty at their

play, and even more interesting when they are

collecting and hiding their winter store. They
rustle among the fallen leaves when seizing a
beech -nut

; and patiently they sit in wait for
acorns ; and deftly they pick up any hazel-nut,
lost from a child's pocket, or swept down by the
breeze. Then there are the wood pigeons, makino-
themselves at home for the winter

; and the rooks
carrying on a close examination of their nesting
trees, as if with clear foresight of St. Valentine's

season. These stirrings in the woodlands, with

the mournfid charm of falling leaves, and the

beauty of variegated foliage, may well draw thither

aU who love pleasures not the less for their being
calm and grave.

In a small way these young woods remind one of

the old woods where the ancient customs of the

swineherds still exist. We do not rival Germany
in either the extent of our forests or the docility

of our pigs. We do not train oiir swine to under-

stand the horn or obey the whip ; but there are

forest ranges stiU in England where acorns and

beechmast are plentiful, and where racy pork is

bred, as good as any in Westphalia or Ohio. I

am unpoetical enough to believe that the very best

pork is that reared on meal and milk as the staple

food ;
but I own to a feeling of gratitication when

my boys come home with a basketfid of beech-

nuts for the pig, or the village children offer acorns

for sale. We buy all they bring. My wife says
it is because " Ivaidaoe

" came out when we were

children, investing swine feeding with a perpetual
charm. However that may be, the farmers' pigs
are out in the beech and oak woods at this time,

in all good mast and acorn seasons. Every year
at this season, too, our children ask once more
whether our ancestors really ate acorns, and taste,

and try again, and cannot conceive it possible. If

told the tradition of sweet acorns, they inquire

why our pigs have not the advantage of them at

this day.
October is so charming a month to us at home

that we envy neither the Alpine climber, nor the

angler in Norway, nor the contemi>lative philo-

sopher in London, nor the Lincolnshire fowler,

nor the swineherd in the New Forest, or the Black

Forest, or "the primeval forest
"
across the At-

lantic, or any other. Our hands are full of busi-

ness ; but we enjoy it. I am suiierintending the

planting of new fruit trees, and the setting up of

a new evergreen hedge, while the girls are taking

up their geraniums and making a spring bed,
dressed with the finest soil, and tilled with hya-
cinth bulbs, and tulips, and anemones, and hepa-
ticas—a border of crocuses of all colours running
roimd it. In the pleasure of this preparation for

spring, they can bear the sight and scent of dying
leaves, and blossoms that fall with a touch, or

without one. A few hollyhocks and asters and

starworts, set off with bright holly sprays, and
red vine leaves, and yellow ash and birch sprays,
and dark ivy, and the scarlet and piirple berries

of the season, make a good substitute in the house
for summer bouquets ; and outside the house, the

Virginia-creeper, relieved against the ivy, with
bunches of clematis hanging fi'om the angles, and a
China rose or two beside the door, may well satisfy
us in these shortening days. The old women from
the village have daily employment now in keeping
the lawn and the green walk clear of leaves ;

and
the compost heap beside the orchard becomes

something vast. The gardener is ridging his va-

cated beds, and thinning his turnips and s|)inach,
and earthing up the celery. He is, perhaps, a

little jealous of my wife's notion of what clean

glass is. Now that the greenhouse has been

thoroughly examined, and every chink mended,
my wife proceeds to have every pane there, and
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also in tlie liandlights in tlie garden, made as

bright as her drawing-room windows. Sho says
the plants want every ray of Ught that can be had,
now that the sun looks at us so aslant. She

helps Harry, too, to guard his own small concerns

against the coming frosts, regarding it as an edu-

cational process. So they have bent sallows over

the child's most precious plants, and have hung
mats over, which it is a daily business of the ut-

most consequence to take off when the sun is up,

and remember to put down before sunset.

The grand pleasure of the time, however, is the

clearing of the orchard—the gathering of the

winter fruits. It has been an agreeable ilaily task

to pick out the ripest swans-egg and bergamot

pears from the sunniest boughs, and to cherish the

later grapes, trimming away every doubtful berry,
and pruning to within an inch of the bunch

;
but

the real festival is the apple gathering.
We are all on the watch as to the proceedings

of our cider-brewing neighbours. Somebody bursts

into the kitchen or parlour with news that Farmer
A. or B. is having his barrels cleaned and aired,

and the baskets and cloths washed and dried, and
the mill insjiected, and the vats scoured ;

and then

we make ready to strip our trees. We cannot

make so boisterous an affair of it as our neighbours,
who are going to crush their apples immediately.
We are going to keep ours ; so we take the means
of keeping them, pidling each with a gentle

wrench, and handling all as if they were eggs.

Those that fall are kept sejiarate, and freely

allowed for anybody's immediate iise. My wife

has no idea of shutting them up "to sweat "
in

straw or sawdust, or even sand. We do not like

tainted ajjples, be the taint ever so innocent. A
clean room, and plenty of air, dry wiping after

the sweating, and then jilcnty of air again, as

they lie on clean wood (tloor or shelf)
—this is

her recipe for keeping apples as long as apples can

be kept.
There are few sights pleasanter than the last

hour of apple-cropping on a sunny October after-

noon, when the house is deserted, and all the

family, and a few neighbours, and perhaps a

beggar or two are standing in the sun, and peer-

ing into the trees for the last bit of gold-green or

russet fruit, or rejoicing over the basket and bar-

row loads, and broad piles of apples. But this

year we shall be more thankful than ever before

for a plentiful crop, for never, I fear, was the

excellent nourishment covei'ed up with the rind

of the apple more needed than it seems likely to

be this winter. It is not generally understood

that the apple is pj'ime among fruits for the same
excellence which makes the potato prime among
vegetables

—the high quality and good combination

of the nourishment it contains. The alimentary
chemists tell us that the apple, when truly ripened,
is much more than a luxury. With the stimu-

lating quality of one species of food it unites the

nourishing properties of another, and thus it is a

real resource, if it were but known, when meat
and Hour are dearest. If provisions should be

as dear as we expect this next winter, we must
do our utmost with our prodigious crop of apples.

Apples and rice will be about the cheapest articles

prociu'able ; and it will not cost us much—us who

gi-ow apples
—to put a good many into the cot-

tages and little shops near us, with plenty of rice

(broken rice for cheapness, which is just as good,
thoiigh not so handsome, as whole rice), to make
a substantial meal for hungry folk.

When we leave the orchard, there is always a

merry set of fellows ready to enter it. We give
it up to the village boys, who have leave to take
all they can find, on the clear understanding that
no injury shall be done to the trees. It will lie

easily understood that the smallest apples are left

on i)urpose, and hei-e and there a few which are

not of the smallest. By the shouts and laughter
which reach us in the house, they seem to be well

amused till it is too dark to pretend to tind more

apples.
One more peculiarity of October must be noticed—a solemn and sweet feature of the time. As the

fruits of one year fall, the seeds of centuries of

growth are sown. By the mechanism of nature,
the stocking of the earth with every kind of

growth, from the oak of a thousand years to the

weed of a day, is carried on. The acorn falLs

on moist earth, and is trodden in by man or

beast ;
the berries of the mountain ash are carried

by Inrds, and dropped on ledges of rock, where

they strike in any handful of soil that may be

there. Winged seeds are floated by the winds till

they stop in some favourable place. The light
and downy sorts are spread abroad by every
breeze that Idows. Those that are hooked are

conveyed by the coats of browsing animals. While
men are putting seeds into the ground by mil-

lions with all due care. Nature is planting and

so^ang on a much larger scale, surpassing man
while he is busy, and going on while he is sleep-

ing or making holiday. To appreciate what is

thus done, one has only to try to comit the plants
on the tiu'f one has been lying on, on any common,
or the seedlings within any square yard of airy
woodland. Now is the time to see how the re-

plenishing of the earth begins before it is emi>tied

of its ripened produce. For every tree that is

felled thousands are sown ;
and for every llower

that falls millions more are provided. What my
girls have been doing with pains and care, in their

bed of spring bulbs, is done silently over all the

continents and islands in our zone. New life is

provided for before decay begins.

THE ICEBERG.
EV A. STKWAKT IIAKRISOX.

(CoucJuded fi-om p. -114.)

"I dout know how it was, but I never could

feel to dislike him—not when I knew all about

it ;
and I don't believe, now, he meant to act the

villain, and leave her. As he said, if it hadu"t

been for the drink, he might have been alive and

happy now. It's a bad thing for a man not to be

able to regulate his drink
;

causes him lots of

misfortunes. Chaps like him ought to leave it oli"

altogether ; still it's a hard thing to see fellows

jolly, and not join ;
makes a fellow feel like a wet

blanket to his mates—they're so jolly and merry,
and he drinking his lemonade or water. It's

rather hard, I should think.
" The boy, he keiit on saj-ing, 'A sail ! A sail !'

He was gone cranky, you sec—didn't know where
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five days or so,

was all I could

was too bad
in a sort

to

of

he was, and weak as an infant—couldn't eat : so

I was obliged to boil the seal-beef and give him

the gi'avy by spoonfids. Just like a child he

was, and, when he hadn't got the spoon to his

lips, kept saying.
' A sail ! A sail !

'

as if he

hadn't said it live hundred times before.

"It was hard woik, for 1 was getting weak,
and 80 sore round the waist, ankles, and neck,

I could hardly bear to move
;

and you see I

couldn't let Sands lie there right in the boy's

sight, so I took liim round to the other side. It

took me about three hours to get him there. I

might have thrown him off altogether, but I

didn't want any susjiicion of foul-play, and there

might have been if he'd been missing when we
were found.

"This I carried on for some
— eating and feeding the boy
do.

"I let the lamps alone, for I

get to trim them, and lay all day
stupid fit, half-asleei)

—half not.
" It kept getting hotter over head all the time,

and it was enough to frighten one to see how
the ice melted, pouring down in streams like a

waterfall all day and all night. I could almost

tell the time of day by the sound of the falling
water. Mid-day it was a regular roar, and then

about three or four o'clock in the morning it was
almost still. You could almost see it melt. Two
or three days after this the boy still kept mut-

tering,
' A sail I

—a sail !

'
I began to get dizzy

and queer like—coiddn't see now and then. I

thought it woidd soon be all up with me.
"At last I seemed to grow blind— couldn't

open my eyes nor move at all. Still I could

tell it was getting towards evening, for the sound
of the fall was less

; but I couldn't move to give
the boy anything nor to get anything myself ;

indeed I didn't seem to care about it, nor about
him neither, for that matter.

"I wasn't in pain—rather the other; very
pleasant sort of feeling, for I was lying" on
Sands' coat and my own. Then I feU asleep.

" I don't know any more till I came to, as the
women call it.

" I was in a bunk of a small barque, I could teU
that by the short pitch she made. Long ships

always pitch slower. I heard somebody say :

' He's all right, doctor.
'

" So I was in a little while—sat i;p and asked
for food. Lord bless you, sir, how good it was ; I

never tasted anything half as sweet as that beef-tea
the doctor gave me. Nice !

—I can't tell how nice
it was. You see I'd been getting up an appetite
for it. Whether I should like to go to the same
school again to learn how nice beef-tea could be, I
don't know—rather think not.

" In a few days I was well—rather thin and pale,
I think, to what I am now—and then I asked them
how they found me.

"'Mate '11 tell you,' says the Captain,
you his log, you can copy it if you like.'

"I did, and here it is, a fair copy—it looks nice,
you see, by the side of these others, cause they
were WTitten when the paper was soaked with
water and my fingers were numbed with cold,
and written with pencil, too. This I wrote in the

give

Captain's cabin with a pen. I kept it in the same

book, tho' the paper was bad, so as to have it

altogether.
" I took the book, and Avith Mr. Stevens' per-

mission, copied the log again :

"Barque Esmeralda, June 21*i.—Wind S.W.

S.,
—rather heavy; got sun long. 42" 10' lat. 44°,

15'. Wind steady—twelve o'clock—sighted a sail

three points starboard-bow—couldn't see name—
carpenter finished new spanker-boom— ojjened

hatches, took up 3 casks beef and 1 bottle porter.

About two o'clock sighted an iceberg right a-head—
2^^ss6i^g^'' wanted to see it nearer— Captain

ordered to steer accordingly. About foiir could

make out shajie. Mr. Burton said he could see

two black and white bii-ds on it with the glass
—

was quite sure
;
half-past foiu- saw that they were

a man and a boy—lowered quarter-boat starboard,
and went to fetch them off

; they lay on a shelf

about six feet out of the water—some difficulty to

get at them—sent up three men and lowered them
into the boat. They seemed dead—went round
and found another man—lowered him into the

boat—took off three seal-skidls with black wicks
in them

;
been used as lamps ; clothing, and also

three guns. Brought all aboard. Doctor said

one man—the one found alone—was quite dead
;

the others not dead. Had baths in the Captain's
cabin. Boy came to and said,

' A sail ! a sail !

'

and kept on saying it : the man seemed nearly
dead. After four hours—about half-past eight

—
he came to, and said,

' Where's the boy ?
' Told

him he was all right
—Took in stun-sails—Wind

shifted two points
—

Iceberg huU down at ten—lost

sight of it at twelve.

''June 22nd.—Wind S.S.W.—Heavy rain—
man better—boy still keeps saying,

' A sail ! a

sail !

' Doctor says he's quite mad—man not

allowed to talk—buried the dead man—marks on

clothing,
'
J. Sands ;

'

clothing good, but much
worn and sodden.

' ' ' Esther ' marked on the arm in blue points
with red capitals. Two flags and a half moon
under, with a part of a head on it—may be the

picture of half a coin of some kind—no other

marks on the bodj'. Doctor read prayers.
"Wind shifted, and blew rather heavy from

S.W. Took in the main royal.
" June 2'Srd. Man better

; boy stUl muttering
when not being fed

; can't eat yet ;
man got up at

four o'clock and came on deck ; said his name was
Stevens

; that they got on the berg in May fi'om

the Belle of Aberdeen. Out twenty-nine days
when he went off. We found him next day, the
30th out we expect. Doctor saj's another day
wmdd have killed them both. The man. Sands,
died the 24th day out, at night."

'There, that's the log,' said Ben, 'and now I

can tell you the rest, for I was weU on the fourth

day ; though not strong
—could walk about the

deck. The doctor gave me some ointment for my
throat and waist, and I was all right in about a
week.
"The boy, too, got better, and left off mutter-

ing. Doctor read to him, made him work al)out

the ship, and tried all sorts of ways to make him
think of something else.

"In another fortnight I said good-bye to the
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EsraeraltLa's peojile, and started for the north in a

steamer, taking tlie hoy with me.
" We saw the owner, and found that the Captain

of the Belle of Aberdeen had written home, and
that they'd given xis up for lost. Sleepy Sam
reached the ship tlie day after he left us.

" The owner was so pleased with me that he

gave me 500/. for taking care of his son. 1 said

i'd only done my duty, but he woidd have mc
take it, so at last I did.

' ' '

And,
'

says he,
'

Ben, my boy
'

(they always
call xis boys),

'

Ben, my boy,' says he,
'
if ever

you want a friend, you know where to come for

one. I should liave been a broken-hearted man,
Ben, if it hadn't been for you taking care of him.

God bless you, Ben. Biit you must come and see

his mother before you go.'
"
Well, I went up to the house, and saw a fine,

handsomely- dressed old lady. You see they
weren't likely to have any more, and that made
them all the fonder of the boy.

" ' Mr. Stevens, my dear,' says he to her.
" You'd hardly think it, but it's as tnie as I

stand here—the old lady went down on her knees

to me and kissed my hand, and cried fit to break

her heart.
" 'God bless you, Mr. Stevens,' says she, 'God

bless you, for your kindness to my poor boy. I'll

never forget you. You must take this to think

of me sometimes. I shall always pray for you.'
"

It was a ring. That's it," said Ben, showing
me a solid-looking gold ring with a large diamond
in it.

"
Well, I took it, for I was getting quite un-

comfortable at her taking on so
; but, Lord bless

you, it seemed to do her good to have her cry out,

and the owner, he looked on and wiped his eyes
now and then. Last of all, I was obliged to say
I'd only done my duty by the boy. But she

wouldn't listen, but kept saying,
' God bless you,'

and crying over my hand, and then she seemed to

go ofl" faint, so I got away then. Of course, as

soon as I could, I came home.
"I found mother all right. 'How's Esther?'

says I, as jaunty as if I didn't care a button about

her. Mother looked pretty hard at me.
" '

Oh, she's well enough.'
" '

Fitzjames come back ?' says I.

" '

No, he'll never come back—a villain !

'

says
mother. She was always down on him when she

had a chance. Of course I knew he'd never come
back better than she did'.

" T went to see Esther next day. She shook

hands and kissed me, said I looked ill, then says,

'Have you got anything to tell me?' I don't

know how it was she asked this—sort of what you
call presentiment, or instinct, same as dogs have.

Lord, sir, a woman or a dog can always tell what

you mean before you sjieak
—in things about the

feelings. Some children, too, have this kind of

thing very strong. Perhaps, after all, I looked as

if I knew something.
" ' Have you seen him ?'— '

him,' you know, as

if there wasn't other hims—and asking me, too,

just as if I cared as much about it as she did ;

but Lord, sir, they don't think anybody's a right
to think of anybody but their

' him.'
" '

Yes,' says I,
' I have seen him, Esther.'

"'Where is he? Take me to him!' She
looked at me a miiuite. '

No, Ben,' says she,
'

he's dead ! I know he is ! I see he is ! Oh, my
God ! my own Fitzjames is dead !

' And she

gripped my hand so hard, and sank back in the

chair, and shut her eyes.
" After a little she says,

'

Ben, tell me all about
it. Poor fellow I dead !

'

" I told her as much as I could about it
;
and

then I told her about the sixpence.
" ' Give it me,' she said,

'

give it me, Ben. It's

the last thing f gave him before—give it me.'
"

I gave it her, and she kissed it quite solemn

like, just as tlio' it had l)ecn his dead forehead.
' ' Then L told her Avhat he said about his not

meaning to leave her.
" 'Did he say that?'
" ' He did Esther—he swore it; and I believe it.'

" She looked hard at me for a little, and then

said,
' ' ' Thank you, Ben, for that ;

I'm so glad you
believe it. I knew he didn't mean to leave me

;

'

and she got up and called her father, and says,
" '

Father, he didn't mean to leave me. Ask
Ben here ; he said so with his dying breath. He
swore it, Ben, didn't he ? and Ben believes it him-

self, don't you, Ben? Tell father, do.'
' ' I told the old man.
" '

Ah,' says he,
'

poor fellow 1 Dead too ! He's

rightly punished.'
' ' '

But,
'

says she,
' he told Ben he didn't mean

to wrong me—he did
;

' and she seemed as if she

was quite glad.
' I knew he never did.'

" 'Don't see,' said the father,
'
it makes much

difference whether he did or not. He did it, and

you've lost your good name,—and ours too, for

that matter, Esther.'
" ' I know it, I know it ; but still he told Ben

that he didn't mean to leave me. God bless

him !

' And she fell to kissing the bit of sixpence
like mad.

' ' I saw she was going off into hysterics, so T

called her mother, and left ;
for it's no use a

man's fussing about at them times ; you can't do

any good, and get in the way a good deal.

" Next day she came down to mother's.
" '

Ben,' says she,
' here's the pound I owe you;

it's the first I've saved out of the shirts. The

curate's been very good to me, and so has his

wife. She always shakes hands with me
;
and

one day I was crying when she came, for baby
was so ill, and she kissed me, Ben, on the fore-

head, and said, "Poor chdd." . I feel just like as

if she was my mother, Ben, she's been so good to

me.'
" I took the pound, and gave her the paper,

and I dithi't see any more of her for some week

or so.
" One day I had a letter from the owner's wife,

asking me if she could do anything for Santls'

relations ;
for the boy, you sec, had told her about

Sands. So I went down to Esther, and showed

her the letter, and asked her what I should say.
" ' Did the yoimg gentleman see much of him,

Ben ?
'

" ' Of course,' says I,
' was there all the time

—took his turn of lighting the lamps when Sands

was bad.'
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"'Was " Saucls
"

his real name, not Fitz-

james?'
"
'Yes, Samls.'

" ' I should like, Ben, to go and live with the

lady, so as to he near this young gentleman who's

seen so much of him.'
" You see, she might have lived with me, only I

couldn't say that, and she didn't seem to think

of it.

" '

I don't know that she'd like that, either. If

you'd been his wife, you see, it would have been

dilKerent.'
" ' But he did mean that I shoidd be, didn't he,

Ben?'
" 'That's true, but then you're not ;

but still,

I'll write and ask her.'

" ' And you"ll try and get me to go, Ben ?
'

"'Esther,' says I, 'I'd lay down my hfe to

serve you any time, and I promised Sands I'd do

anything T could for you, with this hand in both

his.'
" She took my hand into both hers, and kissed

it hard, but I could see it was 'cause it had

touched his. She'd 'a kissed anything that had

touched him, she v.nuld ;
and though she was

kissing my hand I couldn't have told her 1 loved

her then, anyhow. I should have choked if I'd

tried.
"
Well, I wrote and told the lady all about it,

and she sent for her and the baby, and called her

'Mrs. Sands.'
' ' Esther woiddn't give me baclc the letter with

that in it, though it was written for me
;
but I

didn't care so long as she was hajipy.
" I took her down there, and all the way down,

she did nothing but cry and talk about Sands. I

took her to the owner's house, and she saw the

lady and the boy, and I left her there, and went
another voyage

—not north though, you may giiess,

I'd had enough of ice for some time. I had money
enough to stop ashore, but I never felt quite easy
about it, so I settled some of the money u])on

mother, and the rest upon Esther, without her

knowing it, and went ofi'.

"I got a letter from—the owner's son—I sup-

pose I ought to call him now, instead of ' the

boy,' seeing he was quite the gentleman in the

counting-house now.
"It's here in the pocket of this book."
He took the letter, old, creased, and yellow,

from the pocket, handed it me, and with his leave

I copied it afte^vards. It ran thus :

Glasgow, Street, Aug. 18—.
Dr. Ben,—I told you I'd write soon, so I'm now

going to fulfil my promise. I'm in the counting-
house,

—
got the drudgery to go through. Governor

says that no boy's fit for anything as a clerk until he's

done the lowest work of the ofiice. You and he think
alike : I recollect tarring down that back-stay by .your
orders now. I don't get much pocket-monej-, still

enough, you know, Ben
; and Aunt Nelly has given,me

a couple of pistols. I can hit a card six times out of

ten,
— at twenty paces.

I haven't got much more to say. My neck has got
all right, except a scar, and tliere's a scar on the left

leg where I hit it that day I fell on the blocks.
That puts me in mind of Mis. Sands. I say, Ben,

was she Mrs. Sands, after all ? You know what I

mean. " The boy," as you used to call me, is quite

out of mother's gool books, and Mrs. Sands', too, be-

cause he won't tell for the ten thousandth time the

story of being on the ice.

I've had to tell so many people, I'm sick of it, and

mother wants me to tell it over and over again ;
and as

for Mrs. Sands, she's always bothering me to know how

he died. I hked Sands well enough, you know, but I

didn't see him die, and was stupid after I saw the sail,

so I could tell her very little. She's marked in her

prayer-book the prayer the doctor read over him when

he was buried.

Everybody says you're next door to a fool for going

to sea again, but 1 suppose you know best. ilrs.

Sands is, after all, a nice woman, and mother takes to

her uncommonly,—treats her more like a daughter than

a servant, and she's more like one, too. I know many
girls that aint half as ladylike as she is, spite of their

silks. I've got my clothes under her, and I haven't

had a button off for weeks. I u.sed always to go about

with a bit of string or cotton somewhere for a button.

I say, Ben, if you were to stick up to her, she'd have

you, I know. I saw her cry over your last letter, m
her room.

" I'd mentioned Sands in it," said Ben, by way
of explanation.

She's only a widow, after all, and any one might be

proud of that young Sands, he's such a jolly little chap—
strong as possible

—we're quite friends. He seems

to like me, and Mrs. Sands is never happier than when
I'm nursing him. She says I've been near him, and

he would have nursed him. She means Sands.

Good bye, old fellow. Thanks for feeding me with a

bone spoon. Mother keeps it in her pocket, I think.

If you want a friend, Ben, or money, or anything, you
know where to find your own boi/. He aint a boy now,

though. Your own,
Fred Trelawnet.

' '

I had one or two more letters that voyage, but

nothing in them that's about my story. He used

to write about himself ; boys mostly do I think.

Sometimes he mentioned Esther—not often much
about her, just said she was well, sent her love,

or something of that kind.

I "I was gone about a twelvemonth ; and, of

course, when I got back I went to see them at

Glasgow.
"The owner's wife, she shook my hand, and

Esther kissed me as cool as could be, just as if

I'd been her brother, while I coidd have held

her, and never let her go, if I'd not been care-

ful of myself. She was going away from there

to take care of the old people at home, so we
went together ;

and all ^he time she talked of

Sands, till I was nigh sick of it
;

still I didn't

show it, because I liked to hear her talk
;
she'd

got a pleasant way wdth her that made you feel

happy, no matter what she said, and you never

would have made her see that Sands wasn't

the pleasantest sulqect to talk to me about.
" We got home—I lived with mother, and

she with the old folks. I got a berth at a ship-

yard, as foreman rigger, and I didn't care to go to

sea again.
" I went to see her every day and nursed the

youngster, he soon got to know me, and called me
' Pa.' She didn't mind a bit,

—rather liked it, I

think.
" One day, after I'd been at home about six

months, mother says to me.
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" '

Ben, you might as well go and ask Esther to

live with yon, yon spend so much of your time

there, that people talk ahout it.'

" ' I wish to Ciod,' says I—quite red, 1 know
I was— ' that people would mind their own
concerns.

'

" '

Ah, well !

'

says she,
'

they won't, and never
will'

" That evening I went down to Esther, and I

said to her :
—

" '

Esther, I can't live like this much longer
—

Esther, I'm getting ill, and the river looks too plea-
sant in the moonlight to make me feel safe. I shall do

something desperate : I'm not quite my own master
at times. Esther, I want you to he my wife.'

'"I couldn't make you happy if I was, Ben—I
can never forget podr John.'

" '

Esther,' says I,
'
if you'll marry me I shall

be happier than I am now. I want a companion,
and I'm always up here after you and people talk
about it—not men, you know,' says I, 'for I'd

soon lind a way to stop their mouths ' "—(Ben's
clenched list certainly looked at this momenta
very effectual remedy for a fast tongue in an un-
wise head).

" ' But it's the women, Esther, and I

can't stoj) tliem saying what tliey like. They're
so kind always to one of their own sex, too, that's

had a misfortune.'
" ' So they talk, do they, Ben ?

'

" '

Yes, they do
; and it's better, unless I'm to

(See p. iS~.)

go to sea. or away again, that we shoidtl be

married. '

" '

Ben,' saj's she,
'
it isn't every man that would

make that offer to a woman like me with no good
name, and a baby.'
'"I do though, Esther.'
" '

Well, then, Ben, 1 will be ji-our wife. I can't

give you the same kind of love that jioor John had,
but ril do my duty to you as a good wife, and I'm
sure you'll be a father to my boy, Ben, dear.'

"She said this as calm as if I'd asked her to

take a walk, or anything else as simple.
"I went down home, and told mother: she

seemed glad of it : I sujipose she saw it must be

anyhow.

" Xext night, as I was leaWng, Esther put a

letter in my hand,
' Head that when you l'i t

home,
'

says she ; 'it may alter your mind, Ben,

about this.
'

" I recollect well the feeling it gave me when I

took it.

' ' When I got home I read it—there it is—least-

w-ays, that's a copy of it."

I read :
—

Dear Bi:x,
—Wlicn I was at l^fanchester, when little

Jolinny was lioni, the doctor told me I slioukl never l>e

a mother again. I don't nn'lerstaiid these thincrs, but

tliat's what he said. I couhlu't tell you this, because

it's act the sort of thing I could talk about to you ;
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but I ilidn't think it right to marry y:u without
|

letting you know it.

Yours very affectionately,
|

Esther Sands.

"Now you know it was nitlier (lamping to me,

'cause 1 'm fond of cliUclren ;
it makes you feel good

to have the little ones crawling about you, and i

going to sleep in your arms. Them French women !

wouldn't be half as bail if they nursed their own

babies, to my mind. But stdl 1 didn't feel like

giving it up, 'cause of that, but I thought it
[

was -what many women wouldn't have done in

her case, and I thought all the more of her
j

for it.
_ I

"
Well, we were married by the curate, and his

wife came to the wedding and kissed her. There i

are some good Christian women in the world, 1

and that grey-eyed wife of the curate was one.
j

" We took this little house near the old

people, and there we lived as happy as could

be. .She did her duty if ever woman did. T

never had to speak twice about anything—the

moment I expressed a wish for anything, she

seemed to do her best to get it for me. My way
was always best, at least for her, she said ; but

I don't know how it was, I wasn't quite satis-

fied. Seemed as if there was something more
wanted to make me quite happy. She did all

I wanted, and yet, somehow, it wasn't quite
what I wanted. I'm siire she loved me, but

not, as she told me at first, with tke same love

she had felt for Sands.
" We used to talk about ];iim, and it made

me nigh mail at times to see her eyes sparkle
and her face glow when I praised him. She
was always more fond of me after I'd been talking
of Sands.

" She couldn't see a fault in him. I've heard a

good deal in my time about first love and second

love, and that sort of thing, but my opinion is

tbis, that a woman can only love once with that

kind of love that sees no faults—that kind of love

that takes up all his opinions, his views—so that

if you know his you know hers.

"Well, if they do get married in this state of

mind, they don't wake out of it for a long time—mostly they don't, for that kind of love isn't

found much after twenty ; it's like a fever, they
have it, and they're safe then. Other things
weigh with them—a man's jjosition, his means,
and so on. They get more set then, criticise (don't

you call it ?
)

a man, know his faults, admit
them to others, but then they do their duty almost
better in one case than the other

; still a man feels

somehow which kind of love he's got, and he's
never quite satisfied without the first kind—at
least I think so. I remember one night, about
three months after we were married, I'd been
talking of Sands a good deal to somebody who'd
been to supper Avith us, aiul she was quite alive I
could see—made me describe him, and listened as

though she'd never heard it all before. We locked
up the house and went to bed—that room, right
over your head, was our bed-room—she fell asleep
almo.st directly with one hand imder my neck, and
her face to me. I was awake, for, yon see, I'd
been talking and got excited a little. It was a

moonlight night, and the Hght came in between

and the side of the window right on

was
time. Next morning,

dreaming of him, and

the blind,

her face.
" I was looking at her, as I said, half on my

back, and half on my side—presently she put
her other hand to my face, and stroked it as

tender as if I'd been a baby, and murmured

'John, dear John,' and then drew my face to

hers, and kissed me. She was dead asleep, too,

—but, by G—d, sir, it was a thing I shall never

forget ! How I felt then ! It was an awful thing

to hear her say 'John, dearest John,' and my
name Ben. She was dreaming of him, and he

dead, but I didn't get over that for some
she told me she'd been

that she had kissed him.

I didn't tell her I knew it before, though, for she

was ahvays as kind as could be to me when awake ;

still, you know, it goes to prove that she hadn't

the kind of love for me that I wanted, and I

couldn't make her feel any different if I spoke
ever so much, so I never told her.

" After this, it happened once or twice ;
but T

used to wake her up by touching her, or some way
or another. I couldn't bear it, you see. By G—d,

I couldn't, sir ! You fancy your wife whispering,

'John, dearest John,' and your name Ben aU the

while.
"
S9 we lived on for aboiitten years ; she's been

dead fifteen years come next Michaelmas ;
23rd

Sei)tember she died, in that room where I sleep

now. I don't know what she died of; but she kept

getting i)aler and thinner, and more dreamy in the

day-time, for years ;
then took to her bed, and

was there nigh upon six months. Just before she

died she made me tell her all about how Sands

died, and what he said ; and she took the two
bits of the sixpence in her right hand, and shut it

fast, and told me she'd like to be biiried with 'em

there.
' ' ' There's one thing,

'

she says,
' I should like,

too, Ben dear, if you don't mind ; you won't be

angry wath me.
' '

Angry with her,
' and she lay

dying. I told her I'd do anything that she asked

me.
" ' Can't you put poor John's name on the

tombstone, Ben ?
'

"'I don't know how, Esther; it ain't as if

you'd been his wife.'
" I did'n't mean this unkind, and she knew it,

for we always talked that way about it.

" 'But he meant to make me his wife, didn't

he, Ben ?
'

'"He did, Esther, I'm sure.'
" ' Can't you say that, then, on it ?

'

"'I don't see how. I'll speak to the curate

about it, so as to make it look projier." ' Thank you, Ben. You've been a good hus-

band to me, Ben, better than I deserved ;
but I

didn't deceive you, did I, Ben ? I told you at

first I couldn't feel for you hke I did for poor
John, didn't I, Ben ?

'

" ' You did, Esther, and I know it, and I

have felt it
;
but you've been a good wife to me,

you've done your dvity to me, and thank you
for it.' You see I never could say much, if I felt

ever so.

"The curate's wife came in just then, and
Esther's eyes looked bright ; that little grey-eyed
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woman made everybody look better for being with

her.
" '

Esther, can I no anything for you ?
'

" ' My boy will want a mother ; 1)0 one to him,
wiU you V

'

' ' ' That I will, Esther ;

' and she came round to

the bedside, and kissed her.
" '

Ben, take my hand, and hold it in yours,

dear.
'

" I took her hand, and held it till she died.

Just before she died, she said,
" ' God bless you, Ben. I'm sorry to leave

you, dear, but I'm going to him. I'll teU liira ynr.

kept your promise. Be as kind to his boy as

you've been to me, Ben. God bless you.'
"She never spoke again, but lay quite still

for an hour or more with her eyes shut, and

1 only knew she was dead when her hand felt

cold.
" '

Come, Ben,' says the curate's wife,
'

you
mustn't stay here now, it wiU do you no good.

Come, Ben.'
" She took my hand, and I took hers, and she

led me downstairs to this room, and put me in

the chair you're sitting in. She gave her orders

to the servant about getting somebody to come.

I coiddn't let go her hand, it seemed to keep me
alive ;

and she let it stay there. I seemed to

fancy that Esther was not dead when I held that

hand. I don't know how long she stayed. Esther

died at eight ;
and they told me afterwards that

the curate had been, and seen me holding his

wife's hand, and left her there till I fell asleep,

about two o'clock ;
so that six mortal hours did

she sit beside me. It was the kindest thing I

ever knew even a woman do. Some people might
think it fooUsh. I think it saved me my reason,

for I felt as if I was out of my mind when I found

Esther's hand get cold.
"
I went to the funeral, and we had a stone put

up ;
and you can see it in the churchyard there.

We had put on it,

" ' Saci-ed to the memory of Esther, the in-

tended wife of John Sands, and wife of Benjamin
Stevens.'

" It woidd make no difference to her whether I

put it on or not, but I always keep my word, you
know ;

can't feel it right to break it to any but

mad people, when you've made them a promise to

keep them quiet. I don't know that it's right

even then."

"And the son?"

"0, he's captain of the 'Clara,' now gone to

Melbourne. He was away when she died. He
ditbi't want to go to sea ; but, as I told him, his

mother's story would be sure to leak out, and he'd

find ashore that he'd have hard lines on account

of it; so he went to sea, and he's been captain

this last three years, and a thoro' good seaman

too."

"I see you don't wear your wife's wedding-

ring."
" No

; I couldn't get it over any of my lingers,

it's so small ; but it's not colder now than it was

when she had it on her linger."
"
Well, Ben, yours is a strange story."

"Perhaps it is; but there's many a stranger

stowed away in some men's hearts ; aye, and

many a log that, ovcrhaided, would^make men
stare a little."

' '

Perhaps you'll let me look at what you call

your 'land-logs
' some day."

"
0, yes. It's no use living if you don't do

some good ; and perhaps somebody might be hap-
pier for knowing what Ben Stevens had seen in

his sixty years' voyage."
I went through the cliurcliyard home, aii<l

looked at the tombstone, and felt a respect for the

old sailor who goes about with his wife's wcdiling-

riiig on his heart—not the less either because hi.s

lingers had been made too large l>y toil for the

ring to lit them. I began to think it possible that

a hard hand and a soft heart may exist together.
I feel satisfied that they are united in my friend

Ben Stevens.

AIMLESS.
A I.M LESS to float upon the tide of life,

Aimles.s, and therefore hopeless
—s;ulJest fate

That man can ever know— with danger rile,

Black danger to the soul's eternal state.

Better to have creation's meanest thing
On which to lavish thought and energy.

Than, bounding wishes in one daily ring,

Content oneself to eat, and sleep, and be.

And yet, when darkness brooding o'er my soul.

Hides the fair mountain tops where I would clinili
;

When from earth'.s valley chilly mists uproll,

And my tried land-marks vanish in the rime
;

Then, I could almost wish myself a clod,

Who lived because he lived—some happy fool,

Like sheep who crops from day to day the sod,

Or lazy fly upon a stagnant po61,

So I might only be at rest—at rest—
Nor blind mine eyes with looking at the light,

Nor, struggling for the highest and the best,

Fall from the summit of an Alpine height

To the deep chasm of a starless night !

Anna Ha<;kdox.

JAPANESE FRAGMENTS.
BY CAPTAIN SHERAKI) (KSBORN, R.N.

CH.VPTEK VIII.

The English intercourse with Japan, which

opened under the auspices of William Adams, ni

1C13, as the favourite of the European lyeyas,

was short Kved, for many causes which it is umic-

cessary to enter into. Adams died in 1()19 or

1()20, a detenu in Japan, although allowed to take

service in the East India Company's factory in

Firaudo ;

* and, three years afterwards, the Com-

pany's factor withdrew. The trade with Japan thus

reverted entirely into the hands of the Dutch,

and they from that time forth successfidly pre-

served their monopoly, materially assisted in their

policy by that of the Imperial Government, wliu

saw no safety or peace for Japan, except in a rigid

system of exclusion from aU direct communication

with foreign nations and foreign creeds. For two

centuries this system was faithfully and imi>ar-

* S'jo "M.-inonals of .I.i).au" edited for the Hakluyt

Society, by Tliouias RuuduU, Esq.
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tiiillj' adhered to, in s\ntc of a weak cfl'ort, iu the

reign of Charles 11., and of several subsequent
ones by England nnder the auspices of Sir Stam-

ford UalUes, then Covernor of Java, as well by
the Russians, who as early as the year 1792 tried

to obtain a footing in the country. But to all

there was one reply.
"
Formerly our empire had

coniniunication with several nations, but experience
has caused us to adopt the opposite course. It is

not ])ermitted unto Japanese to trade abroad, nor

can foreigners enter our country."
When the Tuoiiopoly of the trade to China by

the East India Com2)any was abrogated, a won-

derful expansion of commerce between that

country and Europe, as well as America, immedi-

ately ensued. The ten years which elapsed
between 18.S0 and 1840 did more to open up our

knowledge of the countries lying beyond the

Indian Ocean, thau the previous century had done ;

The efforts, therefore, of those sections of the

English and American communities iu China were
all ill-digested, feverish, and exhilnted no perse-
verance or detei-minatiou ; whilst the British

officials, though evidently hankering after a trade
with Japan, did nothing effective towards the
desired end.

Au Execution. (Fac-simile )

and this progress was still further stimulated by
the development of trade which followed the mea-
sures adopted by great Britain to resent the insults
of Chinese officials, in 18-40, 41-42. Our mis-
sionaries, and the merchants, labouring iu China,
found themselves at Shanghai, only a few hun-
dred miles from another country, named Japan,
once as famous for its profitable trade as they well
knew China to be, and inhabited by a race re-

puted to have been once upon a time nigh all
Christians. It was natural both should turn a
longing eye to such a quarter, but the enterprise
of either party was but lukewarm. We Protest-
ants are but poor missionaries, and the Romanists
had quite enough to do to meet the vast demand
upon their missions in China; whilst our merchants
soon found ample employment for all available
capital in the silks and teas of the Central Laud

Eiiys rolling' Snowball. (Fac simile.)

Between 1840 and 1850, however, the atten-

tion of European nations was attracted to the

shores and islands of both the North and
Pacific Oceans, by the double insult Great Britain

had supinely submitted to, in having her flag and

subjects trampled on by Frenchmen in the Pro-

testantised island of Otaheite
;
and being bullied

and cajoled out of her indubitable territories in

Oregon and on the banks of the Columbia River,

by the cabinet of Washington. France and Ame-
rica then simultaneously discovered that that

great South Sea, that hemisphere of water
dotted with rich islands, and washing the shores

of Asia and America, was likely to play before

long an important jiart in the history of the

world. France and America acted ; England, re-

Boj-s luimg Birds. (Fac-similc.)

presented by a set of old parties who thought that
she was quite great enough, and, judging by their
own feelings, had misgivings as to her present
strength and future destiny, put on their spectacles,
flourished their mops, and looked on.

In 1846, the American Repubhc, with consum-
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I
mate audacity and skill, made a bold stroke for

empire upon the shores of the Pacific. iShe had

always kept a large squadron iii those seas, and
exercised a highhanded influence over the wretched

republics into which the American dominions of

Spain had dwindled. England, thanks to having
handed her magniticeut }irovinces of Oregon and
Vancouver, as well as that noble stream the
Columbia to the entire monopoly of the Hudson
Bay Companj', knew nothing of their value, or

resources
; and the good-natured public appreciated

about as much the geographical, commercial, or

jiolitieal impoi-tance of our position in the Pacitic,
as Englishmen usually do of anything off the map
of Europe. Suffice it, that in one and the self-

same year, we were cheated out of Oregon, and
the Mexicans were roblied of the Californias, and by
May, IS-iO, the United States stood with both
feet upon the shores of the Pacific, the real mis-
tress of the situation, over-awing the puny states

of South America upon the one hand, and on the
other stretching out her right arm towards the
rich and densely peopled countries lying on the
Asiatic coasts of the same sea. With a political

foresight which rebounds in no small degree to the
credit of the United States lawyer, who then ruled
the destinies of his country. President Polk did
not sit down, and bemoan, as our British states-

men now do, the extension of dominion, as a sign
of weakness in the empire ; but leaving California

to become the great state it now is, he at once laid

down the theory which is yet being developed,
that the Pacific is the natural route of North
America to China and the Indies !

At the same time, that a powerful American
fleet was concentrated in California to over-awe

and, if needs be, fight the petty British squadron,
should they interfere with his plans, Mr. President
Polk contrived to have the line of l)attle ship
Columbus of ninety guns, and the Vincennes of

twenty-four guns in the Gulf of Yeddo. Had
the American commodore possessed an equal share
of JMr. Polk's zeal or energy, Japan would have
been opened to American commerce on the self-

same day that the stars aud stripes were hoisted

at Montery. The commodore did not succeed in

Japan, but the genius of the man who directed
that double movement was not the less great, and

^•et that was not all, for it was mainly through
American infiucnce that England then repudiated
the sovereignty of the Sandwich group, the stej)-

ping-stone to Japan, across the North Pacific Ocean;
and entered with America and France into a conven-
tion guaranteeing the independence of those islands,
that independence consisting in a thorough Ame-

ricanising of the Sandwich Islanders by swarms
of Yankee missionaries, one of whom is Prime
Minister and actually ruler. Thus with one foot

on the eastern sea-board of the Pacific, and the
other on Cooke's famous discovery, the Sandwich

grouj), America was ready to make another great
stride for the commerce of the East, and Jajian
Wi\s her nearest point.* It was closed to her
citizens aud missionaries ;

it must be opened ;

and mark how steadily and consistently she

* The Bonin Islands, lying- between the Sandwich eroup
and Japan, have likewise b- en clainied iu supi'.ort of these
same views by the United States.

worked to the i)oint, and eventually succeeded.
We do not blame her, but wliat we do find fault
with is that spirit of cant which tries to persuade
us that (JomuKjdore Biddle and his huge two-
decker, or tliat Commodore Perry with a powerful
squadron, breaking all Japanese laws which inter-
dicted communication with foreigners, were repre-
sentatives of mere Christian arguments ; or, in-

deed, of moral and not material force. England has
been called a bully for going to Tientsin and look-

ing ugly at Pekin, in spite of the Emjieror of

China. Allow us to call attention to the course

l)y which America insisted u^jon visiting Jajian in

her equally secluded capital. In 1853, President

Fillmore, having beaten a very big drum, aud
talked a wonderful talk, of philanthropy, science,

trade, and revolvers, disjiatched from pious Ame-
rica a strong squadron under Commodore Perry,
with a letter to the Taikoon of Yedo, assuring
him of his unalterable friendship and adding, with
a keen eye to business, that " the great state of

California produced sixty million dollars in gold
every year, besides silver aud precious stones,"
and guesses Japan and the United States might do
a good stroke iu trade, if the Taikoon would have
no objection. In another paragraph, with that

regard to the future which so distinguishes the

jioiicy of an American statesman, Mr. Fillmore

reqxiests that a port may be opened iu a convenient

part of Japan, for American steamships to touch
at for coals and stores, in their voyages across the

North Pacific ! and winds up with a little oil for

the troubled conscience of pious Philadelphia, by
hoping that "the Almighty might have his hnpe-
rial Majesty, the Taikoon, in His great and holy

keeping." The commodore delivered this letter,

backed by a semi-threatening one, in which be

advised the Taikoon to enter into a treaty and

friendship with the United States, tells him that

"the Japan seas will soon be covered with Ame-
rican vessels," and mildly insinuates that he de-

signs '^dhould it he nect-s^sury, to ntuni to Yedo in

the ensuing spring with a much largerforce."
The presence of the commodore's vessel in the

lower part of the Gidf of Yedo causeil, no doubt,
considerable anxiety to the Taikoon and his coun-

cil. They contrived after two seasons of procras-

tination, and the usual amount of diplomatic

delay, to get rid of Con.mo lore Perry, having

yielded a treaty it is true, for there was no other

way of getting rid of him, but as little more as

they possibly could. The Americans were to be

allowed to visit the port of Simoda, near Cape
Idsu, about eighty miles south of Yedo ; but on

the other hand, by Art. 10, the commodore bound

his countrymen to visit no other jiorts but Hako-

dadi in Yesso and the said port of Simoda, excejit

through stress of weather. The Americans were

to procure by barter or purchase such stores and

l^rovisions as might be necessary ; but, to gu;u"d

against the opening of trade, we find the follow-

ing article cleverly introduced by the Japanese in

Art. G. :
—" If there be any other sort of goods

wanted, or any business which shall rctjuire to

be arranged, there shall be careful deliberation

between the parties, in order to settle such mat-

ters." In fact, so far from the treaty being a

commercial one, wc see nothing in it to lead one
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to infer that they intended a rehixation of the

.laiianose eoiinnorcial code hy their convention

with the conunodorc ; hut, on tlic other hand,

there is no douht that tlicy conceded three im-

jiortant points :
—

The right of American shi])s to touch at two

places for refreshment; they guaranteed safety to

life and property in the event of American ships

being wrecked upon the coast of Japan ; and, ahove

all, that the United States might appoint a consul

to live at Sinioda.

This last concession was most important ;
it

involved, in

short, the re-open-

ing of Jajjan to

European inter-

course ; and, al-

though we main-

tain that pressure
was used, that

America did

carry her object
out with a high
hand, still we
allow that it was
a political neces-

sity, and only

laugh at her
when she gets

lip a pious whine

iipon the subject.
A very able man
was sent as con-

sul at Simoda
;

not a diploma-
tist, but a plain
honest - hearted

gentleman, who

rapidly won on
the love and
esteem of the na-

tive authorities ;

and it was, in the

first place, due
to the influence

he obtained over
the Taikoon at a

time when the

Taikoon and
council in Yedo
were agitated
and alarmed by
our second war
in 1857, as well

as the subsequent
opportune arrival

of Lord Elgin
with a British squadron at Yedo in 1858, that
America and England are to-day indebted for the
re-establishment of commercial relations which
already yield such profitable results.

Claims have been made by Holland for some
degree of credit in re-opening Japan ;

we are not

prepared to admit tliem, although we will allow,
that when the Dutch saw the opening of Japan
inevitable, they tried to get the credit of making
the first commercial treaty ;

and ha^^ng lately
read that document we may congratidate the

A Japauese Inn. (Kac-simile.)

merchants of England on not being hampered by
Dutch notions of trade as antiquated as those

decrees of Taiko-sama, which are at last subverted.

The Dutch treaty jiroposed in 1855—a scheme

they wished the Taikoon to consider the basis of all

foreign irdercourse—was biiefly as follows :
—That

all foreign nations should trade at Nangasaki,
under the superintendence of the Governor of that

place, a system analogous to the famous Hong-

Kong system of Canton, which was for many
years the bane of our commerce with China ; that

the Japanese should concede two places, one in

Yesso Island ! the

other in the Lin-

chotsen Archi-

pelago ! for the

ships of friendly
nations to visit

for refreshment
and coaling pur-

poses ! Thus the

Japanese are
advised to keep
the foreigner
from Japan Pro-

per, the two
wildest and re-

mote portions of

the empire being
selected as those

at which our

shii)s were to

touch, and they
concluded with

one or two insig-

nificant sugges-
tions rather tend-

ing to hamper
than encourage
trade. If, how-

ever, we cannot

say much of the

exertions of Hol-

land in throw-

ing ojien the

J apanese nation

to Euroi)ean
civilisation or

commerce, it is

but just that we
should bear wit-

ness to the in-

dustry and abi-

lity with which
Dutch instruc-

tors have pre-

pared the native

intercourse with usgovernmeiit officials for

when it was inevitable. They have taught them
to speak and write Dutch, as well as English ;

enlightened them on most European sciences ;

taught them to handle as well as build ships and
steamers ; shown them how to imitate many of our

manufactures ; given them a taste for mathematics
and mechanics

; and are now busy drilling them in

all the mysteries of war, according to European
notions—of all this HoUand may well be proud.
As it is more than probable that the recent
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wanton acts of dishonest traders in Japan have

again revived a strong feeling of dislike to the

foreigner in the poi'ts opened to trade, and
that the late attempt to return into the old

exclusive system, by the destruction of the pro-

gressionist party in the council of the Taikoon, I

may yet be successfully carried out,—it will be as

well to relate how the tlirowing open of Japan to

our commerce was recently brought al)out.

During the summer of 1S58, whilst the allied

forces were busy operating against the earthworks
'

of Takn, and using what is called "mural force,"
'

in inducing the __.
Court of Pekin to J"

"

open China to

our merchant,

missionary, and
traveller rumours
were afloat that

the Americans
and Dutch, taking
advantage of the

general panic in

Japan, mcident
to their neigh-
bours' houses be-

ing on fire, were

making great
play in that quar-

ter, and it was

generally known
that in the smoke
and flourish of

the signature of

the Treaty of

Tientsin, the
American com-
modore in a huge
United States'

steamer, thePow-
hattan, had hur-

ried ofl' to Simoda,
or Yedo. It so

happened that a

yacht had been
sent from Eng-
land, which our

naval commander
in-chief was or-

dered to present
to the Taikoon
of Japan, as an

acknowledgment
for the courtesy
and good-nature
with which he
did the neutral in

the Russian war.

Catching Mackerel. (Fue-simile.)

our ambassador cleverly decided ui)on going like-

wise. The intelligence gleaned at Nangasaki was
interesting, it aj)i)eared that the Dutch resident, or
chief factor, as well as the consul-general of the
United States at Simoda, had been invited to

Yedo, in couse((uence of their having, during the

early part of 18.17, made some representations on
behalf of their res{)ective .states. But so far as

the Dutch at Nangasaki knew of the result of

these negotiations, there was nothing cheering.

They said that Mr. D. Cuitis and Mr. Harris
had been subsecjuently ordered back to their

,^. L-j^^ respective posts
without any for-

mal signature
being appended
to their treaties,

and it seemed to

be the general im-

jiression that the

^likado's party as

well as the parti

prilre. in Japan,
were decidedly
hostile to any de-

parture from the

laws which had
been enacted by
their forefathers

against foreign

intercourse, and
the residents at

Decima were of

opinion that the

lirst panic hav-

ing passed off,

unless we re-

ally appeared
otf Yedo, with

the eighty odd
British jiendants
then in Chinese

Avaters, that verj'

little would re-

ally come of Lord

Elgin's visit.

On the loth of

August, 185S, we
arrived at .Si-

moda, a port ly-

ing at the ex-

treme of a rocky
and highly volca-

nic ])roinontory,
one of the many
projecting from

the island of Ni-

Tt appears to have struck Lord

Elgin, that the opportunity was a good one, to

try and see what could be done on behalf of

Great Britain, who otherwise woidd have i)aid
for roasting the chesnuts whilst others eat tliem.

To Nang.asaki in Kiu-siu, we accordingly tot)k

him in H.M. frigate Furious. Our Admiral arrived

a few days afterwards with the yacht, and flnding
no one of sufficient rank to receive the present,
it was sent roimd to Yedo, under the escort of

Captain Barker, of the Retribution, and thither

pon into theEastern Sea. Here we found Mr. I Larris,

the American consul, in the greatest state of glee.

He had had, as we heard at Nangasaki, to return

to Simoda from Yedo, empty handed, but when

in the depth of his chagrin. Commodore Tatnall,

suddenly appeared with the news of the allied

successes at Tientsin, and the opening up of

China, Mr. Harris saw his oi>porttiuity, hurried on

board the war steamer, steamed up to within

some fourteen miles of Yedo, h.astcncd to the

capital, and astonished them with his iutelligeucc.
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Mr. Han-Is ui-go«l that it was better to j-ield a

little willingly than perhaps to give niiich hereafter,

ami liriiiging his own personal inHiience to boar in

various quarters, successfully carried his point, and

within a very few days found himself back at

Sinioda, and tiic I'owhattam steaming away with

the lirst commercial treaty framed and signed in

Jajian since the year ICIS. Thus our successes

at Tientsin opened not only China but Japan like-

wise. The history of the previous negotiations

•with Jai>an are curious.

Directly the Allied Expeditions of 1S57 were

known to be in Chinese waters, the Dutch and

Americans took good care that its achievements,

its force, and objects should be thoroughly api're-

ciated by the Japanese authorities ;
and they

accompanied their information with disinterested

suggestions as to certain treaties which would

avert similar pi-oceedings from the land of the

Day Dawn. Agitated, bothered, seeing no end to

these treaties (for ever since Commodore Perry's

visit they had been incessantly pestered with

conventions and treaties), the Taikoon listened

patiently, but evidently doubted at first who was
his real friend. The war rolled to Northern

China ;
it was getting inipleasantly close, and

seemed even more like war than what the Japanese
had witnessed during the "hide-and-go-seek

operations
"

against ihissia. The Taikoon and
council at Yedo sent for Jlr. D. Curtis from

Kangasaki, and the American Consul from Simoda.

They were kept apart, negotiated with singly,

watched, reported upon, and jilayed off one

against the other to a charming extent, yet with
much kindness and courtesy ;

and they were
treated with very great distinction so far as the

etiquette of the court was concerned. Mr. Harris

was esi>ecially honoured ; he dw-elt for six months
in a house within the limits of the imperial
enclosure, and in the heart of Yedo. He lived

at the im2>erial charge ;
and when some excite-

ment arose from the mob being worked upon by a

reactionary party, a strong guard was sent to

patrol round his quarters, and made responsible
for his safety. The Prince of Bitsu then held in

the imperial council a position somewhat akin to

that of our Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs.

Mr. Harris had freqiient interviews with him.
and found him an intelligent, well-informed noble-
man. He was evidently fully aware that the
time had arrived in which Japan shoidd, and
indeed must, enter into relations with foreign
nations. But he had two great difficulties to
contend with. On the one hand, the prejudices
of a powerful party in both council and state,
who were opposed to any alteration of policy,
and encouraged in their fears of the foreigner by
the priesthood, who preserved a knowdedge of the
narrow escape they had had from total annihilation
at the hands of Xavier and his well-disciplined
followers. The other anxiety of this enlightened
prince and the progressionist party was, how to

bring about the change without giving rise to
tumidt and rebellion within their borders from
squabbles and differences with foreigners along
the sea-board, which, fanned by one functionary and
another, would lead Japan into the same sad state

embroglio as China had been so cursed with ever

since she had swerved from the great Confucian

maxim: "Happy those who never depart from
the wisdom of their ancestors."

During all the winter of 1857-5S, these nego-
tiations and conferences went on

;
and whether it

was the obstructionists were two powerful, or

that the first alarm occasioned by the huge ileet

of allied ships ujion the coast of China had passed
off, it is impossible to say. At any rate, after

acknowledging the justice of the grounds upon
which Mr. Harris urged his treaty u^ton the Tai-

koon, after promising to concede it, and on more
than one occasion actually naming the day it

should be formally signed, the Taikoon and
Council suddenly broke off negotiations, and in

the sjiring of 185S intimated that the represen-
tatives of Holland and America might return to

their respective j^osts. Mr. Harris, however, had
succeeded in thoroughly ingratiating himself in the

good graces of the Taikoon and Court. His

departure was marked by every act of sympathy
and respect ;

and when on his return to Simoda
the v.'orthy American was struck down by sick-

ness, occasioned partly by disappointment and

anxiety, the Taikoon generously sent two Japanese
medical men of his staff to attend upon him, and

despotically desired them to cure Mr. Harris, or

perform upon themselves the operation of dis-

embowelment— an alternative usually attending
all failures in Japan. Mr. Harris Avas soon
restored to health, and wondering how the sub-

ject of the American treaty would be reopeired,
when, as I have told, the Powliattan arrived, the
news that the Emperor Kienfung had yielded
came in the very nick of time, and the Taikoon
followed suit.

All this was cheering intelligence for Lord

Elgin ;
it was evident that the official intellect

of Ja})an was just then in that happy con-

dition to which all eastern ones have to be

brought before western arguments have much
weight : a funk, as the Eton boys say, had been
estaldished by our friends the Dutch and Ame-
ricans in exaggerating the objects of the Allies,
and it only remained for iis to keep it up until we
obtained the same privileges for Great Britain as

they had secured for themselves. Mr. Harris, in

the most generous manner, gave everj' assistance

and information, and placed at our ambassadors

disposal his secretary, Mr. Hewskin, whose know-

ledge of the Japanese language rendered him
invaluable. We need not dwell upon the circum-
stances under which the escorting squadron and

my stout old frigate eventually reached within

gimshot of Yedo—the first foreign keels that ever
reached within eyesight of the three 'million

Jajianess inhabiting that vast city
—that I have

already told in another work.
Lord Elgin sent on shore by the first inter-

preter that visited the Furious to announce his

arrival, coupling his object in obtaining a treaty
with the presentation of a yacht as an acknow-
ledgment of past courtesies. Commissioners

shortly afterwards waited on the ambassador, and
made no serious objection to his taking up his

residence on shore in the city in Yedo, though it

required some skilful fence to induce them to

submit quietly to the presence of the British
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men-of-war. At last they ceased to press the

point of the ships going back to Kanagavva, and the

Taikoou and council ai)pcar from that time for-

ward to have merely devoted themselves to see

how quickly they coidd conclude a treaty, receive

their present the yacht, and be rid of their unex-

pected visitors, at the same time exhibiting the

profonndest respect and good-will towards our

amliassador ; but, it is well to rememl^er that

Asiatics generally respect those most whom they fear

greatly. At an early stage in the proceedings the

Japanese commissioners succeeded in impressing
the ambassador with a high opinion of the intel-

ligence and amiability of the people with whom
he had to deal,—an opinion more than verified by
the tenor of their conduct throughout the brief

but earnest negotiations which ensued. It Avas

well, however, for the success of the English

treaty with Japan that oiu" men-of-war had been

able to appear within sight of the city of Yedo,

for, within the short interval between the signa-

ture of the American treaty and Lord Elgin's

arrival, the enlightened Prince of Bitsu had been

forced to retire l)y a reactionary iniluence in the

Taikoon"s council, and three high personages
now constituted a commission for the manage-
ment of foreign affairs, the senior commissioner

being the Prince of Bongo.* This Prince of

Bongo was said to represent the idtra-conservative

section of the Japanese aristocracy. He was seen

once, if not twice, by Lord Elgin ;
but he did not

impress our ambassador as at all a favourable

specimen of the intelligence and ability of the

upper class.

Whatever may have been the original inten-

tions with which his party came into i)ower,

their calcidations were entirely confounded by
the ai>pa tion of two British frigates and a

sunboat in their hitherto secluded harboiir. Of

course it was only moral pressure, but never

mind
; they had sense enough to appreciate how

rapidly it might assume a material form, and,

like rational creatiu'es, they saw but one way of

escape from oiir presence
—and it was a very

sim])le one—to give us what they had already

given to America. Persons were immediately

appointed to treat with our ambassador ; and, as

an extra precaution, no less than six Japanese
officials were ordered to deal with so astute a

diplomatist as Lord Elgin ; whilst two were con-

sidered sufficient for Mr. Harris, and three for

Count Pontiatine,—a measm-e which savoured of

distrust, although they cleverly explained it away
with a neat compliment upon our ambassador's

well-known skill and talents, and their compa-

ratively humble capacities. Lord Elgin gives so

excellent and concise an account of the nego-

tiations, that T will abstract them.
" Our first meeting took place," says his lord-

ship,+ "on the 1 9th of August, when we exchanged

powers. I made some objection to theirs, which I

put on paper, in order that I might obtain fromthem
a written reply. We met again on the 21st, 22 nd,

* Our readers will recog-nif^e this prince's title as Imviiip

been held by the hospitable iiobleniau who, two centuries

earlier, hart been so kind to Europeans, and who the

Jesuits declare died a Christian.

t See Blue Book of Lord Elgin's Embassy to China, and

Japan.

and 23rd, in order to go through tlic chm .5 of the

treaty. I was much struck by the business-like

way in which they did their work, making very
shrewd observations, and putting pertinent (jues-

tions, but by no means in a captious or cavilling

spirit. Of course their criticisms were sometimes
the result of imperfect acquaintance with foreign
aifairs, and it was occasionally necessary to

remove their scrui)les by alterations in the text

which were not imi)rovements ; but, on the whole,
I am bound to say that I never treated with per-
sons who seemed to me, within the limits of tlieir

knowledge, to be more reasonable. At the close

of the conference of the 23rd, we had agreed on
all the clauses of the treaty, and arranged that

it should be signed in duplication on tlie 2Cth
of August." Thus it may Ije said that in four

conferences the treaty of Yedo was discussed and

agreed to, a rajiidity very unusual in diplomacy
anywhere, especially in the East, an<l only to be
accounted for, by the anxiety of the reactionary

party to get rid of our ships, out of Yedo Bay.
The American treaty, negotiated by Mr. Harris,

was naturally acce]itctl as the basis of the English
one. Had Lord Elgin attempted to act otherwise,
he would assuredly have aroused all the jealousy of

the Jajjanese government, and led to a general rup-
ture. Our ambassador, however, succeeded in in-

troducing two imi)ortant pri\'ileges which were

matters of indili'erence to the Americans. ^Ir.

Harris had agreed to all imports of cotton and

woollen manufacture into Japan being taxed with

a twenty per cent. duty. This heavy tax Lord

Elgin induced them to reduce to five per cent, on

all British manufactures. In the next place the

revision of the American treaty, or rather its

tariff, v.-as to take place at the end of five years,

provided the Japanese government would agree
to do so. In the English treatj-, this right de-

pends as miich upon the will of our government
as of theirs ; either party may call for it at the

expiration of that period. A most wise precaution,

seeing how veiy ignorant we were of the staples

of Japan, or of her wants from Britain and her

colonies.

The opening of trade and political relations with

Japan, at one and the same time, was, to say the

least of it, a hazardous measure with a people who
had been so long excluded from foreign intercourse,

and who had such good cause to look back vrith.

jealousy to their former relations with Christen-

dom ;
but it could not be helped, America had

taken the initiative. It would never have done for

our merchants to have been in a less favourable

position than those of the United States, and

the responsibility of precipitancy must be with

her, not with Great Britain. Within a month

of the news reaching Shanghai, vessels were

sailing for Japan, and returning with Japanese

gold and copper. A feverish eagerness to be

the first in the field, seized the communities of

Europeans in all the Chinese sea-ports, and we

have already seen now the abuses of the .Tapanese

laws, abuses which led to the slaughter and

expulsion of Portuguese citizens, liavo again been

rei)eated, and there is Uttle doubt but that for the

opportune and sudden arrival of twelve Russian

ships-of-war in Yedo Bay last year, the hostility
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awakened by the itrocccdings of dishonest traders

to Japan, woidd have led to a general slaughter
of our peojile in Kanagawa, and Hakodadi, and a

return to the old exchisivo policy of Jajian.
Let America and Enghmd look to this—we

have comi>ellcd the Eastern government to risk

destruction by throwing open the millions they

govern to the inthiences of European civilisation

and ideas. Do not let dishonest men embroil us

with these peojile. No one can rejoice more than
we do at the jH-ospect of so interesting a land, so

charming a race, being better known and appre-
ciated. No one can recognise, more earnestlj^ than
we do, the admirable position of the Japanese
empire, geographically and politically speaking,
with reference to the development of the future
vast trade between America and Asia ; but for all

that we do not desire to see the forty millions of

A Japanese Lady, famous for her courage and strengfth, calmly surveying a landscape whilst standing on the halter
of a very restive steed." (Fac-simile.)

himian beings now contentedly living in Japan,
sacrificed to the keen money-making of some
unworthy merchants or the cant of missionaries,
whether of Rome or London.
Two centuries ago the Japanese, as T have told,

voliintarily held out the hand of good-fellowship to
Christendom : she met with robbery, insult, and
treachery. They had then the courage and energy
to thrust out the disturbers of their peace. We

have now compelled them to receive us by our

importunities. We think Ave are right in trying the

exjieriment ; but rather than see them plundered
and insulted, we say God send that if evil is per-
sisted in, the Taikoon and Mikado may have the
wisdom to shut the portals of Japan again, firmly
and peaceably, before our governments are em-
broiled, and before any question of imperial revenue

obliges us to consult necessity before justice.

"Where's the way to Jeannie's house ?

Any child will guide you ;

Or ye may find the road yoursel',
The river runs beside you.

"Where's the way to Jeannie's heart ?

That I canna answer :

Hereabout or thereabout,
Find it if you can, sir.

Is this the way to Jeannie's house ?

As straight as you can go, sir
;

JEANNIE.
Down the valley, through the wood,
And by the brook below, sir.

What's the way to Jeannie's heart?
That I canna say, sir

;

A lang way up, a wee way down,
In troth, an unco' way, sir.

Some on horse, and some on foot,
Comes hither many a score, sir :

"Wha finds the way to Jeannie's heart,
Maun bring a coach and four, sir.

Paul Richardson.
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LAST WEEK.

THE ROAD MURDER.
How is it that the daily newspapers are stuffed

so fall of horrors just now? If you take up one
of the usual broad sheets, you will find invariably
that some sixteen or twenty columns are devoted
to reports of murder, and preliminary inquiries
about murderers. There was one number of the
" Times "

last week which contained intelligence
with regard to seven murders—the Stepney murder
and the lload child mixrder being reckoned as two.

Is it that in the absence of other subjects of

public interest the editors of newspapers and
their contriliutors find it indispensable to cater

for the appetite foi- the horrible ? Certainly when
Parliament is sitting we are not accustomed to see

so many pages of this bloody chronicle paraded
before our eyes from day to day. On the other

hand, it may be said that even when Parliament is

sitting a Rush is more interesting to the general
reader than a Debate iipon Supply : and the public
Avere far more keen for the repoi'ts of Palmer's
trial than for jMinisterial explanations of the most

exciting character. On the whole, it woidd not
seem to be true that the session of the British

Parliament affects crime in general—or more

particularly murders. People again have said,

that the long continuance of bad weather—the

eternal gloom—the perennial rain of the last

twelvemonths, has inspired a certain degree of

moroseness and acrimony into the minds of our

countrymen, thereby prepai'iug them for deeds of

Aaolence and blood. It seems, however, not a

little difhcult to believe in the connection be-

tween murder and the hygrometer. Are our
homicidal teudeucies kept in check by great-
coats and umbrellas ? Has the occurrence of

a wet summer commonly produced crime or really
increased the tendency to acts of violence. If that

were so, we should expect that in rainy districts,

such an one for example as the lake district of

Lancashire, Cumberland, and Westmoreland, the

returns of murder would stand the highest. Ken-
dal is said to be the wettest spot in England. By
this time everybody should have murdered every-

body in that famous little to«^^ ; or, assuming that

there must have been one survivor, he in all pro-

bability would have committed suicide. It is by
no means clear that there are more murders

amongst the snows of Russia than amidst the

orange-groves of Palermo. An Esquimaux is not

swifter to shed blood than the swart dweller be-

tween the tropics. On the contrary, a lordly in-

difference to the destruction of life has ever been
a characteristic of southern nations. The sug-

gestion, that the untoward weather of the last

twelve months has had any serious effect upon our
homicidal propensities, may therefore be dismissed
as luiworthy of serious consideration.

The investigation into this mysterious case at

Road continued throughout last week ;
but not,

as far as we see, with much effect. Well nigh
every point brought forward in evidence against
Elizabeth Gough, the housemaid at Mr. Kent's, has

been urged before ; l)ut not with such success as

to establish against -her a case which justified the

magisti'ates in committing her to take her trial. ,

The medical testimony apart, which is of the

highest importance, as suggesting a new theory
for the murder, what points of evidence have been
added to those with which we were familiar be-
fore ? There are but two. Eliza Dallimore, the
wife of a Wilt.shire policeman has stated, before
the magistrates at Trowbridge, that she put one of

Elizabeth Cough's assertions to a practical test,

and that the assertion must have been a misstate-
ment. The young woman had stated that about
five o'clock in the morning she had knelt up in bud,
and in this kneeling position she had looked over to

the cot in which the little boy should have been

lying asleej) ;
and had then and thus become aware,

for the iirst time, of the fact of his absence. Now,
Eliza Dallimore went into the nursery accompanied
by iVIrs. Kent. The bed and the child's cot were iu

the same position as on the night of the murder.
Mrs. Kent placed one of her little childreii in the cot

which had been occupied by the murdered boy,
and covered it up with the bed-clothes in the

usual way. Eliza Dallimore then kneeled up in

the bed iu the very same way as Elizalieth Gough
must have done upon the night of the murder, and
she could not see the child 1 She could only see a

small portion of the pillow. The side of the cot

was oi:)en canework, but it was lined with some-

thing inside which prevented the chdd from being
seen through it. This, to be sure, is a suspicious
fact ; but, most probably, the sting of the contra-

diction might be much drawn, if the young
woman's original assertion were carefully handled.

At any rate, what is it by the side of the tre-

mendous fact that the child was in all likelihood

murdered by her very bedside, and yet she i)ro-

fesses to be entirely ignorant of what took place.

Clearly
—even if the actual murder were perpe-

trated elsewhere—the child (a boy within a month
of four years of age, and of large size for his age)
was removed from the room in which she was

sleeping, and she knew nothing about it. A con-

tradiction such as the one suggested really adds

very little to our previous information. Again,
a piece of flannel was discovered under the'

body of the child. This i)iece of llanuel was
cut in the shape of a " chest flannel," such

as is worn by women. It was found to lit the

prisoner, and to correspond in texture with one of

her flannel petticoats. This notalde discovery,

however, does not help the inquiry forward in any-

great degi'ee. The wonder is that the child should

have been removed from the nurse's room without

her knowledge—not that a piece of flannel which

very probably belonged to her should have got
mixed uj) with the bed-clothes of the cot, and have

been subsequently carried away in the blanket

by her, him, or those who bore the child from the

room. The inference presumed is—of course upon
the assumption of the prisoner's guilt

—that in

stooping forward to deposit the body of the child

where it was found, the jnece of flannel might
have fallen from her person, and this would

serve as good evidence of her presence at that

period of the transaction. But, supposing that

this chest-flannel was her propertj'. and that she

was in the habit of wearing it, is there anything
to show that she used to wear it at night ? If it

was simply lying upon a chair, or ui any other
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place about the room, the person or persons who
took the child, or the child's body, away in the

blanket might very well have carried off the

llannel too. Even if property in this piece of

flannel is l)rought homo to her, it will not go far

to aggravate the probabilities already existing that

Eli/aiieth Gongli was concerned in the foid deed.

The really Important testimony delivered last

week at Trowbridge, was that of Mr, Parsons, the

surgeon, who attended upon Mr. Kent's family,

and who saw the body of the child immediately it

was brought to light. Mr. Parsons saw the body
at 9 A. M., on the morning of the night on which

it had been put to death. He then judged that it

must have been dead five or six hours at least.

That would take us back to about 3 a. m. All

trace of a pill which had been given to the child

on the preyious night had disappeared from the

stomach. The inference drawn from this fact, also

fixes the time at which the murder must have been

committed, at about the same hour. Mr. and

Mrs. Kent had retired to rest a few minutes

before twelve o'clock. Thus the limits of time are

fixed within reasonable certainty on each side.

Here is what the doctor saj's as to the appear-
ance of the body, and his own conclusions. The
dark appearance of the mouth showed considerable

pressure upon it for a considerable time, and with

a soft substance. Circidation of the blood was

probably stopped for some time before the throat

was cut. The stab in the side was certainly
inflicted after death, because there was no con-

traction of the parts, and no flow of blood. Life

might have been extinguished, but not quite,
before the throat was cut—the heart might cease

to beat a few moments before actiial death took

place. So far of the surgeon's evidence ; but when
this is taken in connection with the other ascer-

tained facts of the case, it would seem to lead to

the following probable conclusions. The child

was suffocated, or nearly so, in the bedroom
between 1 a.m. and 3 a.m. on the 30th of June
last. An hour is allowed that matters might
become quiet in Mr. and Mrs. Kent's sleeping
room. Regard being had to the tender age of the

child, and to the improbability that it could have
been so cruelly handled for any other reason than
to prevent detection, it seems very likely that in

the first instance its death was not intended.

The child had awoken, and it was probable that
it should have done so just about the time of

which we are speaking, because an aperient pill
had been administered to it the night before, which
woidd make itself felt at aljout two A.m., more or
less. It is not likely that actual murder was
originally intended, on account of the position of

the room, and the general absence of all evidence
of premeditation. The blanket, however, was
jiressed to the child's lips a Httle too long.
When the pressure was removed the little

boy was to all appearance dead. Then the

difficulty began, which consisted in giving to
the deed the appearance of an ordinary
murder in place of one in which conclusions as to
the complicity and guilt of certain persons were
unavoidable. For this reason the child was
wrapped in the blanket, carried down stairs and
out of doors—possibly by the drawing-room win-

flow—although it is not improbable that the win-

dow was left in the position in which it was found,

merely to derange the course of investigation. At

any rate, it was taken down stairs, and in the

privyj or in some place not ascertained, but out of

doors, the throat was ciit, and the stab in the side

was inflicted. It was the work of some person, or

persons, being inmates of the hotise on the particu-

lar night, for otherwise different precautions would
have been used as to the disposal of the body.
The place chosen shows that it must have been

deposited there by some one h'/jo mu-'^f get back

soon. From the description given of the premises,
it seems erroneous to admit the theory that any
one could have been concealed on the premises,
inasmuch as the only place in which concealment

was possible, without the most imminent risk of

discovery from moment to moment, was a loft at

the to2> of the house, on which the dust lay undis-

turbed—upon examination had. Again, it is

well-nigh impossible that any one could have en-

tered the house on the night in question without

leaving marks or traces of their passage. None
were found after the most minute and careful in-

vestigation. There were but two sleejiing-i-ooms

on the first-floor. One was occupied by ^Ir. and
Mrs. Kent and a young child ;

the other (the

nursery) by the nurse, the murdered child, and a

younger child about two years of age. The two
rooms were separated by a passage. The door of

the nursery was left a-jar by ^Mrs. Kent's orders,

in order that the nurse might hear if the little girl

who slept in her room should cry before she

came up to bed. Mrs. Kent, on passing to her

own room, shut the door—as her custom was—
and then retired to bed at the hour already named.
The business of carrying the suffocated child

down-stairs without raising an alarm, as it is said,

woidd have been too much for a woman's strength.
It seems difficult under such circumstances, not to

come to the conclusion that Elizabeth Gough must
have had a guilty knowledge, at least, of what had
taken place in her room on the night in cpiestion.

It is, of course, just possible, that between one

and two a.m., on the Saturday morning, an inmate
of the house, or a person concealed in the house,

may have stolen into the room in which Elizabeth

Goiigh lay sleeping, borne the sleeping child from
the room, and suffocated it elsewhere—in the

drawing-room for example—but this theory is

siu-rounded with difficulties. There was a night-

light in the room, and it was not probable that

this was extinguished even at the time and re-

lighted, because the work done in the room, inde-

pendently of the removal of the child
, implies the

presence of light. It would have been difficult in

the dark to remove the blanket from between the

sheet and the quilt ; impossible, one may fairly

say, to re-adjust the bed-clothes in the tidy man-
ner in \\hich they were found folded back. The

night light was burning whilst this work was in

hand. Is it possible that it could have been car-

ried out without waking the nurse ?

The manner in which the clothes were folded

back is a considerable feature in the case. This
was done by a practised hand—not by a man's hand—nor even by the hand of a woman, who was not

accustomed to the making of beds. There is what
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one may call a professional manner of turning
down the clothes which was rigidly adhered to in

the present instance. An ordinary thief wlio had

secreted himself in the house for the purpose of

plunder, would not, in the lirst place, have been

very likely to have blundered into the nursery in

which a night light was burning. It is not in

such an apartment that mouej-, plate, &c., are to

be found. Nor, even u])on the very forced hypo-
thesis that such was the case, and that little

Saville Kent had awoken, and raised an alarm, is

it credible that more would have been done than

to suffocate the child and leave it there. The

night-spoiler and chance-murderer would not have

been so foolish as to add a thousamlfold to the

chances of discovery by lingering about the room,
and tidying up the bed.

Such a person, if he had sufficient presence of

mind to do all that was done, would have done

something more in order to fix suspicion upon the

young woman in the room. This point should be

well considered. What in all probability would

have been the conduct of a burglar or child-

stealer, about 2 a.m. on the 29th of June last,

standing in the nursery at Mr. Kent's, by the side

of the cot in which lay the body of the child,

whom he had just suffocated, with the nursemaid

asleeii in the adjacent bed ? The bedroom occxi-

pied by Mr. and ]Mrs. Kent, too, was only distant

a few feet. Whoever it may have been who
killed the child, he or she was perfectly aware of

che interior arrangements of the house. That

may be assumed as positive. Even under ordi-

nary circumstances, the most inexperienced burglar
would take care to inform himself of the exact

position of each sleeping apartment in the house,

and of the persons by whom each was ordinarily

occupied. This is the mere elementary learning
of the science of burglary. Detective officers will

tell you that in well-nigh every case of burglary,
the servants of the family

—
actually in service, or

discharged
—are " in it."

Now, it seems in the present case that there has

been question of a discharged housemaid, or nurse-

maid, who, moreover, is stated to have expressed
herself in very vindictive terms with regard to

Mr. and Mrs. Kent. But we have the authority
of the magistrate for saying that it has been

proved to their entire satisfaction that this woman
was at the time of the mui'der in a distant part of

the country. This in itself would be conclusiv^e ;

but, independently of this, if a discharged female

servant had, out of revenge, resolved to compass
the death of one of the young children of her

family, it is too violent a demand upon human

credulity to ask us to admit the supposition that

she would have secreted herself in the house,

stolen up into the nursery in the dark hours of

the night, and done all that was done. This

conjecture may be dismissed as erroneous. Such
a person, of all others, woidd have been in a jjosi-

tion to estimate the full danger of the attempt.
Had she desired to spirit away the child and mur-

der it, the attempt would have been made in some
other manner not so pregnant with awful hazard

to herself.

If, then, neither a burglar nor a discharged

servant, nor a robber who had secreted himself in

the house, did the deed—who did it? On the
one hand, we have the well-nigh insujjerable diffi-

culties which surround the hypothesis that the
child coidd have been murdered, or even removed
from the room, without the knowledge and com-

plicity of the nurse. On the other hand, tliere is

well-nigh absence of motive impelling to the com-
mission of so grave an offence, if we suppose the
death of the child to have been intended, in the
first instance, either by the nurse or by her and
some person xmknown, present with her in her
room on the fatal night. Much of this ilifficulty,

however, disappears, if we fall back on the theoi-y
that the original intention was not to murder the

child, but to stifie its cries, and that the blanket
was pressed too long to its little lijjs. When the

person, or persons, who had sufiFocated the child
without intending to proceed so far, discovered
what they had done, the rest might follow

naturally enougli.
If we admit that the nursemaid must have liad

a guilty knowledge of what took place in the

nursery on that Saturday morning, we must also

admit that she must have been a participator in

what was going forward. She would else have

obeyed Nature's instinct and raised the alarm at

once, or at least she would have done so when the

present terror was removed from her. Not only
she did not so, but although she was fully aware
that the child upon the night in question was so

far indisposed as to have required the administra-

tion of medicine, according to her own account

she awoke at 5 a.m., discovered that the child was
absent from its cot ; and although she was so

broadly awake that she kneeled up in her bed to

see if Saville Kent was in his proper ]>lace, and
had satisfied herself that he was not there, she

did nothing in consequence. This is very impro-
balile.

There seems to have been a total absence of

motive if the young woman was about in the room,
unless we presume that, as servants will sometimes

do, she was irritated by the child's pee\'ish cries,

endeavoured to silence it in a rough way, and
succeeded but too well. Suppose that some other

person had entered the room, and for whatever

motive, was in conversation with the nurse—wliy
should they have been desirous to stifie the child's

cries ? Was it a man !
—was it a woman ? Tlie

only adult male in the house was Mr. Kent him-

self. It has been suggested that he might have

come into the room for an improper purpose ;
but

leaving out of the question the many other ditfi-

culties by which such a suggestion is surrounded,

there is this well-nigh insurmountable difficulty to

be disposed of before we could admit such an

hypothesis. Mr. Kent had gone to bed about

midnight
—he says himself that he fell asleeji at

once, and slept till 7 a. m. the next morning. Now
Mrs. Kent occupied the same bed—she was indis-

posed and slept l)adly
—but yet not so l)adly, but

that she w;vs not disturbed by the footfalls of the

person or persons who certainly carried the body
of the child down-stairs, and passed out of the

house.

This, however, is one thing, as Mr. and Mrs.

Kent slept with the door of their bedroom clo.>ed—
it is quite another to suppose that the husband
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could have left his wife's side, remained absent for

a considerable time, and returned to bed, withoiit

her knowing of it. Now, althongh Mrs. Kent

might not have attributed much im])ortance to

such an occurrence at tlic time, still the next

morning, when the terril)le tragedy of the past

night had been brought to light, she would have

remembered it but too well. She would have

known that the time of his absence exactly cor-

responded with the time when the murder was in

liand. Would she have held her tongue ? She

was the mother of Samlle Kent. Is it possible to

suppose that the mother woidd have been an

accessory after the fact to the murder of her own
child ? This seems incredible. The only other

male person in the house was the murdered child's

half-brother—^^Villiam Kent, a boy of fifteen years

of age, who slept in a room at the back of the

house, upon the second-floor. Nothing has come

to light which involves the boy's complicity in the

smallest degree. It would require something in

the sha])e of corroborative e^^dence before we
coidd bring ourselves to admit that a boy of that

age could have presented himself in the nursery
where two children were sleeping

—that nursery

l)eing the next room to the one occupied by his

father and step-mother
—with the motive sug-

gested. We may dismiss his name from this

]iortion of the inquiry. The act if done at all was
the act of a man, not of a boy of that age. Mr.

Kent himself was the only adult male in the house,
and—all other considerations apart

—his presence
seems to be negatived by this, that it woidd
almost unavoidably imply that his wife was aware
of his participation in the transaction. The only
other male person whose name has been mixed up
with the affair is that of William Nutt, a shoe-

maker at Eoad ; Irat the suggestion does not
deserve any very serioiis consideration. The only
reason why this man was ever talked of at all in

connection with the murder was, that he displayed
an over-alacrity in directing the search at once the

next morning to the spot in which the body of

the murdered child was found. He is a shoe-

maker, li\dng at Road, a married man, the father

of five children, and can account for his where-
abouts on the fatal night in a satisfactory way.

Originally the theory was, that as there was

insanitj' in the family on the side of the first wife,
the deed must have been done by one or more of

the children of the first marriage. This could

scarcely have been so. It could not have been
the act of two, because mad people do not act in

concert. The sight of a deed of violence done by
one mad person may incite other mad jiersons then

present to take a share in it—but mad people do
not deliberately conspire together to carry out a
common design. It was not the act of one mad
person, because when the mind has become so far

deranged that an insane person kills a human
being, the disease has reached a climax, and the

accompanying symptoms of homicidal frenzy can-
not be concealed. There may be concealment for

a few hours, or even days, but not for such a

period as has elapsed between the 29th of June
and the middle of Octoljer. It must also be
remembered that Miss Constance Kent, upon
whom suspicion had originally fallen, has been

declared innocent, after a most searching investi-

gation, although the missing bed-gown has never

been accounted for. The children of the first

marriage, then, are mad, or not mad. If mad,

tliey
—or at least those concerned—woidd have

betrayed themselves by this time. If not mad,

they are of coiu'se free from suspicion. This is, in

other words, to say that conjectvire need not busy
itself any longer with the children of Mr. Kent's

first marriage.
The two servants, Sarah Cox and Sarah Kers-

lake, slept in a room next to the one occupied by
Miss Constance Kent, on the second floor. They
were police \\\)on each other : nor can any con-

ceivable suggestion be offered—in the entire

absence of evidence—for their presence, or the

presence of either of them, in the nursery upon
the fatal night ;

or for their participation, or the

participation of either of them, in the bloody deed.

Their names, too, may be dismissed from the

inquiry.
We come then to this, that the supposition that

the house was entered from without is negatived

by the appearances of the premises. It is well-

nigh impossible that any person coidd have been
concealed in the house, for there was no place save

the loft where concealment was possible, and
there the dust lay undisturbed. Of course an
inmate of the house might have admitted a

stranger ;
but if a stranger had been mixed up in

the matter, the course of the murder would have
been different.

Furthermore all the inmates of the house, save

the nurse and one other, are free from all suspicion
of motive. With regard to Mr. Kent, other con-

siderations apart, it is difficult to siipjiose that he

could have absented himself from his bedroom on

the night in question without the knowledge of his

wife—it is utterly incredible that she would have

kept the secret for him, had she been aware of his

absence. AU his acts and words since the dis-

covery of the crime have been the acts and words
of an innocent man.
The inference which may be drawn from the

amended medical evidence, is that the murder of

the child was not originally contemplated ; but,
when the deed was done, precautions were taken to

throw suspicion upon a wrong scent. It seems, at

first sight, improbable that one person—and that

person a young woman—could have conveyed the

Ijody of the child down stairs without raising an
alarm. On the other hand, it was possible

—
and the terrible secret has been so well kept, that

it looks more like the secret of one person than
the secret of a household. We have dealt with
the reports as we found them in the newspapers,
but without the advantage of being present at the

proceedings. The inferences to be drawn from
the demeanour of the witnesses can only be known
to those who were present during the investiga-
tion. The theory for the defence was that a child-

stealer, acting under the influence of revengeful

feeling, was secreted in the house,—entered the

nursery at night,
—awoke the child when trying

to remove it,
—and endeavoured to stifle its cries.

Death ensued—the body was then carried away
by the would-be child-stealer, but actual murderer.
Let this go for as much as it is worth !
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THE HEEBERTS OF ELFDALE.
A STOKY IN SIX CHAPTER.--.

BY MR.S. CROWE,
Author of "Susan Uopley," "The Night-Side of Nature," &c., &c.

The world is so over-run witli biographies,
memoirs, and reminiscences, in these days, that a
man shoidd consider seriously before he adds to
the number. 1 sujipose, indeed, everybody does

;

he considers seriously what simi the publisher will

give him for them
; but that is not exactly the

kind of consideration I wish to enforce. What I
mean is that, before we intrude our private history
on society, we shoidd consider whether what we
have to tell ^^'ilI be of ,any service to it.

I am now an old man, and if I. open my lips after
so many years' silence, it is because, after much
deliberation, I have come to the conclusion that
there is a useful lesson to be learnt from
story.

I M^as born at Elfdale, in Derbyshire, the seat
of my father, Reginald Herbert, and amongst our
collateral ancestors we reckon the famous Lord
Herbert of Cherbmy, and his no less famous brother

George, after whom I am called. Elfdale being
situated in one of the wildest parts of that romantic

coimtry, we had no veiy near neighbours, exce])t
Sir Raljih Wellwood, whose manor of Staughtou
adjoined our estate

; and one of my earliest recol-

lections is being flogged by my father for climbing
to the top of the wall that alone divided the two

my.

l)arks, in order to kiss Clara "Wellwood, a rosy
fair-eyed child, somewhat j'ounger than myself,
whom one of the gardeners obligingh' lifted up for

the purpose, whilst the nursery-maids stood by
laughing at our youthful flirtation, and declaring
that we should make a charming couple, and ought
to be married some day. I confess I thought so

too
;
for although scarcely out of ])etticoats, I was,

after my own manner, in love with Clara ; and I

believe I was about to make her serious proposals,
when T was interrupted by a blow with a stick,

and on tui'ning round I saw ni}'^ father, who had
trod lightly over the turf and caught me Jlagrnnti
delicto ; for I had been forbidden to sjieak to Clara

a dozen times, though I am afraid the i)rohibitiou
was only attended to as long as I thought there

was nobody on our side near enough to detect me.
I had some excuse, however, for this disobe-

dience ;
for [ was an only chil<l, without jilay-fel-

lows or companions, and I had the gloomiest home

thateverpoor boy was condemned to live in. I fancy

my father must have been naturally a very austere

man, although the circumstances that time has

disclosed to me had doubtless augmented the se-

verity of his character. Certain it is, that every
creature in the house stood in awe of him, and

nobody so much as my jioor mother. My recol-
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lections of her, indeed, are very indistinct ; but

there is one scene, the memory of which the long

years that have elapsed have not faded, though I

musthave been a mere infant when thecircunistance

occurred. I was sloei>ing in a small room within that

in which my parents slept
—I sujipose it was the

dressing-room. 1 remember that I was lying in a

little bed with white curtains, and I have a vague
recollection of seeing my father sitting before a

glass in that room whilst his valet shaved him.

But on the occasion in question I was awakened

in the middle of the night
—or at least it ap-

peared to me so—by a light, and my father's

voice loud and in anger ;
and when I opened my

eyes, I saw him standing Mdth his back to me,
and my mother kneeling at his feet, weeping vio-

lently. I think I hear her sobs now, and the

plaintive voice in which she said,
"
Oh, Eeginald,

be merciful ! Trample on me, if you will ! In-

sult me as you do daily ! Torture me in every

way but one, and I'll not complain ; but, oh, don't

say I shall not be allowed to see him ! It will

break my heart
;
it will, indeed I

"

What my father would have responded to this

appeal I do not know, for, terrified by the scene, I

began to howl so loud that they both forgot their

own quarrel whilst they tried to pacify me.

"We shoidd not come here," said my father,

bittei-ly, "nor make him the confidant of our

shame. Go to sleep, my boy ; go to sleep," he

added, drawing the clothes over me before he left

the room. My mother, poor soul !
—I sigh whilst

I write it—bent over me and gave me a jjassionate
kiss as she whispered,

' ' Don't be frightened, dar-

ling ;
it's only a trifling misiiuderstanding betwixt

papa and me ; we shall be all right again to-

morrow."
I went to sleep ; and when I awoke in the

morning, although I remembered very well what
had occurred, an instinctive delicacy I siippose

prevented my ever mentioning the circumstance
even to my mother, much less to the servants.

Of my mother's person I have a veiy indistinct

recollection
; but when, many years afterwards, a

garret was opened at Elfdale, which had always
been used as a lumber-room, and kept locked, a

picture of her, which in my early recollections

hung over the mantel-piece in the dining-room,
was foimd sown up in a packing-cloth. It was
a beautiful thing, independent of its being, as I

feel certain it was, an admu-able likeness. She
is represented standing before a mirror, trying
the effect of some wild flowers in her hair ; an

open music-book, with the name of Rose Callen-
der legilily inscribed on it, lies on the floor

;

whilst a straw hat tied with blue ribbons, and
an open glass door with a glimpse of a green
pasture beyond, indicate that she has just come
in from the walk in which she has plucked them.
A second door which opens into the interior of
the house is also ajar, and a man's head, with

smiling face, which I should never have recog-
nised to be that of my father, is looking in ; the

beautiful, bloommg, fair-haired creature being,
however, too much occupied with the lovely vision
she was contemjilating in the mirror to be aware
of the presence of the intruder. I have since
learnt that there was an especial interest attached

to this picture, which was painted for my father

before the marriage took place, in order to com-

memorate his first interview with his future wife.

By what circumstances that interview was brought
about, I shall relate by-and-by.

In that early portrait of mj'- mother, I can dis-

cern a resemblance to what I was myself in my
youth, and it is thus I judge of its fidelity ; for,

according to my own imperfect recollections, she

was pale and thin, gliding about the house with a

quiet, noiseless step, as if she did not wish to

wake the echoes with her foot. The face of glad

surprise looking in at the door is still more unlike

the wan, haggard, austere countenance of my
father as I remember it

;
and the contrast be-

twixt the picture and the image of the originals,

as they live in my mind, tells a sad tale of woe,

considering the few yea'-s that had elapsed betwixt

the jieriod of its execution and that from which I

date my recollections.

I can recall another scene, though I cannot say
whether it was antecedent or subsequent to the

one above described as occurring in my lied-room
—in which I know, although I cannot tell how I

know it, that Sir Ralph WeUwood was an actor.

It was in our own park, not far from the spot
where I was detected kissing Clara, and conse-

quently only divided by the wall from the Staugh-
ton grounds. I see it as a tableau—how we got
to the place, I cannot tell

;
but my mother is

leaning against a tree—I even know which tree it

was—it is an elm
;
and I have lately had it sur-

rounded by rails, on which I have placed an in-

scription, requesting my successors at Elfdale,

whoever they may be, not to cut down that tree ;

although why I do this I scarcely know myself.

Against this tree she is leaning ;
in tears, and

holding her handkerchief to her eyes. A little

distance from her stands a tall, handsome man,
whom I recognise as Sir Ilalph Wellwood ;

he is

talking earnestly, I think beseechingly, and near

him stands a lady—Lady Wellwood, I think. I

had an imperfect comprehension at the tiaie, that

some matter of great importance was imder dis-

cussion. I even understood that the conversation

referred to my mother's uuhappiness ; and that

Sir Ealph was entreating Lady Wellwood to do

something—what I know not. Neither do I know
what followed

;
for there the curtain falls, and I

see no more.

There is another person mixed up with these

childish recollections— a lady who was always
dressed in black, and who wore a strange, myste-
rious kind of cap upon her head. This was my
grandmother, and the cap—which combined with
the feehngs of awe and dislike she inspired, made
me fancy her something allied to a witch—was a

widow's cap of the most lugubrious fashion, which
she wore from the period of her husband's death
to her own. To my childish eyes she looked pre-

ternaturally old, though she covdd not have been
so in reality ; but I believe she suffered from

rheumatism, and that the joints of her fingers
were considerably enlarged ; which, not imder-

standing it to be the result of disease, added to

the mystery of her being, and augmented my
terrors. There was a large arm-chair appropriated
to the especial use of this lady, which being of
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black leather, studded with brass nails, I associ-

ated Avith certain funereal notions connected with
a hearse and a coffin—notions vague and nndefined,
but not tlie less chilling and depressing. When
the servants told me that if I v'as naughty Old

Bogie Avould have me, I immediately thought of

my grandmother ; and in moving about the room,
I always gave her chair as wide a berth as I

could, lest I should be arrested by the awful
clutch of those mysterious looking fingers.

Of all days in the week I hated Sunday ;
for

then, whilst mj' father and mother, and most of

the servants, went to the church, which was some
miles distant, I was left at home to keej) company
with this dreaded personage : wlio, besides reading

prayers to me and the remnant of the establish-

ment, taught me my Catechism and the Ten Com-
mandments

;
but as I detested the teacher, and

did not in the smallest degree understand the

object of what she taught, as may be imagined
my progress was not considerable. JN'Iy father and
mother always called her McCam ; and I believe

the latter feared, and prol:)a1)ly disliked, her as

I did. The former, on the contrary, was very
much attached to her

;
and I fancy his character

was formed on the model of hers, and tliat there

was a strong sympathy between them.
I have no recollection of any other persons

commg about the house
;

I do not think my father

ever received company ;
and as the building we

inhabited, although situated amidst the most ro-

mantic scenery in England, was itself extremely
dismal, with low-roofed rooms, wainscoted with
dark oak, and small, high windows in deep em-

brasures, that admitted but a scanty allowance of

light, perhaps childhood has seldom had a less

cheery home. There was a small village near lis,

through which I sometimes passed when driving
in the carriage with my parents, and well I can

recall tlie Qwxy with which I looked at the dirty
children playing in the mud ! I thought how
happy they must be ! They had no Bogie at

home, sitting on her funereal throne in dreadful

majesty ! They were not condemned to wear

spotless clothes ! They might make^a litter and a

noise if they pleased
—I was never allowed to

make a noise ;
and as for play, T had nol;ody to

play with. I remember one of the maids, I sup-

pose pitj'ing my forlorn childhood, once brought
me a ball from a neighbouring fair ; but the next

day, being Sunday, I unluckily dropped it from

under my pinafoi-e, where I was tiugeringit, whilst

my grandmother was reading jirayers, and it

roUed over to her footstool. Nothing could exceed

the good lady's horror and indignation at such an

instance of irreverence on my part ; and, besides

taking away the ball, she asked me what I sup-

posed God Almighty could think of me. I could

not tell, of course
;
but I know what I thought of

him
;

I thought he was another Bogie, only less

disagreeable than my grandmother because T did

not see him. How could I think otherwise, when
she informed me eveiy Sunday that, if I did not

learn my Catechism and obey the Ten Command-
ments, he woidd burn me in everlasting fire ?

Now, with respect to the Commandments, there

were some of them I did not understand ;
and

others 1 found it impossible to obey. I couldn't

keep the Sabbath holy, according to my grand-
mother's views, for such poor amusements as 1

had I v.anted as much on that day as on any
other

; whereas her injunctions were, that I was
to be kept strictly to the ab(n-e studies, and to

spelling out a certain number of chapters in the

Bible; read them I could not; for learning was
presented to me in such an ungracious form,
that I was a very backward child. Then with

regard to coveting other i)eopIe's goods, I was
conscious of coveting a vast variety of things,
which I suppose arose from my liaving nothing
I could call my ovm. I coveted the gardener's
rakes and spades, and wheelbarrows, antl rollers,

none of which I was permitted to touch. I

eagerly coveted the donkey driven every Tuesday
and Friday to the back door by the butcher's

boy. I coveted a flageolet that belonged to one
of the footmen ; and indeed this I broke the

eighth commandment by ultimately stealing ;

and I longed madly for a beautiful Shetland

pony, which sometimes passed the carriage when
we were driving along the road to Castleton,
with a happy-looking little boy on its back.

Then, against the fifth commandment, accord-

ing to -which I was enjoined to honour my father

and my grandmother, i rebelled. If to fear was
to honour, I certainly did my duty ;

liut 1 was

perfectly conscious that I hated them both, and
that I would have liked to kill them, as I some-

times did the spiders and earwigs. With regard
to my mother, v/ho had disappeared from Elf-

dale before the period I now write of, I was
not taught to honour her ; and in the book
from which I learnt my Catechism, the word fjrand

was substituted in legible characters for the word
mother.

The stealing of the flageolet was a dreadfiU

business, for if I was unliappy tiU I got it, I was

twenty times worse afterwards. The possession of

it was torture ;
and whoever has read a whimsical

article published some years since in The House-

hold Words, detailing the feeUngs of a man sup-

posed to have stolen the Koh-i-noor, will be able

to conceive mine. It describes them exactly.

As the diamond was of no use to the possessor

unless he could turn it into money, so was the

flageolet of no use to me unless I could play upon
it

;
or at least make the attempt to do so ;

of my
success I had not a doubt. I thought the tunes

were inside of it, and that I had only to blow into

the holes and I should produce as good music as

the footman. But how to do this and not be

heard, was the question. Tn the house it was im-

possible ;
in the grounds, I never could tell that

there was not a gardener or a gamekeei)cr, or

even my father, within hearing ; and beyond their

boimdaries I was not permitted to stray. 1 took

it to bed with me every night, and when I lieard

the bell ring for family prayers, which Avas imme-

diately before supper, I hid my head under the

clothes, and ventured to utter alowsi|ueak, which

set me glowing with delight. With similar pre-

cautions by day, in some remote part of the

grounds, after scrutinising every tree and bush, T

would venture to put the cherished instrument to

my lips ;
but although persuaded that 1 only re-

quu-ed sufficient scope for my abilities to play a
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tune, yet such v\as my terror of discovery that I

never coiikl get beyontl a single note, or at the

most two, witliout stopping ^to look round and

listen ;
so that the enjoyment of my stolen trea-

sure was di'eailfully circumscribed and disturbed.

CIIArXER II.

Ix the meantime, Thomas, who was conside-

rably annoj-ed at the loss of his flageolet, had

accused the groom, -with whom he was not on

good terms, of stealing it ; and, at length, the ac-

cusation being repeated under aggravating circum-

stances, a quarrel arose, which led to a scuffle in

which the groom was worsted ; whereupon he

gave his master warning, alleging his reasons for

relinquishing his situation.

By this means the disappearance of the flageolet

came to my father's ears ; and as Thomas declared

his perfect con\dction that it had been stolen by
somebody in the house, since it had been taken

out of his own bedroom—which, I am sorry to

say, was quite true—the whole establishment was

interrogated about it, the idea that we were har-

bouring a thief Ijeing exceedingly alarming to my
grandmother. I was not present at this investi-

gation, but my father had already asked me if I

had seen anything of Thomas's flageolet, and I

had answered in the negative. It may, therefore,
be imagined what my terrors were, and how
anxiously I now desired to get rid of my Koh-i-

noor, which was at that moment lying at the back
of the drawer where 1 kept my lesson-books,
which nobody ever opened but myself. For the

future, however, I did not think that place of con-

cealment suflaciently secure
; and as I could not

make up my mind cither to burn the source of my
woe, or throw it into the fish-pond, I buried it in

a corner of the garden, where it might probably
have remained to this day if I coiild have let it

alone. But I could not. I was always hovering
about the si^ot, and removing the earth that
covered it, to make sure it was still there

; till

at last one of the gardeners, called Phibbs, who
"was an ill-natured fellow and my enemy, taking
it in his head that I was sowing seeds, and

trying to raise some flowers for myself, stuck
his spade into the ground, and turned up the
imfortunate flageolet.

Never shall I forget my fright when he grasped
me with one iron hand and held up the broken
instrument with the other, for the spade had
struck it and snapt it in two. In vain I cried

;

in vain I prayed that he would not tell my father
;

he was not to be moved. I had often vexed him,
no doubt ; for ha\'ing nothing to divert me, I was
apt to indulge myself in a little mischief in the

garden occasionally ; and I am afraid my conscience
was not quite clear with regard to the wall-fruit

;

but I had managed my depredations cunningly,
and he had never been able to detect me. It was
Ms turn now, however

; and so he told me, as

roaring and struggUng he dragged me towards the
house. How little people who make light of the
troubles of children know what they are ! It is

true they are generally transitory; but, on the
other hand, they are dreadfully intense. What
anguish I suflered during our progress on that
occasion ! No criminal going to execution could

sufi'er more ! It happened fortunately, however,

for me that on our way we had to pass the dairy,

where Matty, the dairy-maid, a bright-eyed, rosy-

cheeked lass, who was busy with her milk-pans,

hearing my screams, came to the door to inquire

what the matter was ; whereupon, seizing hold of

her apron, I clung to her like a shipwrecked
mariner to his plank, conjuring her to save me

;

and as the man was endeavouring to recommend
himself to her good graces at the time, she pre-

vailed on him to let me oS".

But I remember, poor thing, that it was on the

condition of some concession on her part that he

yielded, which I thoiight nothing of at the mo-

ment, being wholly engrossed Avith my own peril ;

but circumstances that occurred some time after I

had left home recalled what had jxassed on that

occasion strongly to my recollection. It was

during my residence at Jlr. Carter's school that

one day, whilst reading the papers, he said to me,
" Isn't your father's place called Elfdale ?

"
I

answered that it was ; whereupon he handed me
the journal, saying,

"
Something has happened to

one of the servants there—the dairy-maid ;
and

there seems some suspicion of foixl play."
Poor Matty's beneficent interference at that

critical moment of my life—for heaven knows
from what tortiires moral and phj'sical she had
redeemed me by the concessions she had made to

her brutal lover—instantly recurred to my mind,
and I read with painful interest an account of the

discovery of her body in the fish-pond after she

had been some days missing. How she had come
there remained uncertain. She might have fallen

in or thrown herself in ; but as she had exhibited

no depression of spirits, the latter supposition
seemed improbable. Then there was a small

w^ound on the back of her head, that might have

been either the result of a blow or of her striking

against a stone at the bottom of the water. The
event was rendered more distressing by the fact

that she was on the point of marriage Avith a

farmer's son in the neighbourhood, and to whom
she was very much attached, as he was to her ;

and as it was a better match than she could rea-

sonably have expected, there seemed nothing con

nected with that affair likely to have led to the

catastrophe.
There was no evidence adduced against any-

body at the inqiiest, and the jury brought in a

verdict of Accidental Death, in spite of which, boy
as I was, my mind reverted to Phibbs the gar-

dener, and the words I had heard pass betwixt

him and poor Alartha Penning at the door of the

daily. I remembered how savagely he had first

responded to her intercession, and how she had

appeased him by promising not to walk on the

Sunday with somebody, whose name I did not

hear. It occiu-red to me that perhaps this some-

hodji was the young farmer, whose regard for

Martha, which tinae had ripened, might then have
been beginning to show itself, and it seemed

highly probable that the jealousy which Phibbs
had then exhiljited might have been wrought to

some extremity by the prospects of their approach-

ing marriage. However, as I never heard from

EKdale, my grandmother being by this time dead
and my father on the Continent, I did not even
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know wliether the man was still living there, or

indeed living at all, and my snspicions spread no
farther than to oneof mysclioolfellows,till they were
revived some weeks afterwards by a paragraph in

one of the papers pointed out to me by Mr,

Carter, whereby it appeared there had been a

quarrel betwixt two of the servants at Elfdale,
which had terminated in the death of one of them.

They were both gardeners, and it was Phil)bs who
had killed his adversary by a blow under the left

ear ; nevertheless, as it was given in fair fight,
and the deceased was considered to have led on to

the catastrophe by a series of aggravating taunts
and insults in reference to the fate of Martha

Penning, the survivor got off with a year's im-

prisonment. But it was the source of the quarrel,
as it was revealed at the inquest, that interested

me, and re-awakened my suspicions, which had

evidently been shared by poor Goring, who had

got his quietus for giving them utterance.

It appeared that, my father being absent, there

was but a small establishment at Elfdale, just

enough to keep the place in order. The servants

retained were left on board wages, with liberty of

using the vegetables out of the garden, and the

pike out of the pond, at the discretion of the head

gardener, the latter priAdlege being granted to

prevent the pike getting too much ahead of the

other fish, which they were apt to devour. As
the housekeeper had a savoury way of dressing the

pike, the dish was in high favour, and with no-

body more than with Phibbs, who had been known
to give u^i going to a flower-show at Buxton,
where some of his own productions were to be

exhibited, because just as he was setting off,

dressed in his Sunday attire, he was told there

was a fine pike for diuner. In spite of this de-

cided and acknowledged predilection for the fish,

however, he had latterly declined to eat it. If

this refusal had only dated from the period of poor
Matty's body being found in the pond, he would

only have been doing what all the rest did—the

fish, since that painful discovery, being left to eat

each other if they liked—but the remarkable fea-

ture in the case was, that this squeaniishness on
the part of Phibbs had been nearly simultaneous
with the poor girl's disappearance. It appears to

have been Goring who first remarked this coinci-

dence
; and, when the body was found, he called

the attention of the other servants to the circum-

stance. Whether the others drew any conclusion

from it or not remained doubtful. If they did,

they had the discretion to kee^i their thoughts to

themselves
;
but Goring, more impetuous, or pos-

sibly from being an oiit-door servant having
other reasons for suspicion, coidd not "keep his

tongue quiet," as one of the witnesses said, when
examined before the Coroner with respect to

Matty's death. He would be continually throw-

ing something in Phibbs's teeth about the pike,

taunting him with turning as white as a cauli-

flower whenever it was brought to table.

It came out, in the course of the inquiry, that
all the witnesses had observed the same particu-

larity, and that Phibbs had even become so ill

as to be obliged to leave the room, one day,
when out of jest, they had forced some of the

fish upon his plate. They also unanimouslj-

agreed that this distaste had shown itself, about
the period the dairy-maid was missed, and at a
time that nobody had the slightest suspicion of
her being in the pond.

Phibbs admitted at once that he had taken a
dislike to the disli, assigning as a reason, that
the last time he had eaten it, possibly from par-

taking of it too full}', it had made him very ilL

"He thought he'd got a surfeit," he said; and
it was admitted by everybody that he had Ijcen

for some time looking unwell, and that his ap-
petite was not what it used to be.

Whether Goring could have thrown any more
light on the affair, had he been alive, there is

no saying. As it was, the mystery of i)oor

IMatty's death remained unrevealed ; and Phibbs

escaped with the penalty of a homicide, instead
of a murder, which in my heart I believed him
to deserve.

I, however, kept my thoughts to myself, not

choosing to confess the story of the flageolet to

Mr. Carter, lest it should reach my father's

ears.

To return from this digression to the course

of my life at Elfdale, I fancy the dull and even
tenor of it can have furnished very little worth

relating ;
for scarcely an incident survives in my

memory, excejjt those trifling ones I have men-
tioned

; the uniformity of our existence, however,
was interrupted by two events of more importance,
the last of whicli completely changed the current

of mine. The first of these was the sudden dis-

appearance of my mother from Elfdale ; to me it

was actually a disappearance, for I knew neither

the manner nor the moment of her going ; I had
observed no })reparations for her departure ;

nor

did 1 hear any comments made upon her absence

after she was gone. As, I fancy, she had no

authority in the house, my grandmother having

usurped it all, everything went on as before. Her
name was never mentioned, at least in my pre-

sence ;
I suppose the servants had been forbidden

to mention it ; and T only gradually learnt to

understand that she was really gone, and that her

return was not looked for. Of my father and

grandmother I never asked questions ; but when

nearly a whole day had passed without my seeing

her, I said to one of the maids :

" Where's mamma V
"

" I don't know, sir !

" was the answer ;
and as

every time I made the inquiry the response was

the same, whilst the person I addressed, whoever

it might be, made off from me as fast as he or she

could, f soon ceased to trouble them, or myself,
I about the matter ;

but it did not escape me that

her picture, which hung in the dining-room, was

removed, and replaced by a large landscape.

!
What a child hears or sees nothing of he soon

'

forgets ;
at least that was the case with me : and

indeed the departure of my mother made little

change in my daily life
;
she having, I suspect,

been imder considerable restraints even in regard

to her intercourse with me. In short, my grand-

mother had contrived completely to place hei-self

betwixt us ; and although she had certainly not

usurped my affections, she had comi)letely arrested

them in their natural course, which ought to have

,

been towards my mother, who, I believe, to the
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utmost of lior i)owor was kind to me, thoiigli

small, indeed, was that power. But she was, I

fancy, so depressed and subdued ;
so snubbed and

neglected ;
so taJnmd, in short, whilst at the same

time she was conscious of being surrounded by-

spies, and rigidly overlooked, that she had not the

means of awakening my affection or gratitude by

the bestowal of any substantial indulgences;

whilst I, accustomed to see her treated with this

kind of iiulignity and disrespect, insensibly grew

up to look upon "her, as she glided silently aboiit

the house, with indifference, perhaps tinctiu-ed a

little with contempt.
The reader will here probably express his dis-

gust at my want of feeling, and call me a very

unamialile child. 1 dare say I was ;
and cer-

tainly that w^is the opinion of my father and my
grandmother ;

but be pleased, gentle reader, to

recollect that there are considerable excuses to be

made for a miserable httle urchin brought up by
two such austere people as those I have described ;

and on a system from which love, either to man
or God, was wholly excluded. The truth is, that

I feared and, therefore, disliked almost everybody
about me, excejit my mother, to whom, as I have

hinted, I was, at the best, indifferent. The

servants, some of them, might possibly have shown

me favour ;
but they were forl^iddeu to speak to

me except for necessary purposes ; besides, I was

so completely cowed that they could never have

relied on my fidelity. I should have betrayed

them the moment my grandmother clutched me.

(Seep. 4i2.)

I felt, in short, as if all mankind was in a con-

spiracy, and I was the wretched victim of their

tyranny ; whilst behind them loomed the terrible

figure of God, whom fancy pictured as a frightful,

gigantic man, with hands like my grandmother's,
wherewith he was waiting to seize and cast me
into the fires of hell.

My mother had been long gone, and I had

nearly forgotten her existence
; when one day that

I had been saying a lesson to my grandmother,
which, as usual, I did not know, she sent me
with my book to learn it in the corner of the
room. Whilst I was sobbing and snivellins; over

the dog's-eared leaves, I suddenly heard a noise

behind me, which causing me to turn my head,
I with amazement beheld her stretched her length

upon the floor. She had either fallen out of

her chair, or tript in attempting to rise—I ima-

gined the latter ; and expecting to see her get

upon her legs again, I did not venture to leave

my corner for some minutes, till obser\4ng that

she continued to lie there, I cautiously stole to-

wards the spot in order to survey her a little

closer. She lay on her breast, with her arms

stretched out, her hands trjdng to clutch the

carpet, and her head raised, so that tliree parts
of her face were ^asible

; her eyes M-ere open,
and I believe she saw me

; whilst her lips moved
with an ineffectual effort to speak. There was
a gurgling sound from her throat ;

but no words.

T stood transfixed, staring at her; half -fright-

ened and half-pleased ;
for it occurred to me that



she was going to die—or as I termed the phrase
in my own mind, that " there was going to be

of her—" and the idea delighted me. I

even a vagne notion that she was appeahng

neither,

features,

thinking
floor, i

ready to

struggle,

Presently,
and she

she would
rushed to

an end
had
to me for assistance ; and that she wanted me
to ring the bell, or call the servants ; but I did

a convidsion i)assed over her

struggled so much, that

succeed in rising from the

the door that I might be
make my escape ;

but it was the last

which ended by her faUing over on her

back. When I saw that she lay quite still, I ap-

proached her again ; and after watching her for

a minute or two, I laid my finger on her cheek
;

and finding she took no notice of that liberty, I

proceeded to greater ; pinching her nose, and

poking at her with the toe of mj' boot. Shocking !

as the reader will exclaim ; but "as ye sow

ye shall reap ;

"
T hated her ; and I had no

respect for death. I was too ignorant to have

any; and my heart was tuo contracted. All I

felt was triumph to think that I had the best of

her now. She could not clutch me with those

awful hands, nor make me learn the Catechism and
the Ten Commandments any more, I jumped for

joy ;
and it was whilst I was in the midst of ex-

pressing my satisfaction in a fandango, that my
father entered the room, and I felt his fingers on

my collar ; but immediately afterwards, perceiving
his mother on the floor, he flung mc ofl', and was

kneeling beside her, calling on her name in an

agony of grief, and giving vent to the strongest

expressions of despair ; for he perceived at once

that she was gone beyond recall
;
and although

medical assistance was summoned, it was but a

form. Death was too plainly written on her face

to leave room for a hope.
From this time I saw very little of my father.

What his feelings might have pjreviously been to-

wards me I do not knovr, but doubtless his aflec-

tion was not augmented by the manner iu which
he found me testifying my satisfaction at a cata-

strophe which, I believe, he looked upon
greatest misfortune that it remained for

inilict.

If the house was didl before, it was twenty
times more so now. The bereaved sou shut him-

self up in his library to moan unseen, and the ser-

vants, under the influence of the housekeeper and

butler, moved about on tiptoe, and scarcely spoke
above their breaths, that is to say, whilst they
were within hearing of these functionaries. Out
of doors there was a good deal of larking
and fun, as I had occasion to see

;
for my

father, unused T sixppose to thuik of me, ha^^ng

given no directions to the contrary, I was
left to roam about the grounds at pleasure.
In short, as I had expected, I found my situation

considerably ameliorated by Avhat had occurred,
and many a time I clapped mj^ hands and kicked up
my heels for joy that old Bogie was dead.

Her funeral was splendid
—as the undertakers'

phrase is—and, no doubt, it cost a great deal of

money. I was arrayed in a new suit of sables to

attend it, and rode in the same carriage as my
father. This was the flrst time I had seen him
since he interrupted my fandango, and I felt

as the

fate to

dreadfullj"- alarmed ;
but he wixs too much absorbed

in his grief to think of me or my misdemeanors

just then. Child as I was, I observed how much
he was altered. He looked dreadfully ill ; and—
shall I confess it—I felt a hope that he was going
to die too.

On the third day after this, I was informed by
the servant who assisted me to dress that I was

going to be sent away to school. 1 had a very
obscure notion of what school was, and tiie idea of

being sent away anywhere Ijeing agreeable, I felt

quite elated at the news. I ate my breakfast in

a pleasing state of excitement unknown to me be-

fore, till it being announced that the carriage was
at the door, 1 was informed that 1 must go and
bid papa i/ood bye. A chill came over me at the

thought of it, and yet I am inclined to think, now,
that he had not treated me so very ill, nor even, per-

haps, so very harshly ; but, on tbe other hand, he

never gave many evidences of alTection. He sup-

ported my grandmother iu whatever she chose to

do, iuid I believe fancied she could never be

wrong ; and then his whole demeanor, as well as

liis countenance, were so sombre, dry, and austere,

that it was impossible he could inspire a child like

me with any other sentiments than those of fear

and dislike.

When I went in, or rather was pushed into

the library, he was sitting at the opposite end of

it, at a table strewn with letters and papers.
Some were tied up in packets, bound with red

tape, and sealed. A basket filled with the frag-

ments of those he had torn up stood beside him.

He held one in his hand, which he was reading,

when I entered. The servant, as he softly closed

the green baii:e door behind me, gave me another

push, indicating that I was to go forward, but I

was in no hurry to advance, and, as the room was

thickly carpeted, and everything since my grand-
mother's death vras performed in the most i)iano

kej^ my father remained unconscious of my I're-

sence. I did not then know whether that was

the case, or whether he did not choose to sec me,

so I stood still, scarcely breathing, with my eyes

fixed upon his face, not wishing to accelerate the

awful moment, and feehng something as a mouse

might do that was shut up iu the cage of a rattle-

snake.

Presently, to my surprise, I saw the tears—^l)ig

tears—begin to stream over his wan cheeks and

fall upon the paper. He brushed them away and

went on reading ;
but they gathered again and

again. I had never seen any grown person weep
before. I thought, indeed, nobody ever did weep
but me. I was amazed and moved. I suppose

there was a vague feeling, an unconscious esti-

mate, of what an enormous amount of grief that

must be wliich could have loosed the ariil fountain

of those tears. As his passion grew, my breast

began to heave, till at length, when he dropt the

letter on the table, and covering his face with his

hands, gave free vent to his anguish in convulsive

sobs, I,"too, lifted up my wailing voice.

" Child !

" exclaimed my father, uncovering his

face, and suddenly rising from his seat, "What

brings you here? Oh! I forgot. Come here,

George." And when he saw 1 did not move, ho

added, "Come here, my boy!" Then 1 went
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T'm goiny to send yoti to school," he continued,

Phiciug one hand on my head, and grasping my
^rm -with the other. " You're going to Mr.

Carter's at Exeter ;
lie's a very good man, and I

daresay you'll bo very hapi)y there
;
that is, if

you learn to be a good boy. Will you try ?
"

I sobbed out that / would, for somehow my
heart was thawed, and for the first time in my
life T was shielding tears neither of passion nor of

fear, though what tlio exact source of them was I

did not know then, nor do I now.

I imagine my father thought I was crying at

lea^•ing home and him, for he was certainly

touched, and he spoke to me with a tenderness I

was quite unaccustomed to. He gave me a great
deal of good ad%ace, and two guineas out of his

purse that lay fiUl of gold iipon the table—the

first money I ever had in my life.

I confess that from the moment he placed the

gold in my hand my tears were dried, and I

listened to no more of the advice ; nor do I recol-

lect how my father took leave of me, nor anything
that followed. I only know that one of the ser-

vants travelled with me, and that in due time we
reached LIr. Carter's school at Exeter.

{To be continued.)

THE MONEY VALUE OF AN
INVENTOE.

In the year 1847 an article entitled "Human
Progress" appeared in the " Westminster Review.

"

A portion of it was a criticism on Lord Ashley's
endeavour to find work for needlewomen, and it

was pointed out that the true remedy was to dis-

pense with the needlewomen, as mere stitchers,
or altogether by constructing machines to do their

work, and ultimately to dispense with the machines

also, by the construction of other machines to jiro-
duce seamless garments direct from improved
looms. The writer pointed out that so long as

degrading work existed, so long would degraded
human beings be found to perform it, but that the

degrading work ceasing the degraded humanity
woidd disappear also. The writer thought the

stitching-machine a new idea, b\it while correcting
the press an American gentleman, looking over it,

remarked, "Are you aware that a stitching-
machine has just been invented in the United
States ?

"
upon which the writer " made a note of

it
"
at the foot of his page. "It is a question for

the mechanician to solve how the powers of Nature
shall produce human garments by machinery
wholly and not in part ? The problem wiU not
be difficult to solve

; and he who first solves it

shall be famous among men, as the chemist who
shall first discover the mystery of the aromas.
Then may men and women indulge in artistical
decoration of their persons when it shall cease to
be a result of painful handicraft."*"

Through good and through evil the inventor
worked on, and slowly his invention got into use, and
it was patented in England and other countries.

It has been stated that the inventor, Mr. Howe,
had reahsed upwards of 150,000L by patent

* A\bile wi-ituig this we are informed that nn Aiuericau
has brmight over a "stitching machine." This is the first
step 1 lie next is to manufacture garments not requiring
stitches. Ihe artist aud mechamcian must combiuc for this"

right on his machines in the United States, but,

notwithstanding, he a2>plied for an extension of

the term of his patent, and obtained it for another

seven years.
The ground on which the gi'ant was obtained is

as follows :
—An invention is not to be regarded

as ordinary labour, nor is its value to be measured

by arbitrary rules. The utihty and value to the

community are the true test by which to judge of

the invention, and the inventor's reward should
be proportional to its value.

Mr. Howe invented a labour-saving machine,

by which an enormous amount of miserably-paid

drudgery was removed from all those operations

involving the clothing of the community, and

every item mvolving the joining of materials by
sewing. And, moreover, in a country of instifii-

cient labour, the amotmt of v/ork required coidd

not have been su2)plied, and great numbers must
have been deprived of the needful supply.
The value of the sewing done by Mr, Howe's

machines at the present time in the United States

is at the least fftij-eifiht million-'i ofi^ounds sterling

j)er annum, and, if the original machines were
used without the improvements, the value woidd
amoimt to thirty-four millions of pounds sterling

per annum. In the city of New York, the value

is one million and a half per annum on men and

boys' clothing, ninety-two thousand on hats and

caps, and one, hundred and seventy thousand on
shirt-fronts

;
and in Massachusetts the labour saved

in boots and shoes amounts to one million and a
halfper annum.

Surely this man is a benefactor not only to his

own community, but to the other nations in which
his machines are used. In fourteen years the value

of this invention rises to something like the whole
of our National debt, and considerably more than
the whole sum invested in our railways in the

course of thirty years.
The Commissioners of Patents in the L'nited

States have given the inventor a seven years' fur-

ther right. In England the practice has been to

grant renewal only in case of no profit having been
made by the invention. If it can be shown that the

inventor has received any sum, from a thousand

pounds or so upwards, he has very little chance
of renewal. And, moreover, the cost of the ap-

plication amoimts to so considerable a siun, that a

poor inventor would have little chance of finding

it, more especially as the cost increases by the

opposition, sup2)orted commonly by the clubbed

purses of manufacturers,—men not usually imagi-

native, and who recognise the work done upon
matter, but not the work of mind, and stUl less

the value of that perception and judgment which
discerns utility and profit in embryo. The m-
ventor points out the work that is hidden ;

he is

the discoverer of the unknown mine. He is first

scouted as a "
schemer," and has trotible to intro-

duce his idea
; and when the thought of the mind

has grown to be the work of the hand, he is

commonly denounced as a robber.

We believe that an application is about to be
made for a renewal of Mr. Howe's patent in Eng-
land, and painful and humiliating to us as a nation

will it be, if it fails. But it will probably not fail,

for the reason that public attention is now called
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to the morality of the question. Our House of Lords
is quite as moral as any institution of our Ameri-
can cousins, and it is xirobable that for the first time
the question will be argued on its merits, and not

upon the technicalities of routine. The part that

an inventor plays in national progress -will be
taken into the account, and his services vnll not
be measured at the rate of a foreman or inspector
in a national dockj^ard or arsenal, or any other of

the underpaid classes of public servants.

Eightly understood, this question of recompense
to inventors is of the deepest national importance ;

and l)y the term inventors I do not mean merely
machinists or chemists, but the general body of

original-minded men who really create national pro-

gress
—who are the chiefs and leaders marshalling

the Avorks of those following.
This England of ours stands out from amidst

Continental troubles, in virtue of the fact that

more than in any other country all men are equal
before the law. Eveiy man, according to his

faculties, may rise by industry and perseverance ;

and if genius, perseverance, and favoiirable cir-

cumstances meet together, a day labom-er may
attain to any position under the Crown. In
AT.rtue of this conviction, all men are contented,
because the door is opened for bettering their po-

sition, and lord and lout dwell together in har-

mony, and the lout is content, having few aspi-
rations. But amongst the mass of both are to be

found many individuals Math high instinctive

genius and original powers. These men look round
the world and find that nearly all matter possesses

owners, land and water, and bird and beast, and

fish, and tree and jjlant, and minerals. Air and
ocean alone are free to all. In their teeming
brains they behold new powers into whicli matter

may be shaped, new combinations of choice art
;

but the materials on which they must work are

not theirs, and if they give forth their knowledge
the holders of the materials v.'ill alone benefit bj''

the wonder-working brain. The lord of the soil

woTild be the lord of all things, and the owner of

the originating brain woidd be only a slave.

Bcthlem Gabor imprisoning the alchemist, in the

romance of St. Leon, was a type of this condition.

Had this condition of things existed in England,
one of two things must have resulted. Either the

men of brains would have tried conclusions with
the lords of the soil, by incessant revolutions, or

England would have remained in a condition of

non-progress, to be appropriated by successive

invaders.

Fortunately English rulers and law-makers un-

derstood this, and laws were made giving men a

limited property in their inventions, in considera-

tion of their promidgating them. It is true that the

inventor had to pay black mail to the king for the

time being, but genius thus obtained its fulcrum,
and national progress followed. The prosperous
inventor obtained the means of purchasing the

land of the spendthrift, and foimding a name.
Of late years there has been a disposition in

England to decry patents, the decriers being in

almost all cases rich men—capitalists desirous of

obtaining the use of other men's brains gratuitously.
Could they be successful in taking away copy-

right from authors, and property in mind from

inventors, it would simply be a one-sided socialiBin.

Those who found their brains turned into common
property would he ajit to institute an inquiry why
laud and capital of all kinds should not l)e com-
mon property also, and if defeated in this, they
would, as far as practicable, emigrate to other

lands, where the rights of their brains might be

respected ; and the glory of England would have

departed. If a sim^ile sewing-machine i)roduce8

lifty-eight millions per annum in the United

States, what must be its value here ? And what
is the annual value of the steam engines, steam
vessels, iron rails, iron ships, jiower looms, and
innumerable other things that have been called

into existence by the stimulus of patents ?

But it may be argued, if this were to go on,

patentees would absorb all the wealth of the

countr3^ Successful inventors would possess the

largest resources in the realm. But, also, they
would be the most enterprising. They would ex-

pend the w'ealth acquired l)y one invention by
working out new inventions -without end. Pro-

gress is kej^t back chieliy by the poverty of inven-

tors, and the loss of time they undergo in hunting
uj) unwilling and incredulous cajiitahsts.

There are people, and they arc numerous, who
have an idea that inventors are a thoughtless, waste-

ful race, who throw away their own property and
that of their neighljours in absurd schemes. No
doubt, there are numbers of these imaginative

schemers, without judgment : but what then?
In other departments of life we have unsuccessftd

merchants, and quack doctors, and mock musi-

cians, and mechanical poets, and pretenders of all

sorts ; and why should the realm of mechanical

invention be without them ? The fact remains the

same, that this our England waged a contest of

years against the whole continent of Europe banded
under the elder Napoleon, and came off victorious,

the cost being mainly contributed from the earn-

ings of the steam-engine, and sjiinning machinery,
and power looms, and other aiipliauces. It was

Watt, and Crompton, and Hargraves, and such

men, the never wearying inventors, who were at

the root of the winning of this great fight, in the

service of humanity, pulling down the false

prophet who broke down old despotisms to make a

worse desjiotism of his own.

Under heavy discouragements have they all

wrought. Watt, but for the exceptional renewal of

his patent when stricken in years, woidd have

died a pauper. But for the wealth and recognition

of Boulton, the thought of his brain would never

have grown to be the work of the hand, and Watt

woidd have perished, if not unnoticed and \m-

known with, at best, the reputation of a "schemer,"
—the general term of reproach for unsuccessful

promidgators of new plans, whatever be the merits

of the plans themselves.

Time was, that inventors holding patents were

regarded as public enemies, and every judge on

the bench thought it a triumph Avhen a patent was

overthrown. They have lived through tliis, but

the community owes them yet a larger measure of

justice
—a law court of their oa\ii, in which rapid

and cheap justice may l>e done, in which patents

may be declared valid, or overthrown, without

the law's delay, as now practised; n which
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cliicancry may be abolished, and in wliicli the

poor inventor may not be overwhelmed by the

long purses of the unscrupulous. 'J'hc inventors

do not ask any favour from the community. They
pay a tax of some score thousands per annum to

acquire a right in the pro])erty of their own 1 >rains,

and this revenue is poured into the public trea-

sury. They ask only that a portion of their

annual thousands shall be paid as salary to com-

petent judges, especially fitted by skill and expe-
rience to deal with questions of invention, and to

strii> away the fallacies with which they are sur-

rounded by interested rhetoricians. A lawyer of

unblushing front once assigned as a reason why
patents should be abolished,

" that inventors could

no more help inventing than hens coidd help laying

eggs," and that, therefore, the piiblic vrould have

the inventions without paying for them. Probably
this may be true

;
but there is no security for their

hatching their inventions, if thej'- may be taken

from them when they have arrived at chickenhood.

The public is really interested in their arriving
at full gi'owth, and should therefore leave the

charge of them wholly to their jmrents.
A patent is granted for three years on the pay-

ment of 25/., for seven years for 75?., and for four-

teen years for 175L Now it is notorious that

scarcely any patent gets into use under seven

years, and in many cases the fourteen run out

without return. Why should not the inventor

have the right instead of the favour of renewal,
for another payment at the end of the foiirteen

years? And if the renewal is to be made a ques-
tion of specific profits as royalty, why should it

be left at an arbitrary amount, depending on the

ojiinions of gentlemen perhaps not conversant
with the suliject ? Why shoiild there not be some
mode of calcidation analogous to payment for

vested interests ? If it can be demonstrated that
the public gain a million a j^ear by an invention,

why should not the inventor obtain a small per-

centage during a prolonged period in his life-time ?

If one man combines a number of words in the
form of a book, he obtains a per-centage for its

use, fixed by himself or his descendants for three

generations. Why should not an inventor have a
claim for a longer or shorter period for a combina-
tion of mechanical principles ? It may be said,
that he shirts out the public from their free use.
Not so : his reward wdll only serve to stimulate
others to make new combinations, in which case

competition brings down the per-centage. The
world gets a himdred new inventions by the pro-
cess of fairly rewarding one, and stimulating the
rest. Stop property in inventions, and trade
societies will immediately arise, and manufacturers
will pass their time in trying to steal each other's

secrets, as the American cotton planters stole the
cotton gin of Eli Whitney, and thereby defeated
his patent.
Even now, the stitching-machine is paling its

power, and other machines are plannmg, "that
shall give us cloaks, and tunics, and trousers free
from seams. The tailor ((aiUcv.r), or figure studier
will become the manufacturer's artist to design for
him so many sizes and proportions, as wiU take in
the whole human race

; and stitches, as we now
understand them, will cease to be an integral pai-t

of men's garments. Fashion changing from month
to month may continue to prevail with those who
have a passion for mere change, and money in

abundance to pay for it ;
but the great mass of

manhood, including the Volunteers, will be as

gracefully clad as the succinct or draperied Greeks

of old, with their clothing prepared for them by
machines instead of by human slaves.

What possible harm could result to a nation,

though the inventor of such machinery should

obtain a million instead of a thousand poimds for

his reward ? By the sweat of the brow shall the

sweat of the face be dried np, and human

drudgery be lessened. There are many more

thoughts in the human brain than have yet come
out of it, and the nation that can most intelli-

gently recognise the value of originality by remov-

ing obstacles from the path of originators, will—
other things being eqiral

— wield the greatest
amount of power.

W. Bridges Adams.

AilATA.

Who has not known Amata,
And bowed him to her thrall,

The despot of tLe drawing-room,
The peerless of the ball ?

Amata looked, and longed for

Three seasons now or so,

'Neath pertest hat the brightest face

At noontide in the Row ?

She moves in graceful glory by.
She glistens through the dance,

The cynosure of every wish,
The aim of every glance,

In such a light of loveliness

As crushes to eclipse

The sheen of wreathed bandeaux,
The swim of silken slips.

The proudest forms bend roimd her
In homage to her will ;

Still she is woo'd Amata,
Unwon Amata still.

I wonder, in the dawning
When she is borne away.

And early spaiTows chu'p along
Her partner's homeward way,

When he checks the music-memories
To think of her between

The refrain of "Diuorah"
And the ripple of "

Lurline,"
—

I wonder if a conscience smite

That eligible swain.
How wild his least ambition were.

His lightest hope how vain !

For, if I read Amata right,

(I often think I do,)
The curling of her dainty lip.

The fiiir cheek's changeless hue
;

The listless hand on proffered arm,
The guile of soft replies,

"With restless face averted

To dazzle other eyes ;
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111 is the augury I spell

Of feeling or of force

To train the tide of power and pride
In love's su'omissive course

;

And dim, and dark, and doubtful

Is figured to my vievv

Tiiat future friendship loves to trace,

Dear little girls, for you.

On, on in bright procession
The pretty votaries pass ;

I read the fate of years to come
In Fancy's magic glass.

On many a fold of soft brov,-n hair

And pure unfretted brow
The matron's tiar rests as light

As girlhood's roses now.

Korthward on Bome broad manor
Fair Edith's lot is set

;

At Stanhope Gate some fortunate

Has throned his sweet Annette ;

Lucy, whose bloom is rather full.

And Jane, who's far too pale.

Have flutter'd in the orange-wrealii,
And trembled 'neath the veil

;

And bells peal high against the sky
O'er street and silent plain.

But I listen for thy wedding- chime,

Amata, all in vain.

Town lavishes its dusty charms,
And Cowes its freshening sea ;

Here Fashion spreads its parquets smooth,

Its white decks there for thee ;

And still before that costly shrine

Heart, hand, and hope are laid
;

—
Unmelted still the haughty look,

The tender word unsaid !

Go, colder than the glacier,

And loftier than the Alps—
Go, treasuring the bleeding hearts,

As Indians treasure scalps !

'^ith freedom all so loveable.

And flirting all so sweet,

A^ud myriad vassals to subdue,
And myriad at thy feet.

There must be—conquest's current yet
So silverly flows on—

There must be ample time to yield,

And leisure to be won.—

Not so, if truth the poet years
In constant cadence sing.

That Autumn's fondest sunshine

Unfolds no buds of Spring.

He will not linger near us

Neglected and content,

The baby-boy from Paplios

With bow for ever bent.

\Ye may not furl his pinion
To serve us at our will,

When all the happy lovelight pales

And all the soul srrows chili.

Ah me, ah me ! a future

Is drear upon my glass !

I see the dimples deepening,
I see the bright bljom pass ;

See, one by one, bow fickle youth

Suflc:i"S, and wakes, and tliLuks,

And breaks the rosy fetter,

And casts aside the links.

More laboured swells the toilette,

More studied gleams the smile.

Like moonlight ou the tracery
Of some forsaken pile.

And comes the tide then freighted
With worship now no more ?

And is there mocking on the sea

At mourning on the shore ?

The supple knee has vanished,
The pleading voice is mute,

UncuUed the flower of flattery,

Unstniug the lover's lute :

And desolate Amata,
Like some discrowned queen,

Sits sorrowing for the empire lost,

And the glories that have been.

Kalph a. Benson.

I'HE TWO BEAUTIES OF THE CA^I-

BERAVELL ASSEMBLIES, 1778.

EV THE AUTHOR OF " AGGESDBX VICARAGE.
"

"Aunt Margaret, it is too dark to see that

embroidery any longer. Tell me a story."

The speaker looked somewhat too old to proffer

suck a request. But Isabella Eedmayno Went-

nortb, at "sweet seventeen," a woman in many

things, was in others still a child.

"Papa is asleep
—fast asleep," she continued,

following the glance of :Mrs. Margaret Eordyce to

the gentleman seated iu the arm-chair by the

blazing log-fire.
"
:My dear, I have told yoti all my stories agam

and again."
"But you must have some more, or make

Mrs. Margaret, who was not the girl s real aimt,

but loved her dearly, looked long into her face.

" Auntie ! please be ciuick."

"How like you are to yoiu- grandmother,

Elsie !

"

" Not half so handsome as that portrait iip-staira.

I wish I were !

"

" Chdd, 1 do not ;

"
said Mi-s. Margaret with

her calm sweetness. Isabella Wentworth's beauty

was a do\Ner that she already feared might spod as

good a heart and ;vs generous a temper as Here-

fordshire could boast,
" ' Favour is deceitful, and

beauty is vain, but the woman that fcareth the

Lord shall be praised.'
"

Isabella was silent a minute, but from her gaze

into the placid, softened face above her, did but

draw one inference, that beauty might endure to

the last years of the longest life, and but then l>e

at its sweetest.
" WeU, my love, but your story, I havethougnt

of one.
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" When I wiis young—sixty years ago now—
we livcil at CambiTWcll, a very different place

then from now, my dear, "added the old lady with

something of a sigh, "a gay place, too, but we

were happy and young enough to be gay. Well,

my love, wo had our monthly assemblies and

many other ])leasaut meetings now passed away or

despised. At these assemblies often met two of

the greatest beauties whom you could have found

witlnn ten miles of London then, now I think

you might search England through, in vain, to

equal one of them. My dear, I cannot give you
their real names, so we will call them Augusta
and Lucy."
"How jealous they must have been of one

another !

"
Isabella interposed.

" My loA'e," said the old lady, much shocked,
*'
they were the dearest friends. Augusta was a

tall, fine girl of seventeen when I first knew her,

with a handsome ingenuous face, somewhat

haughty, but very beautiful nevertheless ;
it was

her tine, upright figure and stately carriage that

the gentlemen so admired." The old lady paused
and sighed.

"
Lucy was only one year younger,

and a little graceful thing with light hair and a

fair complexion ;
her eyes, I was told, were very

lovely, blue and open. She loved Aiigusta with

all her heart, they were companion beauties, no

rivals."

"I should not like that !

"

" My dear, may you ever find as dear a friend as

Lucj'' did in Augusta ; Lucy was poor, Augusta
rich, yet she loved and sought her. Well, mouth
after month were these two girls admired, and

many a husband given to either," and Mrs.

Margaret smiled. " but follcs found they were mis-

taken ; the year came round, and they were still

but ]\lisses. Meantime, Lucy had been with her
father—^poor thing she had no mother—to visit an
uncle in—we will say, Berkshire. He was the

rector of a little country parish ; the autumn was

rainy ;
he had no wife—no children

; and whilst

her uncle and father were out shooting or fishing,

Lucy was left alone with the housekeeper, a tabby
cat, and Kobinsou Crusoe."

' ' I should have run home. "

Mrs. Margaret smiled and paused.

"My dear, they were the happiest days of her

life : I was going to say the Ictst happy days of her

life, but that would have been far from true,

though once she thought so. Well, near the end
of her visit, the family came back to the hall

;

there was grand rejoicing and bell-ringing, for

witTi them came the son and heir, a young man
just returned from America,—he had been
wounded at Saratoga. Well, Lucy's uncle went
to pay his respects to the Squire and his lady.
Now, my dear, the Squire was old and gouty,
and my lady a good wife to him— yes, a good
woman—to all be their due

; but proud—very
proud. Well, the Squire was laid up with so

sharp an attack that week, he coidd not return
the call, nor did Lucy see any of the family till

Sunday, when my lady and her son ap-
the

peared in the large hall-pew. The Squire's lady
looked like a Squire's lady in those days,

—none
of your flimsy muslins and barfeges ; but Lady
Anne then and ever was in the richest brocade.

one, my dear that would have stood by itseK, well

displayed by her hoop. Lucy watched her as she

sailed up the aisle, and thought her the finest lady
she liad ever seen. My dear, she was also the

cruelest."

Isabella looked up.
Mrs. Margaret smiled. " But she was a very

handsome woman for all that, mj'- love, and used

her fan, and curteseyed to the people with sur-

passing grace and dignity. Her wide skirts filled

the little aisle, and so behind her walked the

young Colonel. He—well, my dear, he was the

best-looking man T oversaw,—a better-looking one

than 2/ou can ever hope to see. He was dressed in

a Pompadour coat, laced with silver, and wore one

arm still in a sling. Well, and Lucy—silly little

Lucy—could not keep her eyes oif that fiue, plea-

sant-looking gentleman. Yes, his very looks were

pleasant. Silly did I say she was ? She was worse

than silly
—wrong. If she had that morning

thought
—as she ought to have done—of man's

Maker, instead of man, and kept her eyes upon her

book, almost all the trouble which she ever knew
woidd have been spared her. She and her father

were to leave Berkshire the middle of that week.

On the Tuesday young Colonel lledworth called to

make his father's excuses ; the poor old man could

not leave the house. Well, Lucy was sitting in

the arbour, working ; silly child—she longed to

go in, but shame kept her out ;
she felt whose

voice it was that she caught occasionally. Well,

my dear, he and her uncle came out into the

garden,
—the Hector had in old times been the

Colonel's tutor,— they came towards her, and

Lucy heard a frank, pleasant voice say :

"
Ah, do 3^ou remember that last lesson in the

arbour, and how you said I should kill j'ou before

I'd done with it ? I should be a more attentive

pupil now, I hope ;
let us see it again.

"

They turned towards the arbour, they came
nearer and nearer

; Lucy waited till escape was too

late, and then by a silly, sudden impulse rose to

fiee. Her uncle—he was so fond and proud of her
—called her bacl^; good manners compelled her

to turn round and cnrtesey. Colonel lledworth

bowed.
" My dear, I believe mj^self he felt in love with

her at that moment ; but others told her, he never

loved her at all. They say Lucy never looked so

lovely as when blushing and confused, and she

Avas confused enough then."

"Aunt, you say, 'They tell me:' Didn't you
know her yourself ?

"

" My dear, / never saw her
; but Augusta, her

great friend, I often saw every day for months,
and she knew poor Lucy's story as well as Lucy
did herself. Well, Colonel Kedworth was a

charming man—a very charming man; if he fell in

love with Lucy, it was little Avonder that she did
so with him. That evening came a note from Lady
Anne, asking Mr.—we will call theEector—Jervis
to dinner, and trusting that his brother and niece

would accompany him. Well, my dear, the day
named was Thursday. Lucy and her father were
to have gone back to Camberwell on the Wednes-
day. Lucy iiersuaded her father to stay ;

at least,
his brotiier did, for he saw how Lucy's wishes

lay. They went. I\Iy lady had a great respect for
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the family, and received them with little stiffness

for her—stiH, stiffly euoiigh. The old Squire "vvas

too ill to be in the drawing-room, they were to

find him at the dining-table ; thus the Colonel

gave Lucy his hand, and led her through the

grand hall amid the powdered men ; my dear, if

Lucy had thought, she might have known that
she never could be mistress in such a house, or

wife of such a line gentleman—her father was but
a solicitor."

"Oh!" said Isabella, as if this announcement
made the heroine much less interesting.

"So good, so upright, so honoured a man,"
piirsiied ]\lrs. Margaret, with her calm smile," that Lucy never wished it otherwise. Well, I

am talking of the Colonel handing Lucy across the
hall—her tirst touch of the strong, tender hand of

that good gallant man. How she treasured it,

and still treasures its memory. Well, after dinner
the four elders fell to whist, and the Colonel and

Lucy were left alone. She was well educated for

those daj's, aud if he had uot prolited much by his

education, in early life, he had seen much service,
and iised his wits since. He talked, and she was
at home enough in his subjects to make a good
listener, and to make proper answers. Once or

twice she fancied my lady turned and eyed them
a little shar])ly, but this, I think, was only her

fancy. Lady Anne then never for a moment
dreamt of her son's thinking of such a simple giil.

Well, the next day Lucy and her father went
home. Augusta was the tirst to come and see

her. Lucy was wonderfully shy and unwilling to

speak of her visit. Augusta pressed and rallied

her, until she laid her head on her friend's shoulder,
burst into tears, aud told of that frank, gracious

gentleman, Thomas lied—worth. She poured out
her full heart in jjraise, till Augusta laughed, and

said,
' Take care how you let me see him. If he

be such perfection, I shall want him for myself.'
' ' My dear,

' There is many a true word spoken
in jest.' The next assembly night came, and

there, to Liicy's surprise, was Colonel Redworth.
How she blushed and started*—how her heai-t

beat. He made his way to her, he asked the

honour of her hand for all the cotillons that

evening. Poor silly girl, she consented. How
happily she danced, every step a pleasure. Well,
it is well to be young and happy after all ! At
supper Lucy sat next Augusta. She longed to

hear her opinion of her pai'tner. It did not come.
At length she ventured to say :

' ' ' L)id I say one word too much ?
'

"
'No, no, indeed,' answered Augusta, quickly.

Then, laughing,
' He is vastly superior to any one

here.'
' '

They left the room together. Lucy saw
Colonel Iledworth's eye follow them, glance from
her to her companion, back to her, and then rest

upon her comj)anion. Isabella—from that moment
she was jealous of her friend. She sat down on
the nearest seat, Augusta lingered only a moment
beside her, and then went to her mother. She,

too, felt that they were henceforth rivals.
"
Elsie," continued the old lady, clasping her

hands upon her laj),
" I cannot follow that winter

throiigh, it was shameful to both ; they set them-
selves one against the other, they struggled each

to be the lovelier. Sir Thomas and Lady Anne
came to town

; their weight went with the better
born aud more wealthy, otherwise I think Lucy
would not have been forgotten. As it was, she
was. She felt her chance was hopeless ; Elsie, in
her weak love she knelt aud prayed Augusta to
have mercy, and—was mocked and scorned. Each
night Augusta gained groimd, Lucy sat by and
watched her triumph. My dear, early in the

spring, Mr. Redworth married her."
" And she led huu a dog of a life ever after,

hope ?
"

" My love, I never -wished so. I cannot justify

Augusta, but I do not judge as I did then. Then
Lucy had many admirers but few lovers, for she
had little position and no fortune—then all I

thought of was David and the ' one ewe lamb. '

' '

INIy dear, I need not tell you that from that

day Lucy and Augusta never met, never M'rote.

Lucy thought her heart would break. My dear,
how often we think so, when life has plenty of

cares and jjleasures yet. Pride made her first

bear up, then, thank God, the Bible. And she

had a father for whom to live, who never again
lost his tirst place in her aiieetions.

' '

Well, my dear, only three years later, I saw
Colonel Redworth 's death in the Gentleman's

Magazine. The name never met Lucy's eyes

again. Years passed on, her father died in a good
old age ;

Time had healed her wound. She
smiled now at her simi)licity in thinking ever to

be the wife of such a man : and rejoiced that the

temptation to leave licr father alone, yea, to desert

him—what must she have done else in becoming
daughter-in-lavv' to Sir Thomas and Lady Amie ?

—had never been set before her. Time, I say,
had healed this wound, but there was one he

coidd not heal. The rankling indignation and
shame at Augusta's treachery. She still called

her friend's conduct by no gentler luime. So

sharp had been the light, each had learnt well

nigh to hate the other, and they forgot, as we too

often do,
' he that hatetli his brother is a mur-

derer.' And yet this, when Lucy thought the

gTave must have closed over Augusta, and that

her own time must be short.
"
Well, my love, Lucy had grown an old woman.

Her ties were very few. ily love, when life is

waning away, it is hard to feel we shall leave no

one behind to mourn its and to miss us,
—so selfish

are we to the end ! She was staying for a few

days in the new home of one of the few friends

left her, the daughter of a friend of early days,

now a grandmother herself,—one who at the time

of Lucy's fiercest trial had been yet unborn. The

young people were going to explore an old manor

house twelve miles distant, open to the i)ublic by
the courtesy of the owner one day in each week.

The day came. ilrs. Tylecote was not able to go
with them. Poor things ! no one could bear them

to be disappointed, and Lucy offered to take her

place, little used to such doings now.

"She was very sad and lonely just then. Two

days before she had heard, as she beheved, of the

death of the last friend left her of her own genera-

tion. But the morning was bright and sunny,

her young friends happy and merry, and, my dear,

before they reached the manor house, Mrs. Lucy
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was as bappy as the yomigcst tliere. Jly love,

never sit still and cling to sorro-\v when a duty
comes in your way,—meet it, and it will leave a

blessing behind it.

" We explored oak-pannolcd parlours, and

dismal dungeons below the foundation of the

present house, which in the reign of Elizabeth

had taken the place of the old Norman castle.

Finally, the old housokeciter took us the round of

the portrait gallery. There were formal, rich-

coloured Holbeins, pensive Vandykes, voluptuous

Lelys, and charming Sir Joshuas ; and, my dear,

amongst them, a portrait of Augusta Clinton.

"Elsie, I had been with her when the first

sketch was begun, with her when the last touch

had been put in. I coidd not believe my eyes.

Yes, this was tliat portrait, and no other, though
strangely had sixty years dimmed and marred its

beauties. I stood gazing and gazing, and my
heart yearned to her, my old friend,—not, my
dear, but that I believed her dead long ago.

" As I stood, the door of a room a little to my
left opened. An aged lady came out, stately, and

j-et bowed ; beautiful, but exceeding sad. She

passed me
;

I cnrteseyed to apologise for our
intrusion. She looked hard at me as she bov/ed
in return, and passed on. She recognised rae.

with no clue ; whilst I, with, that picture before

me, knew not my old friend.

"How did it come there ? I longed to know, but

coidd not ask. We went down -stairs again. AYe
were preparing to start home, when the same
lady advanced towards xis from a parlour."'

Madam," she said, cerenioniouslj% 'pardon
me

; but you seem a great admirer of Sir Joshua.
There is one in my parlour I do not, in general,
show to \-isitors,

—but if you would—it is a

master-piece
—'

" She broke off, and led the way. I followed.

Elsie, my heart beat as it had not done since the

day I saw Colonel Eedworth m the Camberwell
assembly. Something in the stately figure I was
following seemed familiar

; and yet no wonder I
knew her not. She motioned to me to stand on
the rug beside her. My eyes wer& fixed on hers :

she raised them, mine followed hers, to the picture

above the mantel-piece. Oh, Elsie ! it was Colonel

Eedworth, in a Pompadour coat, laced with
silver.

" '

j\Ieg ! Meg I

'

she sobbed,—she, the sh-ong,

proud woman, who had once so mocked my tears,
' I only had him tliree years. He w^as killed by
a fall from his horse. They brought him home
dead. I broke your heart. This broke mine.

'

' ' She sobbed like a chUd. I shoidd not wonder
if she had never shed a tear for him before.

"'Meg! Meg!' she gasped, 'speak to me.
Cannot you forgive me ? It is one-and-lifty years—

one-and-fifty years,' she repeated,
' since I

sinned against you. And for eight-and-forty of

these years I have been a widow. '

"
Elsie, she was my old friend. The friend who
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more tlian sijcti/ years ago had loved me. All was

forgotten and forgiven before that.

"'If you had not appreciated him,' T said,

(but, Elsie, think me not Tjetter than I am
;
it was

a hard struggle),
— 'if you had not appreciated

him, it would have been hard f(n' me ever to

forgive you. As it is, you did but love him too well.'
" She kissed me. Elsie, my heart melted and

yearned within me. I tlung my arms around her

and cried for joy. She fondled and caressed me,
half scolding. Elsie, Ave both thought of the day
that I had first told her of Thomas lledmajaie,
and we looked for the last time ji'dloa-shj in each

other's faces. Our love was again as if this had
never come between us—nay, even the clearer for

this long cloud.

"'You have children?' I said at last, I so

longed for the face of a Kedmayne.
" ' He left me with a son and daughter. The

son so like him. jMeg, you who knew me so

strong and confident, will wonder—I ruined him

by my fondness. He is dead now. Oh, ^leg ! I

have known ti-ouble indeed. I was (jlud when he

died ! My daughter dead also, and yet she died

an old v/oman, too. Meg, I Aised to think Deatli

had forgotten me—now, again, he will come all

too soon !

'

' ' ' Are there none then ?
'

" ' Yes ; my daugliter's son. I will show you.
"^Ye crossed the hall. There were my young

party standing at the door awaiting me. I never
remembered them even then. 81ie turned the

hamlle, and entered softly'.

"'See!'
" I looked. There, leaning back in an arm-chair,

reading, was a young man of eight-and-twenty or

so. He started and rose.
" '

Thoniius,' she said,
' Mrs. Margaret Fordycc,

a very dear old friend of mine.'
" He came to meet mc. He was his gran<lfather

all over. His open, gallant bearing, and all, were
his. Even that charming voice and smUe, which
I thought never to have heard or seen again. Wl
it ivas not tlie same 1—Well, Elsie !

"

"
Oh, Aunt Margaret ! This was—"

" Think of the best man you know."
Elsie's eyes glanced to the figure in the chimney

coi-ner. And at that moment her father justilied

his title to be possessor of " the most charming
voice and smUe." He opened his eyes and called

his daughter to him.

Isabella flew to his side, and throughout that

evening looked wondrously into the face which

had unconsciously earned such new interest. But

the lesson of Mrs. JIargaret's history was not lost

uX)on her.

AN OLD FLEMISH TOWN, AND THE AVAY TO IT.

A ROADSIDE SKETCH.

The post-mark of this " bit o' writin'
"
will bear

the name of an ancient city lying in an out-of-the-

way corner of the brave Belgian kingdom. \ et

this obsciu-e nook was once a place of European

celebrity. Five or six hundred years ago it was as

well kuovv-n to the English as any spot on the

globe to which they adventured for trade or idea-

sure
;
and at this present time the advent of an

Englishman is so rare in the place that, when such

an apparition appears, the worthy people collect at

their shop-doors to gaze at him, and the little

children gather about him with gaping eyes, and

examine him from head to foot, with an expression

of mixed curiosity and fear.

By tlie way, what are the marks which betr.iy

an Englishman at sight to the juvenile populations
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of these continental towns ? How is it that, with

all his attempts to disgnise himself in the heard

anil moustache, anil slonched hat of the conntry,

he cannot escape detection ? Do what he will to

look as if he wei'c to the manner born, the instinct

of these astonishing half-naked imps in wooden shoes

will lind him unt the moment he shows his face on

the pavement. While yon are thinking e\it this

riddle I will go on with my old Flemish town.

In the gorgeous Plantagenet times, when table-

cloths were as costly as coats of mail, one of the

distinguishing luxuries of the great English families

•was the grand piece of diaper Avhich was spread

out in honour of their guests on high-days and

holidays. Well—it was from this remote town

tliat all that lieautiful starry diaper came, and

took its name
;
as you may perceive by the simple

corruption of d'Ypres into diaper. I feel a special

interest in the place on that account. For an

Englishman to make a journey to Ypres is like

paying a visit to the birth-place or residence of

an ancestor, of whose name, deeds, and where-

abouts one's family has preserved dim traditions,

which are growing dimmer every day. Who
knows in what houses yet standing in these

antique streets some of our progenitors, great cloth-

merchants of the city of London, may not have

been lodged in the reigns of the Henrys and

Edwards, when they made solemn commercial

pilgrimages hither to effect pirrchases in woollen

stuffs, tapestry, and the like, to be afterwards dis-

played and sold at stupendous profit, in the marts

about C'hepe and Aldgate ? Who knows but that

in the veiy room in which I am now writing, in

the Tete d'Or, looking ou.t into the broad, cheerful

Rue de Lille, terminating with the belfry of the

old Halle, backed by the towers of the cathedral,
some emissary of Wolsey's may not have been

quartered, while he was executing an express
mission on Church affairs under the orders of the

Cardinal ? For, amongst the historical circum-

stances which connect us, English, directly with
this place, is the fact that Wolsey was once Bishop
of Ypres, and exercised from the banks of the
Thames the same ghostly powers that are now
wielded by a venerable gentleman who re-

sides here on the Grand Place, in a large white

house, with highly suggestive green verandahs,
and a porte-cochere, large enough to admit the
Lord Mayor's coach, with the trumpeters on each
side.

How the cloth-merchants managed their journeys
from London to this place in the middle ages, con-

sidering what the tracks and the A'ehicles must
have been in those days, is past conjecture. I can

only say that, with all oiir improved lesources in

the way of locomotion, our net-works of rails and
bye-roads, and our endless adaptations of science to

practical purposes, it cost me many laborious
researches in the abysses of Bradshaw, before I

was able to solve the problem how to get to Ypres
without a waste of time, which nobody can afford
in the nineteenth century. However, to cut a

long story short, my route was as follows :
—

From Calais T took the railroad to Hazebrouck,
a distance of twenty-five mUes. Of Hazebrouck
itself I was utterly ignorant, nor was I fortunate

enough to hit upon anybody Avho could tell me

anything about it. The excursion was a leap in

the dark. There might, or might not, be roads

from Hazebrouck, or Hazebrouck might be only a

station without even a village attached to it, as

you often see in France a fine wliite-barred gate
inserted in a ragged hedge, with a mud-track

inside leading nowhere. The expedition to Haze-

brouck was a desperate speciilation, founded

entirely on the position of the jilace on the map,
from which I inferred that there might be a way
direct over the frontier, and across the country to

Ypres : trusting to the chapter of accidents, to

which travellers owe so many inestimable obliga-

tions, for a conveyance of some kind to take us on.

We—two in number—were the sole passengers

dropped at the solitary station of Hazebrouck ;

and as the train instantly swept on, I felt that our

situation was very much like that of a couple of

travellers who had been left behind by a caravan

on the route over the Great Desert. The few
officials who loitered about the })lace, appeared,
for lack of occupation, to be overcome by an
infectious drowsiness, such as we have seen illus-

trated by the " Land of JSTod," or the "Regions of

Slumber," in a London pantomime ;
and the only

signs of work-a-day life exhibited on the somnolent

platform were by two rustic porters in blue smock-

frocks, who had come down to the station on the

look-out for customers, from the two rival hos-

telries of the hamlet, Avhich we conjectured to lie

somewhere amongst a cluster of trees we could

discern at a distance. In vain they solicited the

honour of being permitted to take charge of our

baggage, which we left at the station, and pro-
ceeded on foot in the direction of the ti-ees.

Guided by a few straggling huts, and the word
"

octroi," half-obliterated, on a crazy wooden toll-

house, with the door sealed uj), and followed by
an admiring cortecje of urchins, who opened their

mouths and eyes at ns as if they had never seen a

stranger before, and twisted their fingers pain-

fully to suppress their emotions, we made our way
at last into the bourg, or village of Hazebrouck.

Wonderfully still, and ancient, and petrified, we
foundit ; composed of strange, rickety, stony streets,

all leading into a vast central Place, having on one

side a state building, transparent with long narrow
windows through and through, enclosing under
one roof the Town-Hall, the Market, the Palais

de Justice, Biu-eaii de la Place, and I know not

what else. Hardly the sound of a foot-fall broke
the sleepy silence that brooded over the spot,

except the lazy clatter of the two porters, as they
returned across the great sqiiare, trvmdling home
their empty trucks at a dog's pace, to the St. George
and Les Trois Chevaux. Oiir object was to jjro-

cure a voiture, and great was our consternation,

upon making due inquiries, to discover that there
was only one regiilar travelling-carriage, properly
so called, in the town, and that it was gone for

the day to Yjires, the very place to which Ave

wanted to go. What was to be done ? We looked
in blank despair at the gay fagades of the two
hotels, which stood close to each other in the great
Place, oi^posite to the sprightly state building.
The more we contemplated their lively aspect, the
lower our spirits sank at the possible prospect of

being doomed to put up at one or other of them for
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the nights
—and in tliat case, which ? We kncn*, by

lamentable experience, how little external appear-
ances are to be trusted as an index to internal

accommodation in the matter of French hotels
;

and I believe tliat if we had been driven to ex-

tremities, we should have decided for the house
that made the least show. But we were for-

tunately saved the necessity of determining that

question by discovering that in a certain baciv

street there was a cariole to be obtained, whic)i

would convey us into Belgium as far as a place
called Poperiughe, from whence we might proceed
by way of rail to Ypres. We hastened to the

spot, secured the cariole, and while the owner was

harnessing his horse, had the pleasure of hearing
the whole of the honest fellow's family history from
his young wife,—a narrative of cuj^boai-ds, cradles,
and domestic character liy no means deficient in

interest or instruction.

The cariole, j'ou must know, is the popular
vehicle of the French frontier and Western Flan-
ders. It is as strong and as ugly as a farmer's

cart, and bears a compound resemljlance to an old-

fashioned "
shay

" with a great hood, and a small
covered van. It has two seats, both looking to

the horse, after the manner of a Dutch omnibus
;

and they are capable of accommodating four per-
sons, one of whom is, of necessity, the driver, who,
if he be intelligent and communicative, consider-

ably increases the entertainment of this model
mode of travelling, by pictorial remarks and

descriptive anecdotes, a thousand times more racy
than anything you will find in the guide-books.
The rate is somewhere about four miles an hour,
and the jolting by no means so bad as might be

expected.
Slow as the pace was, the time passed rapidly.

Everything was new and qiiaint ; and the road,
which lay for a long way between France and

Belgium, afforded an infinite variety of topics for

comment and discussion. It was a fresh " sensa-

tion
"
to be conscious of the ris-d-vis of races and

languages through which we vrere glassing on a

neutral highway ; but the " Vins et Biere " which
stared upon us from the whitewashed face of an
occasional auberge on the one side, and the

homelier intimation of " drinkables
" on the other,

in the familiar Flemish inscription of " Hier ver-

koopt men drinken," did not make half so vivid

an impression upon me as the reflection that, by
simply crossing the road, a man might pass from

despotism to freedom—or vice versa, if he had a

mind to it. The close neighbourhood of these

antagonisms, and the curious dialogues one can

fancy taking place between the opposite tenants,
as they sit on their benches of a summer's evening,

"chaffing" each other, gave us something to

think of till we found ourselves dashing over the

pavement of Poperiughe. If we had not been

apprised of the fact by the thimder of the wheels,
we must have known that we had entered a town

by the detonating cracks of the driver's whip,

accompanied by that shrill cry
" Yeii !

" which all

travellers in France carry away ringing in theii-

ears, but nobody can imitate.

Dependence, as a matter of course, is not to be

placed on the exi^edition of a cariole
; and, to con-

fess the truth, we never thought about it, resigning

ourselves to the easy jiace of om- moving pano-
rama, tUl we reached the station at Poperiughe,
when we had the satisfaction of finding that the
train for Ypres had started exactly seven minutes

before, and that there was no other train that

evening.
What was to be done now ? Upon grave

consideration, it appeared to us that the best

thing we could do was to dine at Poperinghe, a

project which v/e were led to resolve upon by
having observed, as we passed through the siiacious
lifeless square, a splendi<l hotel, covering a much
larger extent of ground than the Mansion Hijuse.

Here was at least the prospect of a satisfactory

dinner, with ample time to organise an arrange-
ment for another cariole to convey us to Ypres at

night. The moon was to be up early, and the

drive promised to lie exciting. But we reckoned,

literally, without our host
;
for when we came to

inquire at the great hotel, whether we could get

dinner, we were informed that everj'thing in the

house had been eaten up except the llsh, of

which, imfortimately, added the ma'ilre dliCtel,

there was none left ! Here was a new dilemma.

Luckily there was a cariole ready at our service,

and in this machine we at once embarked
for Ypres, which we reached without further

mishap, in good time, for what would be consi-

dered, in England, merely a late dinner.

The narrative of the journey may be useful to

others. The accident of missing the railway is

not to be taken into accoimt, for it was purely
the penalty of carelessness and inexperience ;

and
the expedition may be fairly looked upon as an

exploration in an unknown region, by which a new
route is opened up to futiu-e travellers. Subse-

quent information enables me to recommend

BaiUeul, the second station beyond Hazebrouck,
as the best point of departure for Belgium, and

especially for Ypres, from which it is distant only

eighteen miles, or about four hours and a half by a

cariole.

And, now we ai-e in Ypres, let us look about us.

The town is wondrous bright and clean. Itelics

of the old greatness may be traced here and there,

especially in the Hallo, with its imposing array of

niched statues, surmounting the offices of police,

and law, and municipal record, once the vast

warehouse where the cloth-manufacturers de-

posited their bales. Conclusive of the decay of

the trade of the place is the diversion of that nolde

pile to other uses than those for which it was origi-

nally designed, and to which it was dedicated for

centuries.

A fragment of the archiepiscoi)al palace wears

modern whitewash in the face of the sun, and

the bishop's garden, now converted into a iniblic

promenade on an excruciatingly small scale, stdl re-

mains A\ith its old trees and little winding walks,

in the midst of which a i>ainted orchestra, where

the band plays on fine Sundays, has been perked

up on an artilicial moimd.
The cloth-business is gone. The staple trade of

the town is in lace, of which there is a large

manufacture. One house, whose ])roductions I had

an opportunity of inspecting, in profound ignorance
of their value, but not without admiration of their

skdl and delicacy, gives constant employment to
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as many as 3000 hands. The chief customers of

this cstalilishmi'iit are our great M'cst-cnd lirms,

such as Lewis ami Allcnhy, HonvcII and James,
Marshall and Snelgrove, and others, whose agents
come over here once a year, or ofteuer, to make

piirchases.

Ypres is essentially a ])lacc of hnsiness, and

nothing else. The people are thrifty, orderly,

and industrious, after the most exemplary
fashion. Their way of life is much the same as

it was with us in Elizabeth's time, leaving out the

show and lincry. The whole town is up by five

o'clock in the morning, and has done breakfast by
half-jiast six ; dinner oscillates between half-past

eleven and one ; an hour or tv.'o later early rising
is rewarded Avith a cup of cofiee ; and, at seven or

eight, the day is wound up by the most moderate

of sujipers. The entire popidation, with such

dissijiated or vagrant exceptions as are to be foimd
in all towns, are a-bed by ten ;

half an hour after-

wards, the dreamy music of the carillons rings out

from the lofty belfry over the squares and streets,

which are as fast asleep as the inhabitants.

Society and amiisements are the only wants of

Ypres ;
Ijut they are wants which are felt only

by strangers. Kesidents are accustomed to do
without them, and have become moulded to

habits which much bustle or pleasure-going would

inconveniently derange. "Society is not for

ladies at Ypres," was the idiomatic expression of

a young lady of the town, speaking to me in

very piquant English. There is a theatre some-
where hidden away in Ypres, but it is never

open. The peox^le take no interest in the drama

Hotel de Ville, Ypres.

in any shape, and don't aflfect to disguise their
indifference to it. There may be a ball on some
extraordinary occasion

; but it happens so rarely
that the ladies declare they have no rehsh for

dancing. Concerts take place ; but they are ex-

clusively instrumental, with the military element
topping and predominating over all. In short,
the ladies have no other engagements upon their
hands than to waUv, pray, and stitch,—occupa-
tions m tlie culture of which they exhibit indefa-

tigable zeal. The fact is all the more remarkable
from Ypres being a garrison-town, as we should
say, and crowded with lounging soldiers. While
the ladies are thus left to their own devices, the
men, on the contrary, are abundantly provided
With the oidy kind of entertainment from which

they seem to derive any enjoyment. They have
their club in the Grande Place, a handsome room
brilliantly lighted up with gas, where, every even-

ing, the principal residents, and a gay sprinkling
of cavalry and infantry officers assemble to play
at billiards, dominoes, back-gammon, whist, and
sun(by other games with cards and tables, and to
drink beer out of tall, liberal glasses,

—AUsopp's
ale, which has been introduced only within the last
two or three weeks, being in high request. The
scene is extremely lively and amusing; and the
tone of the company—without any air of pretence
or exclusiveness—is undoubtedly that of a society
of gentlemen.

liut the most conspicuous feature of this club
is its inexpeusiveness. The individual subscrip-
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tion is about 11. per anmmi, and beyond the

perpetual cigars, the evening's entertainment

rarely entails an outlay of more than a few pence.
It is a little noisy at first, from the variety of

games that are going forward, and the buz of

voices in constant chatter
; but you soon get used

to this, and begin to enjoy in common with every-
body about you, the temperate hilarity of a gather-
ing wliere, stranger though you be, you are at

once put at your ease by the unaffected honhomie
of the members.

Ypres is incredibly tranquil, considering that it

is one of the great schools of equitation of Belgium.
You see people mo\4ng about, but can detect

nothing in the shape of work going forward. The

shops generally look tolerably well furnished ; but

you never see anybody buying anything in them.
One might wonder, imder such circumstances,
how the people contrive to get the means of living,
were it not that they live undei- conditions which
enable them to live for next to nothing. A
family, adapting themselves to the local ways of

life, might batten flourishingly here on 200L or

300?. a-year, and keep their carriage on 400L
But that is only the practical side of the ques-

tion. If we look a little beyond bread and mutton,
it is quite a different affair. Literature is at a
discount in Ypres. I will not venture to say that

the art of reading is not cidtivated here
; but, if

it be, there can be no hesitation in saying that it

is cidtivated under difficulties. There is a book-

shop in the town, w^hich is as much as can be said

about it
; for it is evident from its contents that

stationery is more in demand than print. To the

credit, however, of a popidation that has some-

thing else to do than to read, an excellent free

library has been established within the last twenty
years. It contains probably 20,000 volumes, is

open three or four times a week, and has an

average of about a dozen visitors per day. The
books are well selected, and the shelves are en-

riched by the addition of some curious and valuable

illuminated M8S.
These primitive people take scarcely any interest

in politics. It is astonishing how little they
know or care about what is going on in the rest

of Europe. If you hear the name of Garibaldi, it

is, most likely, in connection with a piece of

news at least a month old. JSimple, cordial, and

friendly, they live in a round of old-fashioned

iisages and ideas, which is quite marvelloixs in this

age of stratagem and movement. They like the

English, and dislike the French. France, indeed,
is the only foreign point upon which they are at

aU strong, either in knowledge or opinion. They
are justly proud of their freedom, and jealous of

French influences ; and some of them even express
distrust of M. Bogier, whom they describe as a

"Frenchman." The only party in the country
that abuses and hates England and the English
are the priests ; but in Belgium, as everywhere
else, the power of the priests, for good or evil, is

fast breaking up.
At the time 1 wi'ite Ypres is occupied in prepara-

tions for a grand fete, which may be regarded as

a demonstration, not less of popidar devotion to

the wise constitutional Sovereign of this kingdom,
than as a popxilar protest against any encroach-

ment by the despotism over the border. The
King, who has not visited the town since 1S3;{,
comes here on the IBth, and for many weeks past

nothing has been thought of but garlands and
flags and illuminations. The organisation for

getting up the requisite means of giving his

Majesty a worthy reception is quite perfect in its

way. Each street appoints its own committee to

go round and collect subscrii)tions for pro^'iding it

with devices, lights, flags, and festoons. In this

street, where the King is to be lodged, next door
but one to my hotel, the sum of 120/. has been
collected for the purpose ; and the rich i)roprietor

i
who receives roj'alty, after having already sub-

scribed no less than 20?. to the street fund, is, I

am told, expending upon the illumination and
decoration of the front of his own house no less

than 400?. The enthusiasm of the people exceeds
all bounds. You cannot get any information

upon any subject except the fete ; there is nothing
else talked of, or dreamt of ; and T find myself
very much in the plight of the gentleman at

Hamburg who coidd not get a reply to a question
from anybody, people w-ere so absorbed in trente

et quarante. Like him, I have lost my thread of

contemjiorary histoiy, and can't tell what daj' of

the month it is. If I ask, I shall be sure to re-

ceive for answer that it is the IGth. There is

but one day in this current month of September
for the inhabitants of Ypres, and that is the day
when the King is to make his appearance amongst
them ; but that day 1 know has not come yet,
because the King has not come, although it is

j)alpably close at hand, from the hammering I

hear on all sides, the ladders that are stretching

up against the fronts of the houses, and the miU-

titudes of lamps and lanterns and artiticial flowers

and great boughs of evergreen that are passing
and re-passing in all directions through the streets.

The bustle grows more and more enlivening ;

crowds are collecting at corners ; Inisiness seems

to be abandoned in the universal burst of affec-

tionate loyalty ;
and so, lest the peojile at the

post-office shoidd lose their heads in the general

delirium, I wiU close my letter, and despatch it

at once. Robert Bell.

BAELOW BROTHEES' BOOKS.

Between twenty and thirty years ago Reuben

and Samuel Barlow commenced to trade together
as grocers under the style and title of Barlow

Brothers. Up to the present day a brass-plate

may be seen— by those who know where to

look for it— bearing the inscription, "Barlow

Brothers, Grocers." When the i^latc was first

engraved it was displayed at the door of a shop,

where men, if so minded, might purchase oimces

of tea and pennyworths of figs. In those early

days Reuben and Samuel stood themselves beliind

the counter, and how humble soever the customers,

whose wants they might be called upon to sujiply,

there was no diminution in the courtesy with

which they were wont to demand,
" How can wc

serve thee this morning?" or " Shall wc send it

in, or wilt thou take it with thee ?
"

But, after

fifteen or sixteen prosperous years, Barlow

Brothers went so far towards kicking down the
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ladder by which they liad risen, that they de-

clined for the futnrc to enter into transactions of

this hniited nature, and having taken counsel

together, turned their shop into a warehouse, the

floor above into othces, sent out a circular of

thanks to the more important of their retail

custcmicrs, beginning with "
Kespected friend,"

and ending Avith
"

thine, truly," and came boldly

before the Avorld as wholesale grocers.

Samuel dying, unmarried, about a year after this

step, left all that he had to leave to his surviving

brother, who continued the busines, without alte-

ration in the name of the firm. Barlow Brothers

do not disdain a little of something verging on

speculation now and then, and a few years ago,

made a very handsome thing by going into currants

at the right time, like many others, and unlilie

many others, kept it by going out again at the

right time.

The principal business of the coucei-n, however,
is transacted with a very extensive country con-

nection, which necessitates the employment of a

large staff of travellers, clerks, apprentices, ware-

housemen, and so on. But when the firm first

came into being, the sole assistant of the brothers

(with the exception of the porter) was a certain

Isaac Jackson, who discharged the double duties

of shopman and clerk, and who had progressed
with the business, until at last he became cash and

book-keeper, as well as confidential clerk and

general adviser to Reuben Barlow. Although not

like his employer, a "
Friend," yet Isaac was one

of the shyest and meekest of men ; small and

shrivelled, and always clad in sober-coloured

raiment of unchanging fashion, the only altera-

tion ever noticeable in his outward man, arose

from the fact of his wearing a wig in winter, Avhile

he went bald in summer
;

silent and reserved, he
had no tastes, no amusements, no hopes and

fears, no cares or enjoyments, but such as arose

from and had reference to Barlow Brothers, their

business, and—pre-eminently and superlatively—
their books. He lived on the premises—as did the

warehouseman, whose wife acted as housekeeper—
and often enough, after the place was closed to the

oiiter world for the night, Isaac iised to remain in

the counting-house, engaged in posting, balancing,
and entering up those cherished volumes. And
truly, if he gave much care and attention to

them, they well repaid him
; they were model

books,—no blots defaced their broad surfaces
; no

erasures ruffled their smooth texture
; no critic

could have made just objection to aught there

visilile, had any such ever seen them, which Isaac
Avoidd have taken good care to place beyond the
reach of possibility : those sacred objects were
not to be gazed at by profane eyes, nor handled

by careless or flagitious fingers. It was believed
that Isaac woidd rather you damaged himself than
his books, and a yoimg apprentice had personal
proof of how dangerous it was to transgress in this

respect, when once, by way of a joke, as he

thought, he dropped the day-book on to the floor.

Unhappy youth ! Isaac, albeit usually slow alike
in bodily movement and in wrath, sprang at him
and boxed his ears soundly,
"Get—get out of the place," he stammered;"
you're not fit to be in it."

And though next day he begged Perkins' pardon—hoped he hadn't hurt him—and gave him a holi-

day, yet the sudden outburst of temper was a

significant index to his feelings.

lleuben Barlow, who was fond of a joke, some-

times used to say that if Isaac were going to be

married, he was sure that the cash-book woiUd

manage somehow to stop the ceremony ; and at

other times was accustomed to speak of the

ledger as Airs. Jackson. It was often said that

Isaac might have been a partner long ago, had
be wished ;

and it was supposed that a strong
reason in his mind for declining that position,

was a feeling that, in such a case, it w'ould be

in/ra-dig to keep his own books, and an unwil-

lingness to resign such duty into other hands.

From what had been stated, Isaac's feelings maj'

perhajis be imagined when it is told that Reuben
Barlow entered his sanctum one morning, and thus

addressed him :

" When thou hast the time, Isaac, I want thee

to look at Black and Briggs' account, and see what
amounts we have paid them lately."

"What's the matter vrith Black and Briggs ?"

quoth Isaac.
"
Nay, that is that thou hast to help to discover,"

returned Reuben :

" John Black tells me they find

their cashier has been robbing them, and asks me
to give him particulars of their account with us,

without noising the matter abroad ; therefore,

Isaac, name it not to anyone at present."
" Been robbing them !

" echoed Isaac, lifting up
his hands solemnly; "dear me—dear me. Ah, I

feared that man greatly ;
—too fiightj"-,

too un-

steady. Not six months ago he was in this very

place receiAnng a payment, and when he came to

write a receipt he pushed that ledger out of the

way as if it had been a stone, and well nigh upset
the inkstand over it. Well, well

;
dear me."

Isaac smoothed the leather cover of the insidted

volume and turned iip Black and Briggs' folio.

"Aye, just so," he murmured,
"
rwo-fifty on the

ninth March, one-twenty on How far shall

I go back
;

has he been long engaged in this

robbery ?
"

" I fear so," replied Reuben.
"
Nay but, in that case," said Isaac,

" how is it

he hasn't been found out ere now ?
"

"
Why, thou must know, Isaac," said Reuben,

with a smile,
' '

if thou can'st bring thy miud to

compass it, that he has falsified the books, and has

shown great art in erasing and altering figiires to

suit his ends."

Altering the books !
—

erasing ! Isaac was dumb
for some minutes trying to fathom the de^Jths of

such cold-blooded villainy. At last he looked
Reuben doubtfully in the face and murmured :

" I suppose—it is'ut a—hanging matter, is it ?
"

"Nay, nay," said Reuben laughing, "not so

bad as that
; the law wiU lay him by the heels for

the money he has taken, and leave what I dare

say thou thinks the worst of the affair impunished.
But do thou make out the account, and 1 will give
it to John Black myself.

"

During the remainder of the day Isaac wore a

very anxious and pre-occupied look, and when
brought into contact with the apprentices who were

aj)t to be careless and frivolous in word and deed,
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gazed seriously on tliem, and then gravely shook
his head, as seeming with dithculty to refrain from

addressing them. The truth is, he was brooding
over the morning's communication, and trying to

imagine by what steps any man coidd arrive at the
horrible wickedness of laying sacrilegious hands on
such sacred articles as books ; and when next day
Reuben informed him that sundry discrepancies

having been discovered between his account and
that kept by the defaulter, he woidd have to attend
at the police-court on the morrow, to prove certain

paj-ments, he became quite sepulchi-al in his

gloom.
He did duly attend the poUee-court, but the

case was not gone into fully, the accused being re-

manded for a week. It was, however, opened, and
Isaac heai'd the attorney for the prosectitiori
declare that the prisoner had been with his

employers from a boy, that they had formed the

highest opinion of him, had reposed the most per-
fect trust iu him, and were deeply surprised and

grieved by his misconduct. Telling this to Reuben
Barlow that evening,

"
Aye," observed the latter,

* ' John Black said to me,
'
I woidd as soon have

suspected him, Reuben, as thou would thy Isaac

Jackson ;'
" and Reuben laughed a jolly laugh at

the notion. But Isaac did not reply as the other

expected.
" //e had been w'ith tlcem from a boy," he

said, half to himself.
" And might have been with them for the rest

of his life," said Reuben, "if this had not

haji^^ened."
' '

Aye, if,

"
qxioth Isaac, dreamily ;

' ' how did he

begin ? I say, how ?
"

"
Nay, / know not, and it matters but little to

thee,'''' said Reuben
;

" and now, hast thou a Brad-
shaw ? I start to-morrow for Bristol, and shall

not see thee till this business is over. I am glad
thou has only to speak to dry facts, or I fear thou

might bear hariUy on him. Farewell." And off

went Reuben.
At the i)ro2)er time Isaac attended and duly

proved the jmyments as per account rendered. A
shy and reserved man, he was considerably put
about by the imwonted turmoil and bustle into

which circumstances had plunged him, and the hue
taken by the prisoner's legal defender didn't tend
to clear his brain or steady his nerves. That

gentleman, seeing the manner of man before him,
made an efTort to bother Isaac by some of the

stock-inquiries usual in such cases, as whether he,

Isaac, never made mistakes by any chance,—
whether he always made his entries at the time of

payment—whether he would swear he had made
these particular entries at the propertime—whether
his cash had always balanced, and so on

;
and

though, of course, he elicited nothing in favour of

his client, he yet produced considerable effect upon
poor Isaac, already bewildered by much musing on

this affair.

The old man left the court half inclined to

doubt, in spite of himself, whether he was, in

reality, so correct as he had stated : even worse
,—whether, if so then, he, as well as that un-
j

hajjpj^ man might not one day be tempted and I

fall. True, he couldn't contemplate, without

horror, the idea ; but that prisoner
—would not he

|

also at one time have felt the same dismay at
such a contemijlation ? There must have bceu
a beginning, and why was he himself more secure
than other men, «!kc. &c. The fact is, Isaac,

wearied, agitated, and disturbed, by brooding
on this subject, and above all weak for want
of his dinner, which he liad been too much
interested to get at the usual liour, was almost
monomaniacal for the time, and looked so woe-

begone in the evening, that the housekeeper oa

seeing him, attacked him at once :

"
Why, Mr. Jackson, whatever 'ave you been

doing? Not had your dinner? No wonder you
look so miserable. Now just you get some supper
at once, and then take a drop of spirit and water,
and go your ways to bed."

It was in vain for Isaac to declare that he
wasn't hungry and could not eat ; he was obliged
to obey the housekeeper's prescription to the letter,
for though, after his meal, he felt so much better,
that he said something about going into the ollice

to finish that part of his day's work wliich had
been perforce neglected, the pro^josal was instantly
and decidedly negatived, and accordingly to bed
he Avcnt, taking into his custody, as usual, t!ie

safe-keys, which he always kept under his pillow.
He rose so much better next morning that he felt

disposed to laugh at his melancholy musings of the

previous evening ; and when it became time to re-

pair to the coTinting-house, he had almost got over

his fancies, and felt better than he had done for

some days.
"It was having to appear against that poor

fellow," said he to himself, as he reverently
removed the books from the safe. "Now that's

over, I hope I shall forget it aud him : I almost

wish I could think it a mistake ou my part as that

man wanted to make out ;
but it couldn't be,"

aud with that Isaac opened his cash-book,

and began to count over the cash-balance of the

night before: "Ten, twenty, thirty," he mur-

mured,
" hxmdred and sixty-five

—hallo! talk of

mistakes—let me add up again ;
no that's all right.

"Why, bless me, I remember, I had one hundred

and sixty-five poimds when I balanced, and now,

by the book, I ought only to have one hundred

and five. How can it be ? such a thing never

happened before ;
can I be going to

"

And Isaac sank down iipou his stool. Presently

he began to examine the items iu the book,

and at length found that a smn of two hundred

pounds paid by him and so entered, had been by
the addition of a stroke to the middle cypher

changed into two hundred and sixty, thus making
him appear to have paid sixty pounds more than

he had really done. Isaac tired up in a moment.
" Some of those rascally lads ; think it a joke,

I suppose ;
now if I only knew which of 'em, I'd

turn him into the street in one minute : to dare to

imitate my hand, too ;
I could have sworn it wms

my own doing. After all, though, it can't be

anyone doing it seriously, what object ooiUd he

have ? No, it uuist be one of those plagucy

boys."
So soliloquising, Isaac got to work, contenting

himself, for the time, by darting such piercing

glances at the apjirentices who came within his

ken, as one woidd have supposed must have
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overwlielmed the audacious evil-doer ;
but without

liroduiing any visililc result. Isaac was very un-

decided that evening, whether or no to give the

evdprit a chance of compromising Idmself by re-

jieating his crime ; but anxiety for the safety of the

Itooks prevailed, and having, with his own hands,

]>laeed them in the safe, he took the key into his

keeping, and left them for the night. By next

niorning, Isaac had reasoned himself into the belief

that the audacious mischief had been a sudden

outburst of l)oyish waywardness, a sharp tempation

begotten of opportunity ;
and congratulating him-

self upon his decision to make all safe the night

before, he resolved to correct the error which

marred the perfection of his handiwork, and if

he coidd not forget or forgive the outrage, at

all events to trust to chauce for the discovery
of its perpetrator : and so did he please his fancy

by the thought of the crushing exhortation which
he woidd in such case bestow, that he went to

his daily work in a comparatively equable and

cheerful frame of mind. Miserable man I No
sooner had his eye glanced at the symmetrical
columns of the cash-book, than he perceived
that the same busy hand had again been at

work, and this time to a greater extent than

before ;
niimerous falsifications forced themselves

on his bewildered vision executed with diabolical

ingenuity, both as to the mode and style of the

fraud : threes were changed into fives, ones into

fours, cyphers into sixes and nines, and all in

exact imitation of his own hand-writing ;
he was

forced to admit that had his senses not borne wit-

ness to the contrary, he shoidd have had to confess

his own handiwork. The matter was now indeed
serious : no one had access by fair means to the

books but himself
;
coidd it possibly be, thought

Isaac, in his anguish, that the fiend was permitted
to chastise his pride of accuracy in this fearful

manner ? A cold sweat bathed his face at the

thought. If done by mortal agency, however,
what was the object of alterations which appeared
to make him responsible for less money than he
had really in his custody ? it must plainly be that
the money itself would next be by some means
abstracted, and he, accused of the fraud, would
be confronted by the altered books. And then—
what then ? Isaac couldn't follow the train of

thought further. He icoidd find out this villainous

plotter ; he woidd conceal himself in the counting-
house that night without naming the matter to a

soul, and then he would see. So said, so done :

after remaining working by himself tiU late, he
went as usual to his own room, but instead of

going to bed, slipped noiselessly down stairs with
the key of the safe in his pocket, and took up his

position behind a desk, where by a little manage-
ment he could command a view of the v/hole room.
Here he remained undisturbed, save by the ticking
of the office clock, by fancied noises now and then,
and by his own agitating thoughts. Chilled to the

bone, obliged to remain in the dark, and perhaps
a little frightened, he nevertheless sat bravely
on, hearing the hours strike one after another, and
every now and then taking a stealthy walk to keep
himself awake

;
so passed time and the hour until

the old church clock, just outside, boomed high in
air—five. Glad to find his vigil so nearly over,

and triumphant, though rather disappointed at

finding himself no nearer a solution of the mys-

tery, Isaac sat down on his own stool, and pre-

sently finding his head bump against the desk

before him, was forced to conclude that he had
been asleep, and so it proved ;

for on striking a

match and considtiug the clock, it showed a fev/

minutes before six to be the time.

"Not quite an horn-, at all events," said Isaac,

slapping his pocket to feel for the safe key ;
and

rather put out at his failure in watchfulness.
' ' And everything is quite still. No one can have
been in that time

;
I should have been sure to

wake. Well, the men will be here at six, and
then I shall get to bed. I wish the scamp had
come though, I shall have to watch again."
At six, accordingly, Isaac was released, and

went to make up fur his night's watch, but was
at his place in the office very little later than
his usual hour.

"Shall I tell Eeuben Barlow, or not?" soli-

loquised he, as he unlocked the safe. "He'll be
back to-day, and it would be as well to do so."

But on second thoughts he determined that it

would be better to discover the plotter before

speaking to any one.

"And, at all events," said he to himself. " I

can keej) matters from getting worse for a few

days, and by that time, jjerhaps
—"

Isaac gave a deep groan, and well he might. In

spite of watch and ward the enemy had been at

work ;
the entries left yesternight in such order

and symmetry were caricatured and travestied out

of all shape, ligiu-e after figure having been per-

verted, altered, and inserted.
" It must have been in the room with me last

night," thought poor Isaac, and in another minute
the clerks were alarmed by hearing a loud thump,
and on entering Isaac's office by finding its occu-

pant on the floor insensible ; for the first time in

his life he had fainted. On coming to himself,

however, he repelled all inquiry and advice.
' '

Nothing was the matter with him, he had

slipped in getting on to his stool," he said,
" and

fallen." He closed the open cash-book sharply,
and with a suspicious glance at those around him,
and bidding them all rather ungraciously get to

their work and leave him, he sat down to try
and think calmly over the matter. It Avas in

v^ain, and by the time Eeuljen Barlov\- returned,
Isaac had pretty nearly worked himself into a

fever. Informed of Isaac's fainting fit, Eeuben,
nevertheless, said nothing on the point at first,

beginning quietly to talk about indifferent sub-

jects ; but so dispirited and short were Isaac's

replies that at last he said :
—

" I fear thou'rt not well to-day, Isaac ?
"

"
What, I suppose you've been hearing some

nonsense or other in the office since you came in,
but there's nothing the matter with me."

' '

Well,
"
replied Eeuben. ' '

Seeing that thou'rt
not in the habit of tying on thy back on the floor,
thou mustn't be surprised at what's said, when
thou begins to do so," and observing that Isaac was
indisposed for further parley, Eeuben left him.
Towards the close of business, however, he again
visited him, and seeing him poring over the cash-
book :

—
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he said,
' ' thou

Aye, that's right,

hast

shut

"Doesn't thou think,"
done enough for to-day?
it to."

Isaac having done so i-ather sharjily.

"Nay," he went on. "Never trouble thyself
to put the books away, the youth Perkins shall

do it for to-night."

Now, Perkins, as may be remembered, was he
who had misused the day-book on a certain former

occasion, and so supposing that lleuben was joking
him, Isaac said, rather sulkily :

' ' Perkins shan't touch them. "

"Well, well," said Pteuben mildl)% "if it

will please thee better, I will even put them by
myself," and he forthwith began to suit the action

to the word.

Now, though Reuben seeing that Isaac was ill,

was only anxious to spare him exertion, the latter,

full of the great mystery in which he was so dread-

fully involved, saw only the desire to meddle with

the causes of his woe, and all at once his mind
became possessed with dark suspicions.

" CoiUd Reuben suspect anything ? Impossible !

And yet, why this wish to handle the books ?
"

Whatever might be the reason it must not be

gi-atitied.
" I'm not going to leave them in the

safe at all to-night, I'm going to take them up-
stairs into my own room. I want to look over

them," said he.
" Thou'd far better leave them alone till to-mor-

row," urged Reuben, "for I am sure thou art not

fit—well, well, as thou wilt—as thou wilt."

So Isaac had them borne iipstairs before him, of

course with the intention of keeping them under

his eye, until he had made iip his mind as to what
course to pursue. He did keep them under his

eye during the evening, and carried them into his

bedroom, when he went there himself, placing
them on a chair by his bedside, and carefully

locking his room door.
"
They're safe for to-night," thought Isaac, as he

regarded them mournfully,
' ' but it's dreadful to

think that I shall have to watch them in this way
constantly."
He took one ]a.st look at their fair proportions

just before extinguishing his candle, and after

putting his hand out of bed once or twice to feel

them, turned over and slept the sleep of the weary.
As his last waking care had been for the books,

so was his first : he raised himself in bed and took

a glance ; there they were, but—but surely not in

the same order as when he last saw them. He
was o\it on the floor in an instant ; one short look

was sufficient, he fell back into the bed, and

trembled till the couch shook again. Then a ray
of hope fell iipon him : had he left the door open ?

Willing to find his memory treacherous, he rose

and tried the door
;
locked even as he had left it.

And now, poor Isaac in desjvair, became firmly

convinced that he was the victim of some evil

spirit, and shuddered at the thought of his co-

tenant durinc' "the dead waste and middle of theO
night.

"
Long time took he to dress, and a mise-

rable man did he look when he presented himself

at the breakfast table. Though breakfast was a

mere form with him, he lingered so long in his

chair, that Mrs. Hall, the housekeeper, seriously

alarmed at this state of things, quietly went and

begged Reuben (an early man) to come upstairs
and persuade Isaac to forego attendance at his

duties for the day.

"Why, Isaac, what's the matter with thte to-

day?" began Reuben, cheerily, but stopped short,
shocked at the change in the other's ai)pearance." Thou art surely very ill," said he, more quietly.

"Nay, not ill," said Isaac, faintly.
" Not ill !

"
said Reuben,

" then thy appearance
belies thee greatly ; but if not, what tlien ?"

Isaac sat silent for a while, and then burst out

suddenly, "Why, if I tell the truth, I should say
I was tormented by the devil."

" Be not 2)rofane, Isaac," said Reuben seriously,
but then went on kindly: "Thee hast got some-

thing on thy mind : would it not comfort thee
think'st thou, to let me know it ?"

Thus adjured, Isaac poured out his story in a

flood, to the great amazement of the other, who,
however, listened to the end without a word. But
that which had begotten fear in Isaac Jackson's

breast, roused only indignation in the stout heart

of Reuben Barlow, and he smote the table with
his hand rather more emphatically than beseemed
the breadth of his brim, and the uprightness of his

collar.

"I tell thee, Isaac," he said, with a grim smile,

"this is more carnal than spiritual work ; but let

me see it with mine own eyes."
And off' marched Reuben to Isaac's bedroom,

returning with the maltreated books.

"Truly," he remarked, "this man—or fiend

as thou wilt have it—hath a marvellous knack of

imitating thy hand."

"No man could do it," qxioth Isaac.
" I will prove to thee that some man hath done

it," retorted Reubeu. " I will take my own stand

in thy office this night, and if haply I light upon
him—"
Reuben involuntary clenched his fist, and

stretched forth his muscular right arm. Albeit, a

member of a peaceable sect, his action was signi-

ficant to the meanest capacity of his intention to

make this outrage felt by the cai)tured perpetrator.

But Isaac woidd not hear of solitary watch

being kept,
"

for," said he,
"

if you gn to sleep as

I did, aU your trouble will be lost;" so that

Reuben was forced to let him join in the vigil.

They watched in company therefore, all night,

without any disturbance, rather to lleuben's dis-

gust, who said at seven o'clock in the morning,

"Well, we've kept thy books safe, but other-

wise, are just as we were ; this man must know
when watch is kejit, and is wise enough to stay

away out of trouble."
" Don't be so sure the books are all right,"

said Isaac, drearily.

"What !" cried Reuben, "would thou have me
take up thy absurd and profane notions ! Let us

look for ourselves ;" and so saying, he opened the

safe, and there, sure enough, were the books

untouched and unaltered.
" Now, what say'st thou ? asked lleuben.

Isaac was obliged to admit himself somewhat

re-assiu-ed, and said that perhaps the mischief-

maker had got tired of his joke.
"
Well, thou can'st try by giving him the chance

to-night," returned Reuben.
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Now this, if not absolutely deceitful in word,

was decidedly so in intent ; for llenben himself

had no tlionght of giving up the attair until he

had obtained some result, and he accordingly made

his own arrangements for keeping solitary watch

that night, and at a late hour was admitted to

the proinises by the warehouseman, whom he

had taken into his confidence, and of whose good
faith he was sure.

He sat undisturbed till the clock struck two,

and was beginning to think that his watch would

be as quiet as the night before, when he heard a

slight noise, as of some one descending the stairs

from the upper floor of the building.

"Now, for it," thought Reuben, feeling about

in the dark for a ruler, having found which, he

got l)ehind a desk and kept quiet. The door

opened, and some one entered. Eeuben heard the

tread of a man without shoes. The intruder ad-

vanced, picked up a match-box from the desk, as

Eeuben knew by the sound, struck a match, and

lighted a gas jet. Keeping him fidl in view,

Reuben then watched him go to the safe, unlock

it, bring forth the books, place them on Isaac's

desk, and then deliberately proceed to examine

the entries. At this point Reuben advanced boldly
and seized the individual by the arm, when—
Isaac Jackson awoke, and found himself sitting on

I H

his own oflice stool, clad solely in a long v/hite

garment, and with a pen in his hand
;

while
Reuben Barlow stood beside him looking rather

grim, and saying,—
"Does'nt thou think thou'd be better in bed,

Isaac, than playing these tricks ?
"

No more jiassed then
; Eeuben returned the

books to their stronghold, put out the gas, saw
Isaac into hed, and went his way ; but the next

day gave his book-keeper certain advice and warn-

ing at considerable length concerning morbid
fancies, and heavy suppers. It was with no smaU
difficulty that Isaac nerved himself to face the
olKce for a little time, feeling convinced in his o^vn

mind as he did, that every little gathering of the

clerks which he chanced to see, was by no means

"a fortuitous combination of atoms," but a meet-

ing for the express purpose of debate respecting
the recent mystery and its solution, par-

ticulars of which had in some i^nexplained man-
ner leaked out. He lived for some little time in

desperate fear of his nocturnal propensity ;
but

no recurrence ever again troubled him, and he

would by this time almost have forgotten it, if

it were not for Reuben Barlow's occasional jocular

enquiry, "Barlow Brothers' Books all right,

Isaac?"
C. P. WlLLT.\3I.
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LAST WEEK.

THE BATTLE OF VOLTCRXO.

The 1st of October will henceforward bo a

sacred day in the calendar of free Italy. On that

day was fought a battle as hotly contested as any
of the great battles of modern times. The com-

batants engaged were only inferior in number to

those who fought at Magenta and Solferino, when
the struggle for freedom had just l)cgun. In

valour, in fortitude, in daring, the men A\ho held

the field iinder Garibaldi's orders, on the iirst day
of the present month, had little to learn from the

disciplined regiments of France, Austria, and

Sardinia, which had been engaged in the crowning
battles of the Lombard campaign. Three times

were the positions of the patriots taken and re-

taken at the bayonet's point, while the grape-shot

swept down the combatants without pause. Little

mercy was asked on either side, and less given.
We are told by those who saw the facts that, as

the woimded lay upon the ground, the pistol and

the stiletto finished up the work which had been

begun with the rifle and the bayonet. Strange to say—for we are speaking of a southern race, a quick,

impulsive people
—the Italians for once fought in

silence. With pale cheeks, and cleiiched teeth,

they carried through the matter in hand. On the

1st of October no man, save some Sicilians and

the Neapolitans of the city of Naples, had tune or

breath for idle clamour. The story of the

slaiightered prisoners is denied and disbelieved

as far as the Garibaldians are concerned. The

Royalists had been taught to believe that they
would receive no quarter, and they gave none.

On the 30th of September the situation of the

young King was far from desperate. Could he

have succeeded in forcing his way through the

hasty levies of Garibaldi, and reaching Naples
before the Sardinians had crossed his frontier, the

splendid throne of the Two Sicilies was not wholly
lost. With what show of justice could the Lom-

bards, or the Tuscans, or the Sardinians who
invoke the principle of non-intervention on their

own account, have interfered with armed force to

thrust liberal institutions at the bayonet's point
down the throats of an independent and reluctant

people ? The two parties
—the Eoyalists and the

Liberals—had fought it out, and A-ictory had re-

mained with the King. That Avas the only test

by which the wiU of the majority coidd be ascer-

tained. It had been applied, and the result was
that Francis 11. was back in his capital. The

prisons were gorged with patriots. The blood of

Saint Januarius had given propitious omens. The
Toledo was illuminated in an orderly way under

the auspices of the police, and the King was pre-

paring to stamp out the last embers of the insur-

rection. The people of the Two Sicilies liked

Francis and his ways just as the Lombards and
the Sardinians liked Victor Emmaniiel and his

yvaja. Why should they be balked of their

humour, and l)e cursed with the gift of political

freedom which they neither esteemed nor desired ?

The king was separated from his capital and
his lo-s-ing sixbjects but by a vineyard. The

country between Capua and Naples by way of

Aversa is but a garden fiUed with vines. The

distance between the two cities is but seventeen

miles, and they are connected by a railroad.

Imagine a battle to be fought on Epsom Downs,
or at Slough, and no further obstacle between the

con(|ueror and London. As far as mere distance
is concerned this woidd represent accurately

enough the ])osition of the young King with
reference to liis capital on the 1st of October.
Could he even have cut his way through the
Garibaldians without inflicting upon them an
actual defeat, it would have been enough to

amend his political situation. The Sardinians
then could not—without a signal infraction of the

public law of Euro]ie
—have crossed the borders

of an independent State, and levied war against
a Sovereign who had given them no sufficient

cause of olFencc. Had they done so, the jirinciple

upon which they justilied their intervention might
at no distant day have been invoked agaiust them-
selves. This difficulty has not arisen, thanks to

the valour of the hero and the men who fought
the other day by the banks of the Vultm-nus.

It was no unfitting spot for the closing act of

such a struggle. The \)nze of victory
—that fair

city of Naples itself—was almost in sight of the

combatants. Close at hand, and on one edge of

the battle-lield is the splendid palace of Caserta,

in which the ancestors of the young King had held

royal state for more than a century past. It is

the masterpiece of VanviteUi, and amongst the

most magnificent of Royal residences in Europe.
Those who have visited the spot will remember
the icardens with the cascades, and how the ca.s-

cades are so arranged as to represent quaint com-

binations of statues and mystical emblems. The

forests of dex behind the palace swarm with game,
and herein it was that the ancestors of the young

Kiug—being themselves Kings of Naples—used to

take their pastime, and divert themselves with the

slaughter of wild animals, when the affairs of state

I

no longer claimed their attention. Francis II.

all but played his last throw for empire in his own

1 park. The position of the respective forces during

I

the battle will be best leamt from a glance at the

map, and by a recollection of the position which

each had occupied during the previous days. The

:
front of the Royalists was protected by the wind-

ings of the "S^olturno. It is a stream of not very

considerable breadth, but still one which would

be a formidable obstacle to young troops in pre-

,

sence of a well-served artillery. The King held

Capua and Gaeta—two out of the three military

stations of the first-class in the kingdom. The

modern Capua is not the tovni which in ages long

gone past contended with Rome for supremacy in

the Italian peninsida, and in an evU hour for itself

cast in its lot with the Carthaginian chief. That

famous old town was two miles distant from the

modern Capua, out of which Francis II. recently

marched out on a Monday morning, and lost a

throne. Gaeta would be reckoned a strong place

anywhere, and is certainly the strongest in the

kingdom of Naples. Englishmen have not for-

gotten how, by the help of their licet, it was held

by the stout old Prince of Hesse-Philipstadt against

Massena and an overwhelming French force. A
curse, however, has ever rested upon this citadel

Skiil place of arms, the result, perhaps, of its
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strength. It is so strong that it has held out

when resistance was overcome at every other point,

and so has been surrendered as the prize of con-

quest into the victor's hand, hccause it Avas idle to

prolong the defence of a fortress against the force

of a kingdom. Another incident of the like kind

seems imminent at Gaeta just now.

The loyalists thus were in occupation of this

district of the Two Fortresses (the quadrilateral,

as it were, of Naples) ; they were masters of the

whole course of the river, and had erected most

formidahle works upon its right bank. This is

described as bristling with guns well masked. The

bridges at Capua were their own, so that they
could advance or retreat at their own pleasure
from or back upon a position so strong by nature

and so carefully fortified by art. In their rear

ran the Garigliano, which could be used as a

second line of defence if they were driven from

the first. It was on the baaks of this stream that

Gousalvo da Cordova fought his great battle, now

well-nigh four centuries ago ;
and here it was that

Bayard held a bridge, single-handed, against a

mass of Spanish cavalry. It was in the swamps
of the Garigliano— close by Minturna?—that

Marius hid himself in the rushes from the pursuit
of Sylla's followers. In the year of grace 1860,
it might have been used as a second rampart by
the last of the Neapolitan Bourbons against his

people
—and the position is a strong one. Unfor-

tunately there was a little difficulty in the way.
Lamoricifere and his levies had been utterly
crushed before Ancona. General Cialdini, at the
head of the triumphant Sardinians, was advancing
steaddy, and southerly,—and in a few days would
be on the left bank of the Garigliano. With
Cialdini there, and Garibaldi on the hills on the

right bank of the Volturno, in another week
Francis II. woidd have been in a mere trap. He
could not hope to make front against both
enemies

; and, no matter which one he attacked,
the other would fall upon his defenceless rear.

But the Sardinians had not yet hemmed him in.

Naples was his own, if he could win the day
against Garibaldi and his followers. On one side
was a good chance of recovering a throne—on the
other a certainty of shame and destruction.
Now the position of the Garibaldians was this,—but the map must be consulted by any one who

would arrive at a clear idea of the situation. The
left-wing rested upon Aversa, occupying the

ground from Santa Maria to that town. The
right-wing rested upon San Salvatore, stretching
from Dentici to that spot. The head-quarters were
at Caserta. The key of the position was Monte
San Angelo. The Garibaldians occupied an irregular
semi-circle. A line drawn through Santa Maria,
Caserta, and Maddaloni, woidd have been the
chord of that arc, as the positions were rectified

upon the eve of the engagement. The defect of
the position was that the left-flank by Santa
Maria was somewhat exposed. The semicircle
extends over about thirty miles of hill, along
which the Garibaldians were posted, before they
were concentrated for action at the points chiefly
threatened. At about six a.m. on the first of
October the king moved out from Capua. He
had with him 16,000 men, of whom 5000 were

j cavalry under the command of General Palmieri,

[

with five batteries commanded by General Nigri.
General Eitucci was the Commander-in-Chief, and
with him was the young king in plain clothes. At
the same time a detachment 50U0 strong was
directed upon Maddaloni with the view of cutting
off' the retreat of the Garibaldians. This mano?u-\Te

at the outset of an engagement seems to be erro-

neous when Garibaldi is the leader on the other

side. The Neapolitan troops had been collected

in an open sjjace before the fortress, and when
they moved out they divided into two columns ;

the one moved from Capua iipon Saint Angelo,
the other, the right column, ujion Santa Maria.
The advance of the left column seems to have
been conducted v/ith the same caution and the

same success as the advance of the Russian troops

upon the British position at Inkermann. The
mist was lying heavily upon the low land. The

Neapolitans took every advantage of the broken

ground, and siu-jirised the defenders of a large
barricade which had been erected to guard the

jjositiou. This was carried, and the column

opened out, and formed into line of battle in

the open behind it. The other column was

equally successfid. The Garibaldians had been
taken by surjjrise, but at the critical moment the

great leader himself appeared upon the scene.

Skirmishers were thrown out, some guns were

bi'ought into action, repeated bayonet charges
were delivered, and after three or foiu- hours of

hard fighting, the Neapolitans were driven from
the position they had taken, and possession of the
barricade was recovered.

Meanwhile, on the left of the patriots at Santa

Maria, where General MiMtz commanded, pre-

cisely similar events had occurred. There had
been a surprise, a rally, three or four hours fight-

ing, at the end of which the Neapolitans were
driven back. The battle here was exceeding hot ;

because Santa Maria is close to Capua, where the

Neapolitan reserves lay. They kept on bringing

up fresh troops, and again fresh troops, until the

strength, if not the courage of the brave defenders

of Santa Maria was well-nigh exhausted. Message
after message was sent asking for reinforcements.

None coidd be given, the little reserve was wanted
elsewhere. The detachment
has already been ijiade had
Bixio at Maddaloni. They
concentrated for action. He
2000, or 2500 men scattered over the hills

he must defend at all hazards. By
Neapolitans at this point were driven back to the

river ; many threw themselves into the mountains
between Caserta and Maddaloni.

But now the moment had arrived when Gari-

baldi's defence was to be converted into an attack.

Two brigades which had been much weakened,
however, by detachments, had been held in re-

serve. They were marched up to the front—one
of them was forwarded by rail—so here was an
instance of the apphcation of modern science to

the fearfid exigencies of a battle-field. The Pied-
montese gunners, and the little body of Hungarian
cavalry did their duty well by Santa Maria, and
after some time, when General Tlirr had reached
the ground with his infantry, the Neapohtans

of which mention
attacked General
were 5000 strong,
had with him but

which

noon, the
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were driven back at the bayonet's jioint, and their

position fell into the hands of the Garibaldians,
and was never retaken. It was, however, 1)y Saint

Angclo, where Garibaldi was commanding in

])erson, that the most decisive events occurred.

The Neapolitan general had come to the same
conclusion as Garibaldi, that whoever remained
master of Saint Angelo, had gained the day. The

Eoj^alists directed their chief ell'orts upon this

point. A tremendous bombardment was oi)ened
on this position from the mortars in this fortress ;

at the same time batteries were brought into action

against it. When, as it was supposed, the desired

effect had been produced, the Xeapolitans ad-

vanced in force, and succeeded in carrying this

barricade once more. It should be remarked that

this was antecedent in order of time to the success

of General Tiirr, and his brave companions in arms,
at Santa Maria, so that they could not assist their

friends who were so hardly jiressed. The Eoyalist
Generals improved their success, and occupied the

first houses leading to Saint Angelo. The Garibal-

dians were so far outnumbered that they began to

lose heart, and wavered. Nothing, perhaps, but
the presence of Garibaldi himself at this spot could

have saved the day. The fight lasted hour after

hour. At length, skirmishing lines were formed
and thrown out to thi-eaten either flank of the

Koyalists. Then a body of men were collected be-

hind a house, who ran forward witli a rush, and
with the bayonet drove the Royalists back. The

Eoyalist positions were carried at about 2 p.m.

The chief now moved back upon Santa Maria, to

see with his own eyes what was going on there,
and to bring up reinforcements.

The Royalists made a last stand, about half a

mile from Santa ^laria, in a detached barrack

lying on the verge of an open space. They had
armed the barrack with guns, and had lined the

woods with infantry'-. From this position, too,

they were driven. The Garibaldians threw them-
selves into the woods, and drove the Royalists
before them at the bayonet's point, and jinshed
them to the very edge of the camps before Capua.
By 4 P.M. the victory was decided along the whole
line. That evening, Francis II. did not sleep at

Naples. The Royalists were .30,000 strong
—^the

Patriots had not half that number in hand.

It is very difficidt for an unprofessional reader

to acquire a distinct notion of how a battle was

fought, from mere narration. A good plan of the

ground and cai'cful notation of the position and
movements of the bodies of troops engaged, are

the almost indispensable conditions of a correct

appreciation of the facts. But, in this case, of

the battle which was so hotly contested, and so

nobly won, the other day, a very slight explana-
tion may perhaps serve to give a rough notion of

what took place. Consider Capua as the apex of

a triangle
—Santa Maria and Saint Angelo as being

situated at the other angles. The Royalists moved
from the apex upon each of these angles. As they
did so, the two cordis set in motion Avere naturally
more and more separated from each other, every

step they advanced from their base of operations.
In the reverse sense, when the Patriots, after

successfidly resisting the attacks at the two

angles, proceeded to drive the enemy before

them,—every stej) they took they drew nearer
to each other

; until, at la.st, they were in
immediate co-operation. Independently of this

simple form of attack, as has been already
mentioned, a force was detached upon Mad-
daloui, with the object

— as it has since
been stated— of cutting off the retreat of the
Garibaldians when they had been crushed
at the two points in front. This was done by
what military men term a flank movement—a

dangerous operation at all times, but peculiarly so
in presence of a desperate enemy, ^nd a consum-
mate general, for surely .Joseph Garibaldi has now
fairly earned that name. There was, however, a
technical justification for this step, beyond the
mere braggart's plea wliich was at first ]>ut in.

Until the attack at Maddaloni had been repulsed,
the Garibaldian reserves were in great measure

paralysed at Caserta. Had the Royalist attack

upon this point been delivered in greater force, or
with a happier event, it might have gone ill witli

the exhausted corps in front, which were not
more than holding their own at the time when
the Royalist movement upon Maddaloni ended in

discomfiture. The reserves were then liberated,
and speedily brought iip to the front. The

Royalists were routed, and fled back upon Capua
in confusion, the Patriots being in attendance

upon them, to within half a mile of the fortress

itself, when of course further advance was checked

by the guns in position. Such seems the history
of the battle of the Volturno, which will be under-

stood at a glance by reference to the map.
The loss is said to have been very heaA-y on

both sides
;
but probaljly the Garibaldians suffered

most, as far as that day was concerned. It was
not until the next morning that they reaped

tangible fruits of their victory. We must not

lose sight of the Royalist detachment, which had
been thrown upon iMaddaloni on the 1st of October,
and which was discomfited about noon of that

day. The bulk of the men tied in disorder into

the mountains, but were rallied in the night.
In a hollow on the top of one of these moun-

tains, on the night of the first of October, the

shattered remains of the colunni which had been

repulsed by General Bixio at Maddaloni gathered

together, and talked over the events of the day.
Some way, or another, a whisper passed amongst
them that the Patriots had been entirely crushed

at Santa Maria aiul Sauit Angelo. They had

been told in the morning, before they started from

the camps before Capua, that the Austrians Avere

already in Naples. Why shoidd they stand shiver-

ing there amongst the hills. Information was

taken, and a council of war was held, when it

appeared, that the only obstacle which separated
them from their \nctorious friends was the obsti-

nacy and 2^erversity of two old Hungarian tire-

eating generals who would still hold out at Casorta.

The Royalists acting upon this accurate intelligence

moved down in the early morning upon Caserta,

and contrived to take some houses and a barrack

at one end of the town. Garibaldi, who, after

the day's work was over, had retired to seek a few

moments' rest in the house of the parish-priest at

Saint Angelo, had been informed that the Royalists

had been seen in the hills above Caserta. They



were in the park ; they were lying jnst above the

great cascade ; they were ahout everj'where in

that direction. He started up, and looked about

for men. He had not many to spare, for each

man under his command was called upon to do

the work of two or three. There were some

Genoese carabineers, there were a couple of hun-

dred men of the Brigade Spanzare. He could

pick up some troops as he marched upon Caserta ;

he would find some there. The order was given
to stand ready for two A.M.—sharp.

The EoyaHsts, as it has been said, had gained

possession of a part of Caserta early in the morn-

ing. Surpi-ised and delighted at this new suc-

cess, they had dispersed themselves through the

town partly to look out for the two wary-headed
old Hungarian generals

—
partly to plunder. While

they were so engaged, Garibaldi came upon them,
and in a very short time they were driven into the

open, and back into the arms of Bixio at Madda-

loni, or otherwise accounted for. General Saulis,

with a brigade, now aj^peared ujion the scene.

Garibaldi in person led them on up the hills, and

straight to Caserta Vecchia, where the survivors

of the column which had threatened Maddaloni
the day before, now attempted to make a last

stand. Four or five himdred prisoners were taken

on the spot, and then a coiu'sing match began.
Two battalions ran straight into the centre of

General Saulis' position, and were made prisoners
in a body. They were chased up hill and down
bin—a novel form of field sport in those grounds
sacred to the Diana of the Bourbons. Some were

caught about the cascades—many in the park—
but the upshot was that before evening closed in,

about 2500 officers and men were brought into

the court-yards of the palace, and foimd accom-
modation for the night in the former residence of

their Eoyal Master. It is calcidated that this

column is entirely accounted for, and that •with

some insignificaut exceptions it is wholly lost to the

King. About .SOOO were made prisoners on the

previous day in the affair at this point.
About 1500 were killed or woimded, and nine

|

guns were taken. Tt is no exaggeration to say
that the battle of the Volturno, with its conse-

quences, must have cost Francis II. the loss of

10,000 fighting men, the great bidk of whom are

prisoners-of-war. The Iloyalists seem to have
been convinced by this trial, that any further

attempt against the Patriots in front is not to be

thought of. From more recent intelligence we
hear that the movements of the royal generals

;

seem to give indication of an intention to give
Tip" Capua altogether. They are moving men, i

provisions, and munitions of war out of Capxia,
and directing them upon Gaeta. Capua, very pro-
bably, by the time this number of OxcE A Week
is published will be in the hands of Garibaldi and

i

his followers, or of the Sardinians. Nothing, how-
'

ever, has been more remarkable about Garibaldi's
|

system of tactics since he first landed in Sicily '.

than his apparent appreciation of the value of the
instruments at his disposal. He never attacked
the citadel of Messina

; he has not given evidence !

of any intention to commence regidar siege -opera-
tions against Cajma. Like a good workman he

'

puts each tool to its right use. He neither at- 1

The King once gone, the fortress mil soon

tempts to plane planks mth a saw, nor to saw
them with a plane. Had he attempted any
thing like a regular siege, the enthusiasm of

his followers woidd soon have grown cold. It

I reqiiires the fortitude and fidelity of disciplined
soldiers to lie for weeks and months in trenches

exposed to privations, to the inclemency of the

weather, and to the enduring fire of the foe. In
such a jDosition troops know their own losses

but too well—they cannot see the damage which

I
they inflict upon the enemy. The three great
fortresses of the kingdom of the Two Sicilies,

namely, Messina, Capua, and Gaeta, will, in all

; probability, be surrendered, if not without a blow,

j

at least without the tedium and danger of a

regular siege. In a few days Francis II. will bo
called upon to make his choice between casting in

his lot with the defenders a Voutrance of Gaeta, or

making his escape by sea, whilst the sea is still

open
be surrendered

Meanwhile events are thickening in the Italian

peninsula. At the latter end of last week a

rejiort was aboiit in London that the Aiistrians

were making fresh preparations for crossing the

Mincio, and staking the fortimes of the Empire
once more upon the hazard of the game of war.

Louis Napoleon has despatched large reinforce-

ments to Eome, and to the patrimony of St. Peter.

The presence of the French troops in such force

is a fact from which we must draw our own
inferences, for little faith can be given to the

assertions of any of the parties concerned. If we

attempt to form our judgment on the future

from the past, the probability would seem to be,

that the French Emperor is well disposed to assist

Victor Emmanuel to the crown of Italy, but vipon
the condition that he will make a fresh cession

of territory to France.

It is hinted that the price to be paid this time
is the Island of Sardinia. If this be given up,
and if the Great Powers of Europe did not inter-

fere to put an end to such a bargain and sale of an
island so important from its geographical position,
it is likely enough that the French woidd hold the

Aiistrians in check, whilst Victor Emmanuel was

consolidating his power throughovit the Peninsula.

If this be not done, and the resistance will more

probably come from the Great Powers, than either

from Count Cavour or his master, it is hard in-

deed to venture a suggestion at the course which
will be taken by the silent man, whose decisions

are now of such enormous importance to the

world. One of the leading points of his policy,
has ever been to establish French supremacy in

the Mediterranean
; and he would no doubt look

with great jealousy on the establisliment and
consolidation of a power, which would soon take
rank amongst the great maritime powers of

Europe, and which might not always be the
obedient satellite of France.
On the whole, it may be asserted, without much

fear of error, either that Louis Napoleon will have
his price, or that he will not give a hearty and
honest support to the consolidation of the Italian

kingdom. There is one man who has never ceased
to express his distrust of Louis Napoleon on this

point, and his name is Joseph Garibaldi.
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THE HERBERTS OF ELFDALE.
A STORY IN SIX CHArTERS.

BY MRS. CROWE,
A'ltbor of "Susan Hopley," "The Xight-^ido of Nature." &c., &c.

(SCO p. 4oi.;

CHAPTER III.

It was on the evening of tlie third day that we
arrived at Mr. Carter's. By him I was received
with dry indifference

; by his wife with considerate

kindness. She had childi'en of her own, and was
able to sympathise with the unhappy little urchins
who left cheerfid homes, tender mothers, and in-

dulgent fathers, and who usually arrived with red

eyes and swollen cheeks. But in my case there

was no need of her consoliDg offices, for, barring

my shyness and timiditj^, I had never felt so

pleased before. The very excitement of the jour-

ney to me, who had not been ten miles from Elf-

dale in my life, had already done me a great deal

of good. It had opened entirely new views of the

world, and I began to suspect that it was not

altogether such a dreary jjlace as I had hitherto

found it. The butler accompanied me, and we
travelled l)y the coaches and mails ; and although
we met with no adventures, the large towns we
passed through, the inns we stopped at, the meals
we took in the cotlee-rooms, and the variety of

travellers we fell in with, kept me constantly
astonished and amused, and I wished nothing
better than a prolongation ad infinitum of so

agreeable a joiu-ney. Ho\vever, on the third day

it came to an end
;
and the butler, ha%"ing t.aken

his leave, I found myself amongst strangers ; but,

compared to my grandmother, Mre. Carter ap-

peared to me an angel of light, and even her hus-

band, though a schoolmaster, had a less disagree-
able air and manner than my father. The boys
were in the playground, engageil in various sports,

and their loud voices and merry laughs, their balls,

their tops, their kites, things I had alw.iys longed
for but never had, M'ould have given me a lively

idea of the joys of heaven, had I ever heard of

them, which I had not, my grandmother being too

ea»er to imi>ress on my infant mind the pains and

penalties I was incurring by my naughtiness, to

remember to mention them.

These jo}ous imiircssions brightened my coun-

tenance, which, from continual rigour, I am sure

must have acquired a disagreeable and sullen ex-

pression. People do i;ot reHect, when they treat

infancy with coldness and severity, that they are

not only injuring the character, but that they are

impi-essing the ductile and pliable muscles of the

face with an expression that they themselves

would be the first to lament in after life. Still

the natural consequences of my early experiences

remained. I was sidlen, cowariUy, suspicious,
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because I always expected to meet with injustice

and tyranny, and these characteristics were soon

discovered by my superiors and companions, who
showed me little mercy, being ignorant of tlie

manner in which these ill germs had been culti-

vated and developed.
Tlius, though now in circumstances not incom-

patible with ha])piness
—for Mr. Carter, though a

rigid disciplinarian, was a well-intentioned man,
who wished to act fairly by us—I continued to

sutler from the effects of previous harshness and

mismanagement. I sixppose I was the most un-

pojiular boy in the school, neither liked by my
superiors nor my equals ; and 1 remember once

overhearing Mrs. Carter benevolently pleading for

me, by suggesting that I was "an unfortunately

constituted little urchin." And yet I do not think

that Nature had been so niggardly to me as she

thought ;
and I cannot help believing, that had I

been kindly and genially treated in my early years,

I should have been a different creature. For

example, I remember, when I was almost an in-

fant, how I used to long for somebody to love and
caress me, as I sometimes saw the women caress

their children as we drove through the village ;

and how I wished my father would toss me up in

bis arms as Trotter, the keeper, did his boy. But
I never had a toss in my life, nor a caress since

my poor mother left home, and from her but few,
and stolen ones ;

for I have since thought that,

beside her fear of my father and grandmother, she

must have stood in great awe of Gubbins, who
waited upon her, and had also the charge of me.
I suspect this person was a spy set over hei-, for

I can distinctly remember, one day that she had
taken me upou her knee in her own bedroom, the

haste and flurry with which she set me down upon
the entrance of this womau. However that may
be, some feeling restrained her from much exhibi-

tion of affection towards me. Pei-haps she knew
that the condition of my not being taken away
from her altogether was that there should not ap-

pear too good an iinderstanding betwixt us.

It was late in the autumn when I went to Mr.

Carter's, and when Christmas came the boys all

went home. Of course, they were as merry as

crickets at the approach of the holidays, while I

was territied at the idea of returning to gloomy
Elfdale, in comparison of w^hich, notwithstanding
all my disadvantages, the school was a ]}aradise.

However, I was soon relieved of my apprehensions
by ]\Irs. Carter, who informed me that I was to

spend the Christmas with them. She communi-
cated the intelligence with much consideration,

expecting it would be a heavy disappointment ;

but when she saw how my face brightened, she
held out her hand and said cheerfully,

" I daresay
we shall be able to make you very comfortable.
You'll have Charles and George for your com-

panions, and you will have few lessons, for this is

a season of recreation."

Now, I liked Charles and George better than
any boys in the school. They were her own sons,
a little older than me

; and being always under the

benign influence of this amiable and gentle-hearted

mother, they were, at her instigation, more merci-
ful to me than the others, who had no such con-
stant supervision. They never insulted me, and

then made a display of their courage by offering

to fight me if I did not like it—a cheap display,

for they knew I would not do it. They never

took away my playthings and hid them till the

play-hours were over ;
in short, they never took

advantage of my weaknesses, which the others

were too ])rone to do. The consequence of this

forbearance on their part was, that as soon as I

was left alone with them my spirits rose, and a

sense of freedom came over me that I had never

felt before. I associated with them on more equal

terms, feeling that I shoidd have fair play, and

not be made to suffer more than my natui-al in-

feriority
—for inferior I knew I was in acquirements

as well as in courage and manliness. They were
two fine boj's, but I cannot help thinking that the

difference between us would not have been so

great had I had such a mother as they had to

train and form my infant mind, and awaken its

affections. Her kindness, even to me especially,

during this and the subsequent vacations I spent

there, I can never forget. It was at those periods
she could venture to show it without incurring the

reproof of her husband, or the jealousy of the

other boj's. I think she had gathered in her

conversations with me some notion of the evil

influences which made me what I was—or at least

contributed to do so, for I suppose Nature was
not altogether sinless in the business—and by jus-

tice and gentleness, those two woiulcrful weapons
with children when judiciously combined, she

sought to repair the evil, and certainly did effect

much. I look back upon those vacations with a

tender yearning of the heart towards her and her

two noble boj's
—all now dead—while I, whose

life was not worth preserving, either as regards

myself or others, am still cumbering the earth.

Not that I have any right to accuse the fates
; mj''

misery in after life, at least, was of my own

making ;
and yet I cannot tell. I look back and

reproach myself, but could I have acted other-

wise ? The feelings that urged me were my
masters

;
I was not theirs. My motives were not

bad, though my conduct was. Nay, these very

feelings that led me wrong had their root in right
and honour, though they went astraj'' on false

premises ; but, then, how could I avoid—but I

must cry a halt, or I shall find myself involved in

the question of free-will and necessity, which never

fails to arise and perplex me whenever I review

the past.

During the many years I spent at ^Ir. Carter's,

I had never been home, and I had only seen my
father twice. Immediately after placing me there

he had broken up the establishment, and left

England for the continent, whence he only occa-

sionally visited Elfdale. Now, however, I was to

join him there, and I cannot say that I felt any
great pleasure in the anticipation. This time I

travelled by the coaches alone, being committed
to the supervision of the guards ;

and in due time
I arrived without accident at the town where mj'
father's carriage met me.

There was a wild gloomy beauty about Elfdale,
which I believe strangers much admired ; but,

perhaps from association, I saw only the gloom,
while I was insensible to the beauty. My heart

sank as we drove up the sombre avenue
;
and the
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image of my grandmother in her weeds and mys-
terious cap was so inseparably connected with the

place, that I almost expected to find her revived

and occupying the black leathern chair, wliicli

still stood in its accustomed place. My father,

who had only lately arrived there, was sitting at

the same table at which I parted with him when
T left home. It was now covered with bills and
account-books. He raised his eyes when I en-

tered, and held out his hand much as if that

parting had taken place the week before ; but I

observed that he changed colour, and that the

hand he gave me shook ; and as my own want of

confidence and his past conduct forbad me to

sujjpose the soxirce of this agitation was joy or

tenderness, I attributed it to aversion, and my
demeanour took its tone accordingly. Instead of

looking him in the face, and freely answering the

few questions he asked me, I cast down my eyes
and muttered out "

yes
" and "no," not knowing

very well which was which ;
and as I was very

tall of my age, I had, no douljt, the air of a stupid
sullen lout. My father looked hard at me, per-

haps seeking to discern whether there was any-
thing better behind than these external manifes-

tations promised ; but I am afraid he saw nothing,

my self-distrust and awe of him sitting like an
incubus on my shoidders

;
so he heaved a sigh,

and bade me go up-stairs and prepare for dinner.

I found the establishment greatly reduced
;
but

amongst those that remained I was rather sur-

prised to observe my former enemy Phibbs, who,
I thought, looked twenty years older than when
I last saw him.

I remained about six weeks at Elfdale, during
which time the intercourse between my father and

myself never assumed the ease and familiarity that

coidd have rendered it agreeable to either i)artj'^ ;

however, we did not quarrel, for I was a quiet

boy, and I found books enough in the library of

an amusing description to keej) me occupied. At
the end of this time we crossed the channel, and
I was placed at St. Omer to continue my studies

and learn French. Here I formed the acquaint-
ance of several young men who were there for the

same purpose, English as well as natives, under

whose auspices I was inducted into the usual

pleasures and pursuits of youth ;
and here I, for

the first time, began to assume somewhat the tone

and manners of the world. Thei-e was a French

family of rank in the neighbourhood to Avhose

good offices my father had recommended me.

This led to other acquaintances ; and as I was

always introduced as the heir of a distinguished

house, I was well received, and feted accordingly.
In short, at the end of the term I spent at tlie

college, I fancy nobody would have recognised in

me the timid, slouching boy that my father had

brought there
; though I fear my old faults were

rather in abeyance than extinguished.

Amongst other things that 1 had learnt, I had
]

learnt that I was the heir of Elfdale and a iierson
of consequence, and with that information came
the conviction that I was a free member of society,

master of my own actions, and not bound to con-

sider anybody's gratification but my own. I was

independent of my father, who could not dis-

inherit me if he would ;
and I owed him mjthing, ,

for he liad done nothing for me but the bare cold

duty of feeding, clothing, and educating me. As
for his loving me as I observed some parents loved
tlieir children, I had never seen the slightest
symi)t()ms of it, and certainly I had no love for
him

;
nor I fear for any one ; although I had that

sort of liking for some of my young comjianiiius
that in school and college is dignilied witli the
name of friendship.
At the same time, I had no evil intentions.

Nature had left me tolerably free of vicious incli-

nations
; and except a little lying, which had lieen

taught me by terror very early in life, my moral
character had stood well both at Mr. Carter's and
St. Omer. But my temper was sullen and sus-

picious
—sournois, the French called me

;
an<l

although these faidts wore in some degree moditied
as I grew to manhood, the germs of them, if not
born with me, were too deeply implanted in

infancy to be afterwards eradicated. The strongest
passion I had was to be my own master, and the

greatest enjoyment I was sensible of was the

feeling that I was so
; my early years of subjection

at home, and even at Mr. Carter's, having inspired
me with hatred of authority. Not that I designed
to make any ill use of my liljcrty, but I hugged
myself with exidting sellishness when I felt 1 was
the slave of other people's wills no longer, and
that I need not even obey my father if I did not
like it

;
for being now one-and-twenty, I found I was

to be put into possession of a little estate which
devolved to me by the death of my mother, which
circumstance had taken place some time previously,

although I had never been made acquainted with

it. The property had been bequeathed to her by
an aunt subsequent to her marriage.
As my father's i>resence and mine were neces-

sary in England on this occasion, he came from

Pan, where he usuallj'^ resided, and we crossed the

channel together. Although I coidd not alto-

gether conquer the awe I felt in his presence, I

took a pride in concealing it, and in the endeavour

to do so, I fancy I assumed a somewhat exagge-
rated air of manhood and independence, since he

threw out some severe animadversions on vulgar

swagger and self importance, which were not

thrown away iipon me
;
and I exchanged these

characteristics for a quiet, imperturbable de-

meanour which more gracefully veiled my self-

will and determination to do as I pleased.

When our business was settled, my father in-

formed me that a gentleman who had dined with

us once or twice at the coffee-house where he

lodged, was engaged as my travelling tutor ; and

that his (my father'.s) intention was, that I shoidd

set off immediately on the gi-and tour. Now, as

far as the grand tour went, this was exactly my
own intention, though I did not like having it im-

posed upon me, and the idea of a t}itor was by no

means agreeaVile, although the man himself jdeased

me as a companion. However, I thought it was

not worth a dispute, even had I courage to enter

on one with my father, since, if he assumed any
airs of authority, I coidd tlirow him over, and, in

short, dismiss him.

My father said he was going to Elfdale, and

we took leave of him in London the evening be-

fore we were to start for the continent. After
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touching upon pecuniary matters, a darker cloud

than usual deepened the gloonx of his features, and

he said, with evident paiu and restraint,
—

" There is one thing I Avish to guard you against
—

some people that you must avoid ; they are

alvi'ays moving about on the continent, and you

might fall in -with them anywhere—the Well-

woods, I mean. There is an inextinguishable
feud between our family and theirs. Avoid them,

as you wish to eseajie my curse and your own
ruin." How little judgment elderly people evince

in dealing with youth !

I answered, "Very well ;" but immediately the

image of the pretty little Clara, the object of my
boyish passion, arose vi\-idly before me

;
and I

resolved, if I fell in with the family, to seek their

acquaintance without delay. As for my father's

threat, I inwardly smiled at it. He could not

ruin me, for the estate was entailed : and for

his ciirse 1 did not care sixpence, having no super-
stitious feelings on the subject to alarm me, and
no affection to be pained.

"
No, no," said T to myself;

" here are the very

people I should like to know, and in every place
we go to, I'll enquire for them."

While I was making this resolution, my father,

who had littered the last words with a voice choked

by agitation, shook hands with me, and left the

room, his cheek still pale, and his hand so un-

steady that he coidd not tui'U the handle of the

door. I advanced to help him, and he left the

room without opening his lips again, or even raising
his eyes to my face.

I am afraid—for this is a confession as well as a

warning—I am afraid my only feeling was, that I

was glad he was gone, and a hope that I had seen

the last of him, which did not seem improbable, as

he had aged very fast within my memory, and was
much shrunk in size, and even apparently in height.
As I have said before, I had no particularly

vicious propensities. T had no taste for excesses
of any sort

;
I neither gambled nor drank, nor

even kept late hours, so that my tutor and I got
on veiy well together ; for when he saw that I did
not require his supervision, he took to his own
pursuits, which were altogether literary, and left

me to go my own way. One thing, I, however,
observed, which was, that he was curious to know
the names of any new acquaintance I made, es-

pecially if they were English ; and I suspected that
he had had a hint from my father about the Well-

woods, whom, though not in his hearing, I never
failed to enquire for at every place we came to,
but without success.

I spent two years in this way agreeably enough ;

and 1 believe I was not a little improved, both by
travel, and by the companionship of Mr. West-
land, who, as he never interfered with me, I

really liked. I even did not disdain to benefit by
his learning and accomplishments, for 1 had no
distaste to literature, now that I was free to do as
I liked

; and we occasionally read together. He,
doubtless soon observed my objections to him in
the character of tutor, and that my toleration of
his presence depended on his sinking that cha-
racter altogether ; so that, as he wished to avoid
a dismissal, he never even asked me to read, but
always waited till the proposition came from

myself. He was a judicious man : if he had taken

the other tack, we should not have continued to-

gether six weeks. As it was, he remained with

me the whole two years ;
and at the end of that

period, I presented him with a hundred pounds
over and above the salary my father had agreed
to give him, and we parted in Paris the best

friends in the world.

CHAPTER IV.

As I intended to make some stay in the capital, I

took a small appartement cm second on the Boule-

vard, not far from where the Madeleine now stands.

I had picked up several acquaintances while on my
tour, and these, with some of my old friends from

St. Omer, gave me society enough, which was for-

tunate ; for, be it remembered, I had not a single

hereditary friend or acqiiaintance, male or female ;

and I had passed three months very pleasantly,
when I was awakened one night by a loud ringing
at the 2^orte cochere, and a noise of heavy wheels

in the court below, into which my windows looked.

Then there arose a great uproar ;
voices in loud

contention, each trying to outscream the other.

There was evidently a quarrel ;
and I learnt from

my servant the next morning that a,femu lie Hon-

groise had arrived, and that part of their baggage
was missing; and that while they accused the

valet of neglect in not looking after it, he accused

the com'ier of stealing it, at which the latter was
furious. A -sdolent qiiarrel ensued betwixt them,

and, the gates being open, the gensdarmes, hearing
the row, had come into the court, and carried them
both ofF to the police office. This much, Benoit,

who had been disturbed by the noise as well

as myself, had learnt from the conciferge. I

afterwards heard, from the same authority, that

the missing object was a casket containing objects
of value, and that the two servants having pro-
mised to keep the peace were set at libertj', and
Monsieur de Vilvorde, who suspected neither, had
taken them both back.

" Ma foi, monsieur," said Benoit,
"

il me semble

que ce courier la a mauvaise mine. Je ne me
fierais pas a lui—c'est im Ttalien."

" Vous croyez done qu'il a vole la cassette ?
"

"Je nedis pas 5a, monsieur; niais ila I'air sour-

nois, et il ce que je crois. il ne voit pas ce valet,

qui I'a accuse, de bon ceil."

The word sournois struck me, and I felt a

curiosity to see the man. I remembered that

they used to call me sournois at St. Omer
;
and at

Mr. Carter's I went by the name of "
Sidky ;

"

T must therefore, no doubt, have merited the ap-

pellation ; but the different sort of life I had been

leading for some time, I flattered myself, had
cured me of this fault. 1 was an independent in-

dividual, moving from place to place, having no

partieixlar interest in any one, and coming into

collision with no one. There were no jealousies,
no rivalries, no little otieuces, such as domestic

life, contending interests, and daily intercourse

are apt to engender.
As I was very little at my lodgings

—for I took

all my meals abroad, and seldom came home but

to dress and sleep
—I never happened to see this

man, nor, indeed, any member of the family who

occupied the first floor
; but about six weeks after-
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wards, on my return at a late lionr from St. Ger-

mains, where I had been spending the day, I

found Benoit missing, and the concierge informed
me he had gone to the Aveddiiig of Monsieur Vil-

vorde's coachman, with the other servants, and
that none of them had returned. I felt angry with
the fellow

;
but the next morning he appeared and

accounted for himself as follows. He said that
this being the day fixed for the marriage of Au-
guste with Mamselle Fifine, the BlandiUit-euse eii

fin, he had invited the other servants, including
Benoit, with whom he had formed a sort of ac-

quaintance, to the wedding festivitj% at a little

guingette in the Champs Elysees. They feasted

and danced, as is usual on such occasions, but
towards the close of the evening, as ill-luck would
have it, a pretty (jrisett<', on whom the courier,

Rosetti, had fixed his affections, exhibited such
an evident preference for the attentions of Pierre,
the valet, that Rosetti lost his temper ;

and Pierre,

willing to exhibit his spirit before the fair subject
of their rivalry, ha\'ing too recklessly provoked
the anger of the Italian, a quarrel had ensued, in

which the latter had attempted to stab his antago-
nist %\nth a knife he had snatched off the table. Of

course, the never-failing gensdarmes were at hand,
who immediately broke up the company, closed the

guingette, and conducted the whole of the party to

the police office, where they had been detained all

night, but had been released in the morning. Benoit
added that he was not surprised ; that he always
thought the courier harboured a desire for revenge,
but that certainly Pierre, who was un fier gaillard,
avait promene his advantages in a somewhat irri-

tating manner before his discomfited rival.

I read a short notice of this affair in one of the

papers the next morning, in which it described

the family as English. This, I thought, was an
error

; but in the course of the afternoon I heard
some of my countrymen at the club alluding to the

circumstance, in connection with the name of

Wellwood. "Yes," they said, "the French call

them Vilvorde, and it was so printed in the

'Journaux,' but it is, in fact, Sir Ralph Well-
wood's valet that is wounded. He had accused
the courier of stealing a casket, and the courier

boi-e him a spite, they say."
What a fatality ! Here were the very people I

had been warned against, and that I had inquired
for iu every city on the continent, living under
the same roof %vith me, and I not to find it out
all this while ! Well, I resolved to make their

acquaintance without delay. Why should I adopt
my father's quarrels ? I had no sympathy with
him or his resentmeuts

;
and so eager I was to do

it, that I went home immediately, rang at the bell

cm 2'>remier, and sent in my card. Sir Ralph was

absent, but I was received by a middle-aged lady,
and a very pretty young one, both in deep mourn-

ing, whom I immediately concluded to be Lady
Wellwood and my old friend Clara. As EtJ'dah
was on my card, I had no occasion to explain who
I was. The elder lady was very polite. She in-

quired how my father was, and whether he was in

Paris, and then turned the conversation on my
travels, and the accident that had brought us

acquainted, without making the slightest allusion

to the famUjr feud.

When I asked Clara if she recollected the love

passages of our childhood, she laughed and blushed,
and owned that she did

; whilst 1
i)rivati.-ly re-

solved that, as far as it depended on me, our
courtship should not terminate with those early
flirtations, but be resumed now in real earnest.

I was exceedingly struck with lier. She was
the first woman— I may, now that 1 am an old

man, add—the only woman, that ever made a
serious impression on my heart

; and the circum-
stance that she w;i.s the very one of all others that

my father would object to as my wife, gave—
shall I confess it ?—an additional zest to the pros-
pect of making her so.

But was she free ? She was very jiretty
—beau-

tiful in my eyes ; two-and-twenty, and well
dowered. My heart sank, and I actually turned

pale ; for I was standing opposite the mirror in

my dressing-room, contemplating my own person,
and calculating the chances of success, when the
idea struck me that she might be engaged—per-

haps on the very eve of marriage. I would have

given the world to go and ask herself or Lady
Wellwood immediately, but as that could not be,
I went back to the club, thinking I might learn

something amongst the English there
; but though

the family were slightly known to some, they
could probably not have resolved mj' distressing

doubt, even had I ventured to make inquiries on
the subject, which, for fear of betraying myself, I

did not.

The next day Benoit told me, when I came home
to dress, that a .;eH«e sei</)i>'ur had called, and I

found Sir Ralph Wellwood's card on my table.
"

II est jeune, ce monsieur?" said I, with surprise.
"
Oui, monsieur

;
il est jeune."

The Sir Ralph, then, of whom I had a faint

recollection, must be dead, and this must be his

son. I did not know even that he had a son.

The short time I was at Elfdale, after leaving Mr.

Carter's, I was aware that Staughton was shut up,
and I was told that the family had been abroad

for years. I believe they had gone away before I

went to school, and the son was probably born

after that period ; though, indeed, he might have

been born before, and I not hear of it, as the very
name of Wellwood was never uttered in my
presence.

However, I returned the visit, and found him a

youth of seventeen or eighteen, apparently ; and

on making a remark to him about my foregone

acquaintance with his sister, I was surprised to

hear him say, "But you know Clara is not my
sister ;

she is my cousin. I have no sister or

brother either.
"

" Indeed !

"
I said ;

" but I think I remember
she was called Clara Wellwood at the time of our

infantine flirtation ?"
"
Oh, yes," said ho

;
"she is the daughter of a

j'ounger brother of my father's, who was killed in

the American war, at the taking of some place
—

1 forget what, I'm sure—but my father always
considered Clara as his child ; and as she is called

Miss Wellwood, almost everybody su]>poses she is

my sister, and, indeed, we seld.nn take the trouble

of contradicting it. But I should have thought

you must have known it."

" Ko," said I ;
"1 did not. To say the truth,
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noliody can be more ignorant than I am of onr

neighbours at Elftlale. As far as my childish i-c-

collections go, wc secmcrl to live as in a monastery,

seeing and knowing nothing of tlie world outside

the Tark walls. 1 hated the i)lacc, and everybody
in it, especially my grandmother, who was the prin-

cipal figure there ; and even now it is the last place
ou God's earth I should choose to reside in."

"I have never seen it," said the young man.
"
Strange to saj% I have never been to Staughton

since I was old enough to remember. My father

said it did not agree with him, and he could not

live there. I want my mother to let us go there

now ; or, at all events, to let me go
—but she ob-

jects that the sight of the place would give her so

much pain, and that she cannot part from me.

However, I must go by-and-by ; but I am very
fond of Paris, and we are become so thoroughly
continental in our habits and tastes, that jirobably
none of us would like England."

" But your sister—I mean Clara, will be getting

married," said I, with a beating heart, seizing the

first opportunity to sound him.
"

"Well, I suppose she will," said he ;

" she has

had several admirers already."
"And has she tixed her affections on any of

them ?
"

said I with assumed carelessness. Tt was
an important question, for what business had I to

inquire into the state of the young lady's affec-

tions ? However, he did not seem to see it in

that light ; and answered, laughing, that he did

not know ; but there was a little Italian marquis
that he was in the halnt of Cjuizzing her about.

I need not say that in my secret soul, I sent

him, the marquis, to the ir.fernnl regions, with all

dispatch : aloud I hinted that I had frequently
heard it observed that it was a bad thing for

English girls to marry foreigners.

"Well," he said, "but we are foreigners our-

selves—all our ideas are foreign ; I don't think
Clara would like to marry an Englishman—at

least, not to live in England. She was in London
a year or two ago, and she could not bear it."

"I quite agree with her," said I, eagerly,
resolved not to lose an opportunity of recommend-

ing myself. "1 very much prefer continental life,

though I took to it later than you. It is not my
intention to reside at Elfdale—in short, I detest
the place ; it's associated with all sorts of disagree-
able recollections in my mind

;
—besides, it is A^ery

gloomy, although I believe it has a romantic kind
of beauty ; but I don't care for that sort of thing."
As he never alluded to the family feud ray

father spoke of, I took care not to do so either
;

and I earnestly hoped that neither he nor the
ladies knew of its existence, lest it should be an
obstacle to the realisation of my wishes.
From this period our intimacy advanced with

rapid strides. We were almost like one family,
and I could not but see that my unremitting
attentions to Clara were most welcome to all.

Indeed T might be considered as an unexceptionable
]Kirii, while the close vicinity of our estates ren-
dered the union particularly eligible.

It is unnecessary to dilate on our courtship ;

suffice it to say that the day appointed for our

marriage was fixed, and everything satisfactorily

arranged ; Lady Wellwood and her son, knowing

me to be the heir of Elfdale I supposed, raising

no difficulties on the score of the settlement.

It just wanted a week of the one I anticipated
as the happiest of my life. I had been spending
the evening as usual, with the Wellwoods, sitting

beside Clara with her hand in mine, in the posses-

sion of something as much like perfect felicity as

it is ])ossible, I imagine, for a human being to

enjoy here below, when I was awakened oxit of

my first sleep by a furious ringing and knocking
at the porte cochere. As the apartments au troi-

sieme were vacant, I concluded the disturbance

arose from the arrival of the locataire ; and turn-

ing to the other side, I addressed myself again to

that sweet and peaceful rest that, alas ! I was to

seek henceforth in vain.

Presently, I heard feet ascending the stairs, but

instead of passing my door, as I expected, they

paused thei-e, and the bell was rung.
"
They've

mistaken the door," thought I
; and so thought

Benoit ;
for I heard him calling out :

" Ce n'est pas ici—montez au troisi^me !

"

Then a voice answered something that I could

not distinguish, and immediately afterwards I

heard Benoit turn the key and admit the stranger.
"
Qu'est ce que c'est?" I cried, jumjiing out of

bed, and opening my door, with an apprehension
that some accident had happened toSir llalph, who
had gone out late in the evening to take a stroll

on the Boulevards.
" Voici im liomme qui vous demande, monsieur.

II dit, qivil vient de la part de monsieur votre pbre

qui vient d' arriver."

"Comment done! Mon p^re ! C'est impos-
sible !

"
said I, reflecting that even if he had

arrived in Paris, he would not have sent for me
at that time of night.

"C'est ici que loge Monsieur Herbert fils,"

said the man.
"
Oui," said Benoit.

" Eh bien, c'est Monsieur Herbert, pbre, qui est

arrive ce soir a I'Hotel d'Angleterre, avec sou valet

de chambre : et il 6tait en train de se coucher,

quand il est tombe a terre, frapp6 de je ne sais

pas quel nial—et on m' a depeche ici chercher

monsieur."

This looked like truth, for the Hotel d'Angle-
terre was the one my father frequented when in

Paris
; and, indeed, we had been there together,

and were known to the peopjle of the house.

I called the man into my room, and questioned
him. He said the gentleman had arrived at six

o'clock. He, himself, was one of the porters and
had unloaded the carriage.

' ' Un monsieur pale
et maigre, il paraissait tr6s frdle." He had gone
out, and probably dined somewhere ; he, the

porter, had been talking to the valet who was sit-

ting up for his master ; he told him they came
from Pau and asked if he knew Monsieur Herbert,
fils. He saw nothing of them till he heard peojile

calling oi^t for a doctor
;
and p)resently the valet

came down and dispatched him to fetch me.
I dressed myself with a strange mixtitre of

feelings. I do not know what was the prevailing
one. I had often contemplated the probability of

my father's death—for he had become, as the man
said, trfcs frele, and his living or dying concerned
me little. I was not eager for the inheritance, and
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the sentiments T entertained towanls him were

cei'tainly those of aversion tinctiu-ed with fear. I

had, it is true, nothing to be afraid of, for he had
no power to injure me in any way. I was

thoroughly and entirely independent of him, l)ut

yet, such is the force of early implanted haltit,

that I was never at ease in his presence, and

my comfort and enjoyment depended altogether
on living apart from him.
Then I wondered whether the rumour of my

intended marriage had reached him, and whether
he had come to Paris in the hope of preventing it

;

and smiled contemptuously at the idea. Never-

theless, I wished he had not come, but had died

quietly at Pan, if he was going to die, instead of

imdertaking this fruitless journey to disturb my
tranquillity.
These were not dutiful, nor indeed humane,

reflections ; but, I repeat, this is a confession
;

and as pai-ents sow they must expect to reap.
The memory of those early sutl'erings and injus-

tices had never faded
;
and as I da.nced round my

grandmother's body when she lay expiring on the

iloor at Elfdale, so should I now have contemplated
with feelings, I believe, very much allied to satis-

faction, my father's remains, had 1 been xmexpect-
edly summoned to view them after his death.

But he lived
; he had probably heard of my

defiance of his injunctions, and though I was
determined not to yield an inch, but to marry
Clara on the aj^pointed day, I quailed before the

prospect of the struggle that awaited me. My
hand shook so visibly as I buttoned my waistcoat,
that I thought it advisable to remark to Benoit

that it was very cold
;
to which he objected, ait

contraire, it was extremely sultry ;
but that, no

doubt, the sudden intelligence had unnerved me.
On reaching the hotel, I learnt that two physi-

cians had already arrived, and that my father had
recovered from the lit, and had spoken—desiring
that I might be sent for

;
which they told him they

had done already. He had also expressed a wish

to see a notary ; but they had waited till I came,

being uncertain who to send for ; whereupon I

desired them to fetch Monsieur Duval, both be-

cause he was near at hand
; and, because he was

known to me from being employed by the Well-

woods, and having had some little business to do,

in connection with my approaching marriage.
When 1 entered my father's room, I saw that he

had been bled
; the physicians were standing one

on each side of the bed, watching his countenance.

He opened his eyes, and a Sjiasm passed over his

features when he saw it was I. He moved his

lips and slightly raised his hand to beckon me
towards him. 1 approached and knelt down beside

him. The physicians stood aside.
" Remember my curse and beware I

" he mur-

mured. "I had hoped to have exj^lained, but

you'll find—"
His face, which had been very pale, flushed and

became distorted as he littered the last words, and

the physicians stepped forward, motioning me away.
I retreated, too glad to obey them ;

and a silence

ensued, during which a cadaverous hue succeeded

to the momentary flush, and I thought his last

moments had arrived. Not wishing to see him

expire, I sat down at the window which was open,

while the attendants applied wet cloths to his

head.

Presently, M. Duval arrived, and M'as intro-

duced into the room
;

I took him :wiile and ex-

plained that the patient wa-s my father, who ha<l

had a sudden seizure, but that T. feared he was not
in a state to transact any business ; indeed, lie

seemed to be dying.

I

"
Is he sensible '!

"
inquired the notary.

;

"Oh! yes," I answered; "but the doctors won't
let him speak."

" But if he's dying, and has affairs unsettled !

"

objected the notary, taking a professional view of

the case. " You had better tell him Pm here."

j

So I approached the bed, and said to tiie physi-
cians :

'
I understand my father desired to see a

notary—this is Monsieur Duval, who—"

Whereupon my father opened his eyes and saiil :

"
I must see him."

The notary who had come provided with ink
and parchment drew near.

"i hereby declare," said my father—then there

was a long pause.
"Is it a will you wish to make?" inquired

Duval.
"

I will and bequeath," said my father, vacantly.
Duval tap]ied his own forehead, imjJying that

he thought the head was beginning to wander.

Then after another pause during which my
father appeared to be making an eHort to collect

his thoughts, he continued. " The marriage of

my son—"

"
Ah, c'est le mariage de votre fils avec Made-

moiselle Wellwood, dont vous voulez i>arler ;

"
in-

terrupted the brisk little notary, drawing his pen
across the words "/ toill and hequeatk ;'' "J'y
suis

;
c'est mcme moi qui ai fait les ecrits," which

was literally true, as he had been employed to

settle some httle property in the French funds

which her uncle had left her.

At these words of Duval's my father raised

himself in the bed by a spasmodic elFoi't, while he

extended his arm towards me, and with an expres-

sion of horror on his features, he opened his lips

to speak ;
but the agitation, or the motion, or

both, were too much for him ;
the blood gushed

in torrents from the arm, and he fell back in a

state of insensibility, from which he never re-

turned to consciousness, but expired a few hours

afterwards.

(7o bt cmilinued.)

EEPRESENTATIVE MEN.
Phvsioloiucal Dis(ovkukrs.—Dr. Jf.x.ser.

When we are young, we please ourselves with

imagining the delights of discovery in natural

science. We jiaint to ourselves scenes in which the

Discoverer figures,
—either lightmg ujion a new

planet among the ordinary stars, or finding a fossil

which suddenly opens up to him some wild

ghmpse into the ancient world ; or, on seeing an

apple fall from a tree, perceiving why the solar

system, and the whole of the boundless heavens,

are what they are. All this is very natural ; but

it is a great mistake. Instead of Newton sitting

in a corner among the learned men, and hearing

with strong emotion that the real measurement of
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a degree of the earth's surface had been found,

wc should rather dwell on the image of Newton,

during the long years of intense study he had

bestowed, without being able to see his way to the

proof of his theory, and on the quires of paper

covered with tigures,
—vast calculations which

would never come right,
—that he had locked up

and tried to turn his mind away from, for many
years before the source of error was discovered.

Instead of fancying the transport of Galvani when
his wife took him into the kitchen, and showed

him how the frog she had cut up for soup twitched

when she touched it with a certain scalpel of his,

we should think of his protracted labours in the

pursuit of the secret which now bears his name,
and of his failure to grasp it, through a wrong
idea which he could not detect in his own mind,
so that another man, Volta, is now always, and

very properlj^ put forward as the greater dis-

coverer in that particular department of electrical

science. It would be wrong, in the same way, to

imagine Harvey suddenly struck with the notion

that the valves in the veins must have some use,

and that that use miist be to let the blood go to

the heart, but not from it ; and that therefore the

blood must circidate throughout the whole body.
So far from this, Harvey thought, and studied,

and waited—and thought and studied again ; and
then he had to admit that serious difficulties re-

mained ; and then he had to bear the ill-usage
which always clogs the steps of discoverers.

Everybody said first, that the notion was absurd
and wicked ; then, that it was of no consequence ;

and lastly, that it was all-importaut, but nothing
new. These are the three stages through which

every gi-eat discovery has to pass. First, the
world is shocked at your nonsense, and your crazy
state of mind : next, it does not matter whether

your \aew is true or not : and finally, all the
world knew what you have to tell them before

you were born. So it was, of course, in Harvey's
case. It was so shocking that he should discredit

the Vital Spirits for which the arteries were made,
that his practice fell off seriously after the publi-
cation of his treatise on the circulation of the
blood. Then, he was merely toying with the
court when he showed Charles I. the way in

which the heart beat :
—it was making a fuss about

a small matter. Next, people were tired of the

siibject, for the circulation of the blood was such
an old idea ! It was not new

;
and Harvey never

said it was : but the notion was mixed up with
such conjectures and fancies, and such wrong
causes were assigned, that the subject became
wholly new in Harvey's hands. Among other

proofs of this, there is the very instructive fact,
that Harv'ey's discovery was not beUeved in by
any physician in Europe, who Avas above forty
at the time of his death.

Such is the course of a discoverer's experience ;

not very charming to " the natural man ;" not at
all encouraging to any man who is not above self-

regards,
—who proposes such a career to himself

for any lower reason than that he cannot help
what he is doiug, or that he hopes to extend
science, and therefore human welfare, by what
he is attempting. I have always considered Dr.
Jenner one of the fairest and finest specimens ever

known of the order of discoverers ; and no one

will dispute his fitness to be the representative
man of that class of hiiman benefactors. The
briefest contemplation of his career will serve

better than any preaching,
—any warning from any

person who is not a discoverer,—against the high-

flying popular notion of the brilliancy of the lot of

the man who sees the gem lying at the bottom of

the mine, with the fairy eyes of Clearsight, and
fetches it up with the power of Longarm ;

and

thenceforth has only to enjoy the homage of man-
kind for the rest of his days. Jenner could have

told that the lot of the Discoverer is Ijut little

happier (as superficial people coimt happiness)
than that of the Inventor.

Edward Jenner set out in life with a superior
constitution of mind. He was an inveterate observer

from his cradle. One of the first signs of an infant

having a due proportion of senses and faculties is

its following with its eyes the movement of flies in

the air. This boy followed up all the movements
of all creatures within his reach, from the time he

felt himself firm on his feet. When other little

boys were at play, he was hunting out curiosities ;

and as a school-boy, at Cirencester, he was always

obtaining fossils from the oolitic formation in that

neighboLu-hood. At eight years old, he had a col-

lection of dormice nests. He was patient and
accurate as an observer, and methodical in all his

j
Avays ; so that some of his friends, who were not

j

mental philosophers, were perplexed from time to

time, by some unquestionable evidence of his

ha\dng the temperament of the poet. No great dis-

coverer has been a man of prosaic nature, for the

simple reason, that the faculty of imagination is

required for the mere formation of hyjiothesis,
and for perceiving the bearings of a theory. No-

thing can be more ignorant than the notion that

accuracy about facts is in any kind of opposition
to the exercise of imagination, as both orders of

men combine to assure us. The discov^erer must
see by the bright forecast of the imagination, the

great new thing he is to give to mankind, and
where to look for it ; and the genuine poet is re-

markable for nothing more than for his closeness to

the truth of hfe and nature. Where is Shakspere
ever wrong as a naturalist (allowance being made
for the age), any more than as a moralist ? Then
we find Edward Jenner sjiying all the ways of

birds and insects, knowing all the animals in the

vale of Gloucester, pondering in his rides of twenty
or thirty miles any proverb, or prejudice, or odd

story that he had picked up in any farmhouse or

cottage ; and at the same time apt to break out

into singing when Nature was in a cheerful mood,
and to send notes in verse, taking a poetical
view of the commonest incidents. In calling off

from joining in a country exciu'sion, one month of

June, on account of doubtfid weather, he sent his

excuse in the form of this pretty poem—
SIGNS OP RAIN.

An excuse for not accepting the invitation of a friend

to make a country excursion.

The hollow winds begin to blow,
The clouds look black, the glass is low.
The soot falls down, the spaniels sleep,
And spiders from their cobwebs creep.
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Last night the sun went pale to bed,
The moon in hales liid her head.

The boding shepherd heaves a sigh,

For see ! a rainbow spans the sky.
The walls are damp, the ditches smell,
Closed is the pink-ey'd pimpernel.
Hark ! how the chairs and tables crack

;

Old Betty's joints are on the rack.

Loud rjuack the ducks, the peacocks cry ;

The distant hills are looking nigh.
How restless are the snorting swine—
The busy flies disturb the kine.

Low o'er the grass the swallow wings;
The cricket, too,, how loud it sings !

Puss on the hearth, with velvet paws.
Sits smoothing o'er her whiskered jaws.

Through the clear stream the fishes rise.

And nimbly catch th' incautious flies.

The sheep were seen at early light

Cropping the meads with eager bite.

Tho' June, the air is cold and chill
;

The mellow black-bird's voice is still.

The glow-worms, numerous and bright.

Illumed the dewy dell last night.

At dusk the squalid toad was seen

Hopping, crawling, o'er the green.

The frog has lost his yellow vest,

And in a dingy suit is di-essed.

The leech, disturbed, is newly risen

Quite to the summit of his prison.

The whirling wind the dust obeys.
And in the rapid eddy plays.

My dog, so altered is his taste.

Quits mutton bones on grass to feast
;

And see yon rooks, how odd their flight,

They imitate the gliding kite.

Or seem precipitate to fall,

As if they felt the piercing ball.

'Twill surely rain— I see with sorrow.
Our jaunt must be jiut ofi" to-morrow.

This ])oem has been at many tongues' ends in

threatening weather, from that day to this. Jenner

ga\'e his whole mind to what he was about ;
and

Vv'hen he spoke or wrote on matters of surgical in-

vestigation, it might seem as if he had no inte-

rests beyond pathology ;
biit when we look into

his correspondence with his master and friend,

John Hunter, we find the two great men as eager
about birds, and bees, and eels, and hedgehogs, as

Audubon, and Huber, and Cuvier ;
and their love

of nature, and keenness about the habits, as well

as the structure, of animals and insects has a

strong infusion of i^oetry in it. Jenner's name
first became famous in connection with his dis-

closure of the pecidiarity of the cuckoo, in its

structure and habits. He studied the bird for

years ;
and made so thorough an exhibition of its

ways in the well-known paper published by the

Royal Society that his friends advised him, many
years afterwards, not to send to the same society

his proposal of vaccination, lest he should thereby
lose the scientific reputation he had acquired

by his researches on the cuckoo. We find John

Hunter dunning him for cuckoos. He wants an

old one ;
—he wants a young one ;

he wants eggs

in various stages ; and Jenner seems to have been

always able to lay his hand on any creature that

his friend desired to have. It is pleasant to know
that his researches were made in a great variety

of places, from his custom of devoting himself so

heartily to his patients when they were seriously
ill, as to remain in the house, making his rounds
from thence, both among his patients and in the
near neighbourhood, where he .soon hunted out all

the animals and plants. The country j)eople had
a great opinion of him, from his being learned in

common things, as well as in the secrets of his

profession. He was as well known as the bearer
of the mail bags, as he rode in his blue coat and

yellow buttons, his buckskins and boots, with their

massive silver sjiurs, and his silver-handled riding-

whip. Of course, being born in 1741), he wore
his hair in a club, M'ith a broad-brimmed ronnd
hat above it.

With all this apparent cheerfulness, and with
such a love of counbry life in his native district

as to have declined to accompany Captain (,'ook

in his second voyage, and refused a lucrative

appointment in India, Jenner was prone to me-

lancholy. His foreign biographers have spoken of

his being a hypochondriac through life. There
seems to be no evidence of such an amount of de-

pression as this ; but, A\-itli all his vivacity and

capacity for mirth, it is certain that his disposition
was not only reserved but melancholy. This ten-

dency to discouragement and to disgust with life

so greatly enhances his merit in his stcdfast pur-
suit of his chief di-scovery as to claim thus much
notice. As he was of too modest and kindly a

nature to trouble his friends with his personal

griefs, it is most respectful to him to say no more on
this head than a due appreciation of him demands.

iJuring his occupation with a verj^ good ])ractice

as a surgeon, he was always searching into the

causes or prior stages of everything that was
obscure

;
and a letter of his to Dr. Heberden is

considered a sufficient proof that he, and not Dr.

Heberden, discovered the cause, or more i)roperly

the nature of the anrjina pectoris, a disease till then

as obscure as almost any on the jihysician's list.

During all these years he had never lost sight

of an incident which had struck him while a sur-

geon's apprentice at .Sodbury, near Bristol. A
young woman from the country called at the

surgery for ad\nce. The subject of small-pox

(the commonest of all topics of convei-sation in

those days) was mentioned ;
and she remarked

that she M^as in no danger from small-pox, ;v3 she

had had the cowpock. Jenner ])ut down in

his note-book whatever he heard on this subject

afterwards ; and, among other things, the anec-

dote of the Duchess of Cleveland and Moll Davis

(Lady Mary Davis) : that when the Duchess was

warned by i\Ioll Davis that she might any day lose

her beauty by small-pox, she replied that she did

not stand in that danger, as she had had a disorder

which would prevent her ever havingthe small-pox.

The ^^sit of the country girl took i)lace before

1770 ;
for that was the year when Jenner went

to London to complete his professional education.

He repeatedly spoke to Hunter on the prospect

thus atlorded of getting the mastery of the sni.iU-

pox ;
but Hunter never gave his mind t<> it, nor

seemed to consider it anything more than a boyish

dream of his pupil's. Other wise men were ap-

pealed to, with no better success ; and Jenner had

to pursue his researches alone. The date should

be attended to, because attempts have been made
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in France to deprive him of the honour of his dis-

covery, from a French clergyman at jSIontpellier

having told two English gentlemen there, in 17S1,

that there was a disease in animals, and especially

in sheep, but also in cows, which, being caught

by the milkers of ewes and cows, rendered them

safe from small-pox. One of these Englishmen, it

is said, declared that he should report the fact to

his friend Jenner. Jenner, however, was never so

informed ; and, if he had been, his answer would

have been that he had been studying that very

fact for above a dozen years, and had communi-

cated the result of his observations to the profes-

sion five years before,—\iz., in 1776.

There was no haste about his method of pro-

ceeding at any time. He soon found that most

persons who had had the cow-pock w^ere imable to

receive small-pox by inoculation, and never had it

otherwise ;
but he also ascertained that some persons

did take the small-pox who were declared to have

had the cow-pock. Here began the difference

between Jenner and a multitude of doctors, and

others who caught at the notion, after his practice

was fully established, taking anybody's word for

having had cow-pock, and believing any disease of

any cow to be the thing wanted. Jenner was aware

what care, patience, and discrimination were

necessarj' to ascertain and command all the condi-

tions of such an experiment ; and he piii'sued his

inquiry in silence for years before he brought the

world down upon him by the announcement of his

discovery. It was at least ten j-ears, from 1770
to 1780, before he confided to an intimate fi-iend

the strong hope he entertained of standing be-

tween the living and the dead, and staying the

plague.
And what a plague it was ! Small-pox was for

centiiries confounded with what we now call spe-

cifically the plague. The first case Ave know of

that can be distinctly pointed out as small-pox,
was that of the daughter of Alfred the Great,

EKrida, wife of Baldwin, Earl of Flanders. She
recovered ; but her grandson (the next case xe-

corded), died of it in a.D. 961. For nearly eight
himdred years it went on ravaging Europe at short

intervals
;
and whenever Europeans set foot on a

new soil, there they left the disease, if they did

not find it. In Persia, it occasionally swept
through the land, leaving the stench of death in

its track
; and millions of Hindoos have sunk

under it. It so raged among them at the time
of Jenner's discovery, that they were tricked

into the practice of vaccination in a curious way.
A Sanscrit scholar, Mr. Ellis, wrote a poem in

praise of vaccination, transcribed it on some very
ancient paper, and put it where it was " found "

as a relic of antique literature. Another gen-
tleman. Dr. Andei-son of Madi-as, did precisely
the same thing ; and the Hindoos, with their

established i)ractice of inoculation, and their ve-

neration for the cow, took easily to the practice.
But one consequence of the deception was that
others than Hindoos were misled ; and we find

among French authors, at this day, notices of

the passages in Sanscrit literature which prove
that vaccination was practised thousands of years
ago ! The Red Indians, and the tribes of Africa,
and the islanders of the Pacific, have been less

fortunate than peoples who have an ancient

literature. Whole tribes have been destroyed by
the disease. Mr. Catlin's pathetic accoimt of the

death of the last of the jNIandans is only an

illustration of what has passed in every known

country on the globe. What the scourge was

in every-day life at-home, in every European
nation, all history shows. I may observe that, to

increase the consternation, thei-e were occasional

instances of persons having the disease more than

once. Louis XV. of France, who died of it at

sixty-four, was universally known to have had it

at fourteen ;
and it is said that 1 30 writers have

furnished instances of this liability.

Grave as was the evil up to the beginning of the

last century, it was bearable in comparison with

what happened afterwards, for eighty or ninety

years. Before the practice of inoculation was in-

troduced, the pestilence came every few years,

and never entirely died out between ; but it left

people's minds comparativelj^ at ease in the inter-

vals. Its raging periods were tridy shocking. It

carried off several persons in one house, if not the

entire family. It left those who recovered blind

of one eye, or of both ; or deaf ; or in such a

state as to die by pleurisy in a few weeks, or con-

sumption in a few months. ScrofiUa remained

behind, in almost every house where small-pox
had been. It had been supjiosed that the blind-

ness was caused by pustules on the eyeball ; but

it was ascertained that the real evil was a putres-
cence of the substance of the eye, proceeding from

the sunk state of the frame, which caused some

other fatal mischief, if it spared the eyes. This

was the stage in which wine and bai-k, meat and

brandy, were administered ;
and not erroneously,

some high authorities teU us. The hot fires and

closed windows were a terrible mistake ; but not

the stimiUating diet and mediciue, they say.

When the visitation was over for the time, what a

wreck was left ! Those who had fled in good time

returned, almost afraid to look about them. Strong
men seemed palsied ;

the yoimg and beautiful were

altered, past all knowledge, with their swollen

features and w^eak senses ;
infants were blinded

and disfigured : the remnants of households were

in mourning, or watching some coughing, wasting

relative, called convalescent, through the down-
ward stages of consumption. Bad as all this was,

there was worse to come.

Early in the last century, several pamphlets

appeared in the course of three or four years on
the practice of inocxdation for small-pox, as wit-

nessed in Turkey ; but no great attention was [)aid

to the suggestion till Lady Mary Wortley j\Ion-

tagu, who investigated the subject at Constanti-

nople, caused her own sou to be inocidated, and

brought him home as an evidence of the benefits

of the practice. From the date of her arrival in

London, 1722, the practice spread through the

kingdom—at first slowly, and then very rapidly,

;
till every educated parent had his children inocu-

lated, as we have them vaccinated now. Yet not

quite in the same way. Dr. Jenner had a wretched
remembrance of the method in his own case. He
was bled, starved, and sunk till he was considered

low enough to run the risk of prematm-e small-

pox. Many children suffered permanently from
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tliis treatment. But this, great as it was, wa^ a

minor evil.

In contemplating the advantage to individuals

of undergoing the small-pox under chosen and
favourable circiimstances, in the midst of health,

and when parents and nurses were at hberty to

attend upon the patient, everybody seemed to

overlook the certain consequences of keeping the

disease always alive and alloat. In a little while,

everybody near the inoculated patient who had

any susceptil)ility to the disease took it
;
and the

mortality rose from year to year till, in Jenner's

time, it far exceeded that from any known
disease. Even xxnder the i)er]>etual weeding which

was going on, from the constant prevalence of the

malady, the deaths were one in four of those

attacked
;

and in the hospitals, the average of

mortality was thirty per cent. The x)arents of

children who had been early secured by inocula-

tion blessed the Englishwoman who had brought
the boon to the firesides of her countrymen : but

observers who took a wider range of view said

that, admirable as -s^'as her courage, and excellent

as were her intentions, she had caused the prema-
ture death of thousands of each generation since

her own, by turning the occasional sweep of the

pestilence into a constant pressure, incalculably
more fatal. The effect was so obvious that in

France, where the mischief had fixed universal

attention, inoculation for small-pox was forbidden

by royal authority in 176l:i : and in Spain the

practice was almost entirely suppressed ;
in conse-

quence of which the mortality from small-pox was

smaller, in projjortion to the population, than in

any other country in Europe.
Under such circumstances as those of his time,

.Tenner could not but be eager, on the one hand, to

establish an antidote to the disease
; and, anxious,

on the other hand, to make sure of his facts

before he published them. Hence the caution he

gave to his friend Gardner, at the end of a ride

they took in 17S0, in the course of which .Tenner

disclosed the whole history of his researches into

the pustular diseases of cov>'s, for ten years past.

He urged upon his friend that the conversation

was contidential, because "
if anything untoward "

should turn np in his experiments, the profession
would mock at him, the public would complain of

being deceived, and the whole beneiit would be

delayed or lost.

The "untoward" circumstance which made a

world of mischief soon after, and well nigh broke

Jenner's spirit, was one which he had had the

patience to study and master :
—the fact that more

than one pustiUar disease of the cow affected the i

hands of the milkers, and could not be distin-
j

guished by them fi-om the true cowpock. Of
|

course their testimony was caught at by the pro-
\

fession, on every occasion of small-pox following

the false cowpock. The doctors themselves did

not stop to learn distinctions, but vaccinated with

anything that came from a cow, or from milkers

who had had any kind of sore to show as caused

by the cow. There were even instances of sur-

geons who charged their lancets and "threads"

from the pustules of small-pox ! Jenncr was in

no way to blame for the mistakes made. He
had ascertained every point he could think of as

ascertainable : he had carefully exitlained how
much renuiined douljtful : he asked for facts, and
most earnestly for such iis might seem to show him
to be wrong : he set aside every consideration Ijut

that of putting a stop to the small-pox. Nothing
could exceed his candour, his modesty, his disin-

terestedness. But how about his courage? some
may ask.

1 shoidd say that the mere act of jniblishing his
"
Inquiry into the Causes and EHects of the

Variohe Vaccinae," with his keen prevision of the

reception it would meet with from the profession,
who would be followed by the public, jirovcs an

extraordinary amount of moral courage in a man
so retiring, so sensitive, and so prone to despon-
dency as Jenner. It is no contradiction that he
afterwards sulfered torture, and did not attempt
to conceal it. "I am beset on all sides by snarl-

ing fellows," he writes, "and so ignorant withal

that they know no more of the disease tliey
write about than the animals which generate it.

... It is im^iossiblc for me, single-handed, to

combat all my adversaries. Standing, as I do,
before so awfid a tribunal, my friends will vol-

unteer their counsel, and immediately appear iu

court. Give me as much of your comiiany as

you can, and as si)eedily." We tind him im-

ploring his friends not to neglect him, complaining
of wrong, overwork, depression, and poverty ;

longing for life to be over ; suffering bitterly,

in short, btit never for a moment falling below

his duty, failing to assert his cause, or losing
his characteristic modesty and candour in dealing
with opponents. Any man who was not brave

would have bullied his enemies more or less, or

given up the cause.

The highest courage was required, also, to try
the lirst express experiment of vaccination. It

took place on a day, the anniversary of which

was held as a festival at Berhn and elsewhere,

not long ago, and may be still, for aught I

know. On the 14th of May, 1796, Jenner vac-

cinated a boy of the name of Phi]q>s, eight years

old, from the hand of a dairywoman who had

the true cowpock : the boy went well through
the expei-iment, was inoculated for small-pox in

July, and failed to take it. From this time for-

ward, it was the custom to make the lith of May
a day of rejoicing in Prussia and elsewhere, and

to publish the annual results of vaccination. For

many years the vaccinations exceeded the births,

showing that the people were aware of their

danger, while any remained unsecured. In Prussia,

the deaths from small-pox had averaged 40,000

annually before vaccination was introduced; and

within twenty years they had sunk to ;i.()(IO,

though there had been a large accession of new

territory. Sweden, and Denmark, and some ter-

ritories in Gei-many remained absolutely free from

small-pox for twenty years after the practice of

vaccination had been i)roperly adopted. A suildeu

change from the few preceding years when OOD.OOO

persons died annually of small-pox in the world

at large, and -J 10,000 in Europe ;
and when every

quarter of a century saw twenty-live millions of

human beings carried ofT by the foulest of dis-

tempers !

When the good sense of society got the better
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of the bigotry and ignorance of the learned and

the lowlj-, Jenner hegan to receive his due. At

first, he was widely execrated as a monster w-ho
"

ofwould degrade

as

the human race to the level

brutes. According to some who should have

known better, we ought liy this time to have

been mooing and baaing, or going on all fours, or

pasturing like Nebuchadnezzar. Jenner outlived

that cry. As for the clamour about his blasphemy
in taking human health out of the hands of Pro-

vidence, it was only what Lady IMary Wortley

Montagu and her followers had gone through
before. Generally speaking, he was estimated

sooner than the great benefactors of mankind

usually are. He received thanks from almost the

whole circle of crowned heads, and was informed

of the vaccination of all manner of princes and

valuable persons all the world over. Poems were

published, and five medals were struck in his

honour
;
and there were some who remembered

that he, the father of a family, had largelj^ sacri-

ficed his practice (he had long been a physician,
because he had not sufficient leisiu-e as a surgeon),
without obtaining any recompense whatever from

his discovery ; and hence arose the movement
which obtained for him a grant of 10,000?. from

Parliament, followed, some years later, by another

of 20,000/. To the end of his days, however, the

great Discoverer suffered grave inconveniences from

the work of his life. He was not only overwhelmed
with correspondence ;

the correspondence was
in a great degree occasioned by the blundei's of

those who wrote to him. We are told that his

patience was imbounded ; and he went on to the

last explaining matters which he had made clear

in print years before
;

but it was W'eary work !

The same mistakes were repeated incessantly ;

and then the blame of failure was thrown iipon
him. Through it all, however, he had the com-
fort of knowing that the terrible disease was dis-

appearing wherever his method of prevention
was tried ; and that in several countries, the
next generation would grow up without knowing,
except from description, what the small-pox was
like. He was still writing letters and gi\'ing

guidance to applicants when, in January, 1823,
when he was seventy-foiu* years old, he was struck

down by apojtlexy in his library, and died that

very easy death.

Such was the career of a Discoverer who has
doubtless saved more lives than any other man :

perhaps more than all the slaughterers of their

kind have killed since smaU-pox was first known.
We can scarcely suppose that war has ever

destroyed so many as fifteen millions every quarter
of a century. If ever a Discoverer was to be

envied, it must be this man : yet we see that life

was not altogether charming to him
;
and further,

that his special discovery seemed no very exhila-

rating affair to himself. He was not the less, but
the more, a great man for this

;
and the more the

dreams of the dreamer approach to the qualified
view which Jenner took of the career of dis-

covery, the more likely it is that the dreamer
should enter into Jenner's fellowship.

T must add a word about the position in which
we now find ourselves. By this time we ou^ht to
be like the Swedish and Danish children of thirty

years ago
—unable to bear witness to smallpox,

more or less : or, at least, we should be able to

tell nothing beyond some dim remembrance of the

nursemaids and gossips shaking their heads over

children who are made to understand that thej^

are injured individuals, on whom experiments
have been tried, as if they Avere dumb brutes. I

remember the way in which an old sempstress

and my nurse lifted up their eyes against my
parents and the doctor, and made me quite vain

of their jiity when 1 had tvro marks to show on

my arm, vaccination being then new enough to

induce parents to try inoculation after it. We
may also remember uncles or aunts, or at least

grandparents, pitted with smallpox. Even at this

day, anybody who walks through Donnybrook
fair, or anywhere in the lower order of streets in

Dublin, will be struck with the number of pitted

faces, and of one-eyed people whom he meets.

This should be the utmost we know of smallpox
at the date of sixty-four years from the publica-

tion of Jenner's "Inquiry." Yet the case is far

otherwise. There has been a recent spread of the

disease, quite serious enoiigh to awaken iis all to

consideration. We hear occasional doubts of the

efficacy of vaccination ; hints that it is wearing
out : suspicions that it was sadly overpraised at

first
;
and even some suggestions that it causes

diseases as bad as that which it obviated. While

such things are said, no attention that can be

given to the case can be too vigilant. For my
own part," old and experienced as I am, I see in

aU these hints and complaints nothing but a re-

petition of the things that were said in Jenner's

day ;
and 1 feel confideiit that if he were among

us, he would lay his finger on each cause of failure

as readily and infallibly as he did in the last cen-

tury. I believe that, as the novelty and exquisite
sense of relief have died out, carelessness has

crept in : that we do not understand so weU as

we ought in what stage of the cow's ailment the

vaccine matter is proper for our use, nor perhaps
how to distinguish the spurious from the genuine

pock. I am very sure that there is great careless-

ness about the transference of the lymph from one

subject to another ; and I think it hardly probable
that vaccination can be infallibly administered by
the whole generation of parochial surgeons who
are planted down in a fortuitous way throughout
the country. There are other adverse chances:

but these are enough to account for a reappearance
and slight spread of the old disease. Jenner

would wonder that it i^ no worse.

If there is among us a man as devoted, and

candid, and patiently sagacious as Jenner, and as

little ambitious of glory on his own account, here

is a career laid open to him. Let him take up
Jenner's work. Let him carefidly study Jenner's

course of inquiry, his experiments, his replies to

opponents, his exposures of mistakes ;
and then

we shall see where we are wrong, and how our

old enemy has partly got his head from under our

heel. Let him, when duly qualified, test the

proceedings of the Eoyal Jennerian Society (which

probably knows most of the matter), and of every
other dispensing authority. The question of com-

pulsory or voluntary vaccination is one upon
which every citizen can form an oi^inion. Before we
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argue that point, we ought to be satis lied that the

vaeciuatiou we require and imi)Ose is the thing we
intend ;

and the medical men are the persons who
alone can settle this point. Let us hope that the

spirit of Jenner, in some mind of to-day, will rise

to the task, and enable the future historian to say
that the smallpox was (pielled in Great Britain in

the eighteenth, and extirpated in the latter half of

the nineteenth century. Ingleby Scoit.

SPIRIT RAPPING MADE EASY.
No. II.

THE CORN'HILL NARRATIVE AND THE PERFORMANCES
OF MR. HOME. BY KATERFELTO.

In a former paper, published* under the above

title, I promised to recur to the subject of

Mediums, their professed intercourse with the

spirit world, and the means they employ for the

mystification of the credulous. If I wanted any
inducement to return to the charge, it has been

furnished by a letter of Mr. William Howitt,

addressed to the "Morning Star," on the 6th of

October, and which contains a direct challenge to

the present writer to proceed a little further with

his pictorial explanations. As far as they have

gone, they are not, it appears, especially gratifying

to the taste of Mr. Howitt, and he asks for more

in the language of bravado and irony.
" Let the writer," he says,

"
go on and explain

in the same way how Mr. Home floated about the

top of the room, as mentioned in the ' Cornhill

Magazine,' and as numbers of persons in London

saw him do on another occasion."

Now, I am about to answer Mr. Hewitt's chal-

lenge, and to explain how Mr. Home may have

produced this etlect and all the other wonders

mentioned in the " CornhiU
"
narrative. I think

the floating, and all the other business, manage-
able by means of some very simple contrivances,

and I hope, with the aid of a few more diagrams,

to make these contrivances as intelligible to my
readers.

Now that I am challenged to account for parti-

ciilar marvels, I prefer, however, to consider

them all and consecutively. It is quite true, as

Mr. Howitt avers, that the " Cornhill" article has

attracted a considerable degree of attention, and

therefore 1 wiU give my explanation of its state-

ments, one by one. There is none of them which

throws me into that
"
paroxysm of terror

"
to

which j\Ir. Howitt says they have roused certain

journalists. On the contrary, I find them very

easy to construe, and I will take them in suc-

cession, explaining each in its turn, that at

least I may exhaust this present division of my
subject.

It is ordinarily difficidt to deal with the nar-

ratives of unwary spectators, because they slip

over circumstances which I consider most material.

Unless I can qiiestion the writers on a variety of

data, which they ordinarily omit as unimportant in

their eyes, I am left to vague surmises on a numl:)er

of points, on which 1 could have positive certainty

of if I observed for myself. I have less ditiiculty

of this kind on the present occasion, because the

writer does describe what he saw and heard,

with more particularity as to many of the circum-
'

403^

stances, than I could expect from one purely
uninitiated. He is evidently a candid, truthful,

witness, who would not, consciously, aauction

imposture ;
and his exactitude, as far as it goes,

is a j)roof of his sincerity. Such exactitude is, in

fact, the greatest help I could possibly have in

detecting the tricks which have been practised on
his imagination, and it is all the more valuable

because it is so uncommon even in those who
really desire that the truth should he known. (Jf

course those who do not arc vague invariably and

designedly.
At the commencement of his narrative, which

any one who has not seen it may identify by its

title,
"
Stranger than Fiction," the ^\Titer contends

that it must be taken for granted that he did see

certain i)heni)incna. It is conceded already that

he did see what he states he saw, and it is quite
as much a part of his testimony that he did not

detect the means by which these same phenomena
were produced. He saw what he terms facts, Ijut

they were only half facts—cj)tctfi, I may term

them, only to be ascribed to spiritual causes,

because the actual means of producing them were

not obvious to the particular witness. Let the

feats of Robert-Houdin or Bosco be interpreted on

similar principles, and we shall invest the per-

formers with miraculous attributes. On the prin-

ciple of the right man in the right place, we
should make one of them Bishop of London and

the other Ai-chbishop of Canterbury.
The first marvellous i^henomena observed by

the writer were witnessed on an occasion when
Mr. Home was not present. The time was morn-

ing ;
the only persons present were two ladies,

with respect to both of whom be begs the entire

question, when he states "there was nobody in

the apartment capable of practising a deception,

and no conceivable object to gain by it." The

writer sat at a distance from the tolerably heavy
sofa-table at which the ladies were placed,

—one

at the other end farthest from him, and the other

at the side. In fact, the position descrilied is that

which we have indicated in the following diagram,

with the exception that the writer was at a greater

distance from the table.

In Once a Week, No. livii, p.

FiR. 1.

"Their hands were," says the \vriter, "placed

lightly on the table, and for three or four

minutes, we all remained perfectly still . . . After

we had waited a few minutes, the table," he says,

"began to rock gently to and fro. The undu-

lating motion greatly increased, and was quickly

followed by tinkling knocks underneath, resem-

bling the sounds that might be produced by

rapid blows from the end of a pencil-case."
The

writer observes that the ladies' hands were dis-

played on the table, so that no manipulations
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could take place beneath. I ask by what ex-

traonliiiary accuracy of hearing (there being no

criterion of comparison) could he tell nie whether

the sounds in question proceeded from the upper
or the under surface of the table ? I have shown

already, in my former paper, how such sounds may
be eisilr i>roduced either way. I will be more

explicit "as to the means of operating on the under

surface of a sofa-table, stated to be the vehicle in

this instance ; but, first of all, I wish to explain the

secret of the undida ting motion, and how that

motion might be gradually increased ad libitum.

The absurdity of the device is its extreme

simplicity as compared with the effect on the

-^^•ondering spectator.
" If the hands of the ladies

had any intluence upon ths movements of the

table, such influence," says the writer,
" must

have operated at right angles, or in opposite

directions." Supposing both operated at the same

time, this would have been so
;

but what is the

necessity for assuming this simultaneous action ?

Supposing both pairs of hands, however, were

altogether quiescent, there are other extremities

to the human frame, and Mediums, as I observed,

are not only aware of this anatomical resource,

but are in the habit of developing it by assiduous

education. In this case, however, we are far from

reqiiiring any such special aptitude, original or

acquired, to account for the rocking })lienomenon.
The lady at the side has simply to di-aw her feet

underneath her chair, insert her knees beneath the

bar which runs from leg to leg, alternately raise

and depress either heel, and a rocking motion is

easily established, the deflection being proportioned
to the length of the table. I can obtain such a motion
of the sofa-table at which I am writing, but I am
obliged to command the Spirits to desist, because
I desire to finish a readable sentence which shall

not be a rocking enigma to the compositor.
If the reader were sitting behind or even op-

jrosite me at a sufficient distance, he would see

my heels in motion
;
but it would not be so easy

to discern their activity if they were enveloped
in crinoline and its gauzy collaterals. As in the
case represented by the above diagram, crino-

line, like charity, covers a multitude of insidious

actions on the part of designing legs and heels

which are not permitted to innocent pantaloons.
A front view of the performer would oidy show
the result, as in Fig. 2.

But the spectator, in this instance, was, as he
tells us, some six or seven feet from the end of the

table, in which case he coidd not see even the bar,
and still less the I^Iedium's means of operation.
The spiritual appearance exhibited to his eyes,
would be a table deflected downwards, thus :

Fig. 3.

And we do not in the least dispute the fact that he
did witness some such marvellous phenomenon :

As to the rajjs they may have been produced
bj"^ means such as we have described elsewhere, or

by others peculiarly adapted to the sofa-table, when,
as is generally the case, such tables have drawers.

It is a circumstance known to the spirit world, and
even the uninitiated may verify it that such
drawers lit their frames more or less loosely. A
Medium seated at the end may perform with the

foot. A Medium seated at the side may produce
such raps with the knee. If either foot or knee
are raised in sujiport of the drawer and suddenly
removed, the drawer itself will produce the rap

by coming suddenly in contact with the frame on
which it slides. Absurdly simjjle as this sounds, this

is probably the means of the mj-stitication. AVhen
the foot is employed by the Medium at the end, one

leg must be crossed over the other, as thus :

When the knee is employed by the Medium at the

side, it must be turned outward, to some extent, to
enable it to reach the under sixrface of the drawer
without coming in contact with its frame-work, as

thus :

Fig. 5.

If the effect is produced by the knee of the
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Medium at the side, her crinoline, as we have

said, will conceal her own activity ; if, on the

other hand, it is produced b}^ tlie foot of the

Medium at the end, it will help to conceal the

activity of her companion from a spectator placed,
as was the writer, in

tig. ] . Absurd as it seems

to explain anything so obvious by diagrams, it

is not so absurd as the fact that, they are sufli-

cieut to account for all the writer saw, as far as

I have yet proceeded with his nan-ative. With

respect to the mode in which (piestions were
answered by the table, I can only refer the reader

to the explanation in my former paper.*
After the customary rappings, as aforesaid, we

are informed that at the request of tlie writer, the

table replied that he might join the mivce,
and commenced a vigorous motion to\\ar<ls him.
"The ladies were obliged to leave their chairs to

keep up with it," as they would be obliged to do
if either of them had given it unobserved a push
and both or either wished to keeji up the impetus.
The table would run easily upon a stretched

carpet : and the necessity of folio wiiit/ it would
act somewhat in the way depicted in lig. G, until

the table was continuously pushed forward as far

as the waistcoat of the spectator :

In due course the sofa-table intimated that its

spiritual mission was fulfilled, and tliat the i)arty
must remove to " a small round table, which stood
on a slender pillar, terminating in three claws."

* In adJition to Iho meaivi inentimied tliere, and the
method peculiarly applicable to .sofa-tables, by which tlie

raps may have been produced, .and probablj- were jirciduccd
in this instance, I by no means exclude other agencies to whicl;
1 know that .Mediums have recourse. The manufacture of

t-ibles, in which bj' a combinali^m of meclianism and gal-
vanism such rajis are produced, is easy: and tlicy aie more
commonly than is siipposed in tne hands of privato persons.
Sucli tab es can be moved freely about a room and shouu to
be tot;diy disconnected from the floor, yi.t tliey eau be set in
action fr<'m an adj. .ining apartmeut, by means of an apparatus
which I retrani fronr descriljing, as 1 know, from expeiienee,
that such knowledge is liable to abuse. I know a case in
which ^;uch a table has been left behind by an out-goiug
tenant (and hereafter I may, perhaps, indicate the house
and the apartment), and I believe that tlic innocent landlady
is quite unawa e of the myst'.-rious capacity of tlie treasure
she possesses. I am certa.n that such .a table was empkiyed
in a case which has recentl.y been mentioned to me, iu wliieh

rajis were heard by a great number o/ persons in succession,
the j'cisons in que-^tion having been iiresent in batches of

live, and no person having been present in more than one of
these. There was no professional Medium in the i)arty. and
the extreme improbability that eacii successive batch in-

clude i some pel son equally adroit and efpially disposed to

keep up the deception is conclusive as to the alternative tliat,

this was a mechanical table. .As I remarked, mechanical
or electrical ajiparatus is more frequently resorted to than is

commonly imagined, and is the [i culiar rc-ouroe of private
exhiuitors. It is, however, the object of all .Mediums to vary
tlieir agencies as much as possible, in order to frustrate the
tests Which may be employed tor tlieir detection.

The smaller table being more easily acted upon
became positively riotous, tiie slightest inequality
of pressure being su!licient to throw it oil' one of
its three legs, and cause it to indulge in a variety of
ridiculous antics. "

It iiitched about with a velocity
which Hung oil" our hands fi-oin side to side, as fast

as we attempted to iilacc them
;

" whence tiic

reader may fairly infer that these attempts gave
additional imi)ulse to the eccentric movements <.t

such a small piece of furniture. In fact, a single
performer might do much bj' more insidious

impulses than those re|)resented as conmiunicated,
in fig. 7, to an article so light as the table In re

described
; in addition to which, what proof h;ive

we that the feet of tlie ]ierfonners did not come
into play when their hands ceased to act ?

l''ig. ".

This table natnrallj' ended by turning over on its

side, and in this horizontal position glided slowly
towards another table close to a large ottoman. A
motion imjiarted to it, as if it slipped from their

lingers, would easily give it the ajipearance of

gliding some way of its own accord, over a tightl}''-

stretched carpet. Any one exi)ecting to see it

move might exclaim it is moving alone, and it

might move alone for some distance, as the

writer witnessed, though not of its own impulse,
as he seems to infer. But it would not be

left long to this earlier impetus, if we take into

accotmt the signiiicance of the following state-

ment. ''We had much trouble in following it,

the apartment lieiiig crowded with furniture,

and our difficulty was considerably increased

by being obliged to keep up with it in a stooping
attitude." We can imagine how' such a succession

of plunges after the table woidd naturally assist its

efforts at locomotion. The Medium wotdd have

exceptional o[)j>ortunities, and the uninitiated

would involuntarily assist.
" We were never able,

"

says the Avriter, "to reach it at aisy time toge-

ther," so that it probal)lj' received an independent

push from each jierson who came up with it in

succession ;
and the witness being conscious only

of his own efforts, would be naturally astonisLed

at the result of their joint activity.

Fig. 8.
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The table thus in motion came in contixct with

the leg of the other table, ])reviously mentioned,
near the large ottoman, and, using the leg as a

fulcrnm,
"

/< directed its claws towards the otto-

man, which it attempted to ascend, by inserting
one claw in the side, then turning half way round,
to make good another step, and so on. It slipi)ed

down at the first attem^it, but again quietly re-

newed its task. It was exactly like a child trying
to climb up a height. All this time we hardly
tonched it, being afraid of interfering with its

movements, and, above all things, determined not

to assist them." The reader is invited to observe

the fallacious effect of the writer's assumption, that

he may speak for the intentions of both his com-

jianions.
" At last," he says, by carefid and per-

severing efforts, it accomplished the top of the

ottoman, and stood on the summit of the column
in the centre, from whence, in a few minutes, it

descended to the floor by a similar process ;
after

which we assume that the table was comparatively

happy, or that somebody else was well satisfied

with its performance. It is perfectly evident

that the performers were touching it all along.
" We liardltj touched it," says the writer, as if he

could tell the manipulative force exerted by either

of his companions. In exhibitions of this class,

each i^erson present can barely speak for himself.

Of the power which may be exerted on a small

table by three pairs of hands, it would be difficidt

to take an exaggerated view, when we know that

the effect described may be easily produced by one

pair, acting upon the table as in the following

designs. Here are the three stages by which the

exploit may be effected, in figs. 9, 10, and 11 :

its disabilities, it invites the tripod to a perform-
ance, and this is the residt.

Fig. 9.

Fig. 10.

It will be seen that by imparting a circular
movement to the top the claws will act like a pair
of compasses, and you may make a table walk to
the top of an ottoman or any other piece of

furniture, the height of which is within the com-
pass of its legs. The sofa-table is aware of the

capacities of the Tripod, and that no spiritual
influence could enable itself to mount sofas or
ottomans. Accordingly, with a modesty becoming

Fig. 11.

The vague and desultory manner in which the

writer next speaks of tables, chairs, and sofas,

moving of themselves precludes observations on my
part. I can only follow him when he relates

with some circumstantiality the various particu-
lars of the incidents and the scene.

A stramje vibration is the next phenomenon on
which he dwells with any particularity.

" It

jialpitated through the entire room. We listened

and watched attentively. The vibi-ation grew
stronger and stronger. It was palpably under our

feet, and it was like the throbbing which precedes
an earthquake, and it continued for two or three

minutes, and it could not have been produced by
machinery." Such is the substance of the phe-
nomena described.

Now, I particularly point to this as one of the

results which can be produced by the simplest

agencies
—so simi^le, that it would be astonishing

that any one should regard it as mysterious, but
for the assistance which the imagination of the

witnesses themselves affords to the simple device

of the performer. This drawing-room earthquake
may be easily produced by a single pair of feet in

vigorous movement to and fro from toe to heel, and
if the feet be worked alternately in a room of some

extent, a very powerful vibration may thus be

created, and sustained with a very little practice,
as any one may ascertain by experimenting. If

the performer has thin soles and no heels, he will

be able to accomplish this on a soft carpet almost

without noise, and he has simply to desist when
attention is directed to his feet ; or, if a lady is

the source of the earthquake, her crinoline will

conceal her pedal play. Any of my readers with

average muscular power, and a slight amount of

exertion, may produce such earthquakes in any
drawing-room in London, and no one whose mind
is not sedulously prepared beforehand will dream
of attributing them to spiritual machinery.
The ascent of the table which is next mentioned

has been already accounted for in my former

paper. It is not alleged in the " Cornhill
"
article

that there was anything extraordinary in the size

or weight of the table which appeared to be sus-

pended, so that I am warranted in referring this

phenomenon to the leverage power which the
Mediimi obtains by crossing one leg over the

other, and by means of which, with a little prac-
tice, considerable weights may be raised in the air.
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There were eight jiersons round the table in ques-
tion, in this case an obvious assistance to conceal-

ment, since, as I infer, they must have been closely

packed. The table rose " Avith a slight jerk,"

just the effect which would be produced by setting
it in motion upwards by means of the performer's
foot as described in the former paper; and it

steadily mounted till it attained such a height as

rendered it necessary for the company to stand up.
In fact, unless they did stand u]) before the table

was raised too high, they would be liable, as I

showed on a former occasion,

spectacle as the following :
— to see some such

Fig. 12.

It is a most material jtoint to observe that the
table as it rises is stated to have been "

swung out
of its orbit ;

"
in other words, that it ascended not

perpendicularly, but obliquely, and that it reverted
from this position as it descended—a circumstance

pretty conclusive as to the employment of the leg and

foot, which would act thus, and would act in no other

way. By this means the table is raised until there is

"a blank interval from the carpet to its foot of

2Kr]iaps two feet, per/tcr^;*- three ;

"
though I hardly

assume that it can have been three feet in this in-

stance, since "
nobody has thought of providing a

means of measuring it, and we must take it by guess.
"

In this position, a desire having been expressed to

the following effect,
' ' the carpet is examined, and

the legs and under surface of the table are explored,
but without result." A good deal depends on the

question. Who is the examiner ? There are none
so blind as those who won't see ; but, assuming
the inspection to be bona fide, still it may be made

perfectly clear to any one that ' ' there is no trace

of any connection between the floor and the

table," for the means of support is not thence

derived. The inspector soon ascertains that "the
table has not been rai.sed by mechanical meansfrom
below," and as this is what he looks for (it is to be

observed that those who are impressed by the

phenomenon invariably harp on this), he is at

ouce satisfied, and he rises to the surface with the

lilood in his head, and his inquisitiveness com-

pletely frustrated. It is not an easy matter
for any but very wary persons to detect the

real means of support, if the circle is closely

packed and there is a sufficiency of the great

conniving medium Crinoline. The inspection is

confessedly
^^ hurried and brief." It is compre-

hensive enough to satisfy the companj- that the

table has not been raised by mechanical means
from below, though it is jumjiing to a rather hasty

conclusion, to assume that it is not raised by
means such as I am indicating.

persons connive, nothing is easier than for one
of them to push the table against the chest of the
other, as in the following figure :

—

Fig. 13.

—and then, as the company rises, the foot

may be removed and the table M'ill i)reseut the

appearance of being self sustained. Even a sus-

picious person may then look under it without

detecting anything, and maj- pass his head beneath

In fact, if two

Fig. 14.

its claws (Fig. 14), with mei-ely the i-isk of a con-

tusion in case it should suddenly slip from its

precarious holding. If this latter contingency
.should not occur, he has reason to congratulate

himself, in addition to the satisfaction arising out

of his self-deception ;
and when the comjianj- resume

their previous attitude, the foot of the Medium again

coming into play, the table will descend as easily as it

ascended. Its downward motion will be as " slow"

as you please,
"
and, if I may use the c.vpression,

gracefid, and the table reaches the ground with a

dreamy softness that renders its touch almost

imperceptible."
Another movement of a table, which the writer

seems to think more strange, must yet be accounted

for, before I proceed to the more complex devices

of Mr. Home. In this case "the company are

seated at a large, heaA'y, round table, resting on a

pillar with three massive claws, and covered with

a velvet cloth, over which, books, a vase of flowers,

and other objects are scattered.
"

In the mid.^t of the

seance the table abruptly /oroc* its ivan (or rather,

we shoidd say, is forced) all up the room, pushing on

before it the persons who are on the side opposite to

that from whence the impetus is derived—no re-

markable consequence, if the pushing Mediums are

sufficiently strong. The persons oi>positc are thrown

into confusion by the unexpectedness and rapidity

with which they are driven backwards on their

chairs ;
and this very confusitm, as is perfectly

obvious, would prevent a steady attention on their
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part to the means " from whence the imjietiis is de-

rived." So far, there is nothing at all remarkable ;

nor after the table has been stopped by a sofa is

it in any vay strange that it shoxild be tilted np
after some preliminary straining (which accounts

for some cracks and knocks) by the leverage power
which I know that the limbs of Mediums can

exert. The only thing that sounds even a little

out of the ordinary course is the fact, that when
its surface forms an inclined jdane, at an angle of

about 45^ or more (how much more we are not

told, though the measurement of the angle is most

essential), the table should stoj) in this attitiide, as

in a state of equilibrium. Of course, if any hand
or foot was helping to sustain it, the mystery
might be explained in this way. But I do not

infer that such was the case here, or even that the

legs raised from the ground were supported against
the contiguous sofa. The explanation of this

attitude on the part of the table depends, then,

exclusively on the character and constrixction of

the table itself. There are tables which maj^
be made so to stand partly on one of their

massive squarish claws, and partly on the

castor
;
and it is too much to attribute this pro-

pensity to spiritual influence,
had ascertained that the table

to balance 'itself b3'- ordinary
Mediums being absent. The

nothing slid off or topjiled
vase of flowers, the books,

ments, remained as motionless as if they were
fixed in their places," is really according to ordi-

nary experience, instead of contrary to it. Such

unless the writer

could not be made

manipulation, all

circumstance that

over, but " the

the little orna-

FiK.

objects retained by a velvet cloth,

neutralise all their tendencies to

remain like "Towers of Pisa," for

which would

slide, would

])recisely the
same reason for which the Tower of Pisa itself

remains, because a line drawn from its centre of

gravity would fall within its base. The accom-

panying design looks highly improbable, biit I

know—for I have ascertained by exi^eriment
—

that it is only the normal position of such objects,
whenever they are so retained by the pile of a
velvet cloth.

Instead of violating the laws of ecpulibrium and
attraction, the jihenomenon is strictly in accord-
ance with both

;
nor do we see anything extra-

ordinary in the appearance of even a greater
obliquity than this, until actual measivi-ements and
actual experiments prove to demonstration that

it is not of the ordinary course of nature. And
even then, when we should have to look for some
mechanical contrivance, we shall find nothing so

wonderfid as Robert Houdin's hat, or the Wizard
of the North's inexhaustible bottle.

In short, the great impediment to a complete

exposure of such delusions is the readiness with
which the human inclination to marvels assists

the experimenters on human credulity. We are

rather self- deceived than deceived by the ingenuity
of the Mediums, whose devices are ordinarily of

the simplest kind, while the effects produced are

for the most part insignificant. It is difficult

to induce any one to observe sufiiciently the

ordinaiy capacities of matter and of human
muscle, and a belief in the miracidous is thiis

induced by erroneous assumptions. In the ma-

jority of instances I assert that the Mediums fail

altogether of producing anything that should

move an instant's wonder. In the performances
of Mr. Home, which I am about to examine, there

is a little more art and a little more adroitness,
and though the residts are more striking, the

machinery, when I have explained it, will be
found to be ridiculously simple in j)roportion to its

effects on the bewildered and mystified spectators.

{To be continued.)

THE FINS AND WINGS OF WAE-SHIPS:
UNDAMAGEABLB PKOPBLLERS.

There are four modes of propelling vessels on
water. One is to float them down a running
stream. Another is to haul them by a rope. A
third is to propel them by the power of the wind.

A fourth to row them, and the rowing admits of

much variety. Floating down stream is stiU

practised on the Mississippi, the Euphrates, Tigris,
and other rivers, the vessels being a kind of Noah's

Ark to carry commodities, the arks themselves

being also commodities to break up and convert

into timber or firewood at the river's mouth. So
this primitive method of "

going down to the sea

in ships
"

still obtains in the existing world, and
is possibly the lowest cost transit, liope haiding
is still jiractised on canals. The use of the wind
involves a very expensive tackle of masts and

j'ards, and shrouds and sails, as in a square rigged
vessel, and if simplitied by substituting the felucca

lateen or latin sail for the square rig, simplicity
and beauty is gained, but at an enormous increase

of cost in sailors required to manipulate one or

more gigantic sails, instead of a gi'eater number of

smaller sails, with the advantage on the other

hand of managing the lateen sails from the deck

by "lubbers" instead of by athletic marine gym-
nasts, whom we call sailors, mounted on the yards,
shrouds, and tackle.

The uncertainty of the wind on short voyages
bids fair to put them out of use as a moving power,
inasmuch as the coal space re(|uired in steamers
lessens in compound proportion with the diminu-
tion of time. But on long voyages it is probable
that clippers will still hold their own against
steam, as with the increasing knowledge of the

course of the winds, the jjossibUity of obtaining
fair winds is every day increasing, and, moreover,
we have not yet worked out all that is possible in

the speed of wind-moved craft.
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The rowing process, whether illustrated by the

leathern tub-like coracle of the Cwmry, or the

tish-like, skin-covered frame of the Esquimaux, or

tlie bircli-bark canoe of the Red Indian ])i'oi)er, or

the war-galleys of the Greeks and liomuns, or those

of the (Jrusades, or the war-canoes of the New
Zealanders in Cook's time, or the Malay Proas of

past and present, Avas a result in some cases of

want of skill or materials, or both, to build or

work craft that would stand up under sail, and in

others the necessity of substituting a certain for

an uncertain j)ower, though at the cost of heavy
labour. In all sea-fights skilful sailors working
by the aid of the vviud endeavoured to obtain the
" weather gage," i. e., the power of attacking
their op2)onent from the ^^'iudward side, and so

choosing their point of attack. But in a calm it

is obvious that a gaUey without oars would be at

the mercy of a row-galley, as to the insertion of

the beak, in the absence of heavy projectiles. So

also in a calm, a small steam vessel with heavy

guns would rake and destroj' almost unresistingly
the heaviest wood-built craft afloat, depending
wholly on the wind, though with a very small

auxiliary steam power the heavy craft could con-

trive to turn on her heel, and, like a Spanish bull,

keep h.er front to the enemy, even though reduced

to the exti-emity of feeding her boiler with her

own sails, rigging, and Ijulkheads, in default of

coal
; and, unless the swordlish of a steamer had

the longest metal, the whale of awooden craft would

keep the swordfish at a distance.

Oars were the lirst rowers, but the inventor of

artillery rendered them liable to a raking shot

which would sweep the side clean, and disable all

the oarsmen
;
so they were abolished, save under

the name of "
sweeps

"
for very occasional use.

The inconvenience of the oars bj^ their great

leverage on the vessel's side very early gave rise

to trials of side paddles moved by animal power,
as is still the case on American ferries, where a

yoke of oxen are made to climb up an inclined

wheel connected by gearing with the paddle-shaft.
And if we may credit the archives of ISimancas in

Spain, one Blasco de Gomez, a Spanish engineer,

did, in times long past, substitute for the oxen a

better or worse kind of steam engine with which

he propelled a vessel round the harbour of Barce-

lona, in the presence of the Emperor Charles, by
means of paddle-wheels. He was simply before

his time.

The advantage of oars as best used, over jiaddles,

as commonly used, is that the oar is turned erlge-

wise on entering and leaving the water, thus

avoiding the Avasto of power. An ordinary

paddle wastes power on leaving the water by

lifting a weight of water, and tending to force

down the boat, increasing the friction on the

shaft
;
to meet this difficulty paddles are made to

feather mechanically, similarly to the oars, but

this involves more costly machinery in a position

exposed to much wear.

i? Both oars and paddles are inconvenient projec-

tions from a vessel's side. J^forcover, tlie jjaddlcs

have the inconvenience in a heavy sea of being

sometimes only immersed on one side, giving rise

to numerous disadvantages. For this reason the

steam screw was introduced, being more out of

the way and wholly immersed in the sea, unless
in very heavy pitching.

In the use of the paddles the vessel is propelled
by the steam power exerted through the hori/oiital

shaft on the fulcrum of the bearings. To keep
these bearings from heating under the friction of

the enormous pressure, it is essential to j)resurve a
cushion of oil between the metallic surfaces. If

the area of the surfaces be too small the oil will

squeeze out, and contact of the metals will ensue
;

or if the surface be rough, salient jioints will come
in contact, and then heating will ensue. The area
of bearing which is sufficient to prevent a shaft

from breaking or from heating in smooth water, is

not sufficient in heavy seas, for positive IjIows

ensue. For example, one paddle is out of the
Avater and revolving at extra speed, when suddenly
the water rises perchance with the engines at full

stroke, and a shock ensues, causing the whole
vessel to tremble, and po.ssibly breaking the shaft

or strijijnng off the paddles.
The stern screw is less exposed to this kind of

blow, but it has nevertheless its difficulties to con-

tend with. It i)ropels the vessel l)y pressing a pair
of metal rungs, forming an inclined plane, against
the stern Avater at one end of the shaft, and pressing
with the other end of the shaft or Avith collars against

abearing, inside of the vessel. As the shaft revolves,
the screw, or inclined plane, cuts off a continual

slice of the Avater in front, and pushes it behind

as a fresh fulcrum, by Avhich operation the vessel

continally advances. But as the end of the scrcAV,

or the collars, inside the vessel are continually revolv-

ing, AA'hile thrusting the a'cssoI forward, it requires
a larger area, and continual ample lubi'ication to

prevent heating.
There is yet more. The shaft must be guided

\-ertically and horizontally in bearings at certain

intervals to prevent it from breaking, and where it

issues from the A'essel, the leverage of the screAV

against the Avater causes it to tremble and vibrate

enormously, just AA'here the \-essel is Aveakest ;
and

in Avooden A'cssels converted to screw propulsion
the difficulty and cost of repairs are A'ery great. It

is found that metal linings for the scrcAv shaft are

quite inefficient, and surfaces of Avood are required.

If any lever movement obtains in the scrcAV shaft,

the destruction of the bearings is very rapid.

In both screws and i)addle3 there appears to be

a defective arrangement, from ignoring one portioii

of the data required to be started from. Workman-

ship has attained so high a point of excellence,

that engineers deem rigidity perfectly compatible
with durability, forgetting that Nature knoAvs no

absolute exactitude, and provides for irregularity

by the great comiiensating principle of elasticity,

as in the AvaA'ing boughs of trees, and the si)iral

springs Avherewith she hangs grape vines to Avails

and branches, and as the tendons of a horse's

pasterns Avhich save his feet from becoming a

mere hammer, or as a man jumping on his toes

sustains no harm, but is seriously shaken b\

alii,'hting on his heels.

As constructed, i)adiUes and scrcAVS haA-c heels

and no toes, though the paddles are analogous to the

side fins of a iish, which are a m;vs3 of springs, and,

moreover the latter are always immersed, and get

no bloAVS. Now there Avould be no difficulty in

I
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springing the padiUos, and making them analogous

to a lin. I'addle wheels act ou a vessel hi a

mode analogous tt) the wheels of a road carriage

in comnnuiK'atiiig tlie blows they receive to the

vessel or hodj'. The blows on the uneven road

are intornipted by the springs ;
and if springs

were applied to the jiaddle-wheels, they woidd

interrupt the blows of the water. I was once

arguing this matter with an engineer, and of great

name too, and he maintained that the water was

a spring. I closed tlie conversation with an

orinumiituin ad homiiwm. "
Try a practical con-

clusion, by trying its elasticity in a jump from

Westminster Bridge." He simply confounded

mobility with elasticity, and considered a bag
of small shot equivalent to a woolsack.

A simi^le mode of springing a paddle-wheel

woidd be to permit it to revolve on its shafts, say

three-fourths of its diameter, and limit the move-

ment by elastic drag-links. The action would

then be that of striking the water with an excess

of force, the wheel would recoil round the shaft

as the hand recoils on catching a cricket-ball, but

with the advantage that the force of the recoil

woidd exist on the paddle-wheel springs, and that

force would be given out again with the reaction.

So with the screw. If the power were applied

through the agency of springs the vibration would

be diminished.

The paddle is analogous to the side fin of a fish

—but the screw is analogous to the tail. If we

compare the proportion of a screw^ to a vessel

with the proportion of the tail to a whale's body,
we shall tind the screw to be very small, and this

is the true reason why we are obliged to use an

enormoiis speed, shaking the vessel to pieces.
A screw working on a metal nut, whether

worked fast or slov/, makes the same progress
with every revolution, that is, it has no slip. But
when the screw has water for a nut, the slip is

very great, and unless the speed of the screw is so

great as to outstrip the mobility of the water,
little propidsion of the vessel will take place, and

shps will exist in proportion to the yield of the

water, or the slowness of the vibration of the

screw. If the size of the screw be increased, the

speed may be reduced and the vibration may be
reduced also. But the size of the shaft must
be increased with the increase of the diameter of

the screw, and the probability is that insufficient

size, and excessive sjieed to make up for it is the

great source of screw defects, originating in want
of sufficient strength in the vessel to carry the

i-equired weight. Moreover, in sailing vessels it

is needful to haul the screw out of the water
when the fires are put out, and that renders heavy
screws objectionable.

In war-vessels paddles are a serious objection on
account of their exposure to shot. A steamer
"
winged" in action would be in an awkward pre-

dicament. But neither is the screw safe. Skilfid

gunners woidd aim just at the stern post, and
render the screw unserviceable, putting the vessel
in a worse condition than a "

winged
"

steamer,
. Avhich might sludlle off with the undamaged wing.
How, then, is this difficulty to be met ?

Simply by putting the propelling medium wholly
under water. What do oars and paddles, and

screws, all resolve themselves into. Simply a

pumping action, neither more nor less. The oar

is a lever working as a pump-handle, the blade of

the oar is analogous to the pump-bucket. But it is

not required to move the water, but only to use

it as a fulcrum. If a common pump were laid

horizontally on the surface of a pond, so as to

float, with the handle upwards, and the handle

worked in that position, there would be the same

force, drawing the pump to the water as the water

to the pump, the whole force being equal to the

weight of the water in the bucket. In the vertical

pump, the lifting of the bucket tends to create a

vacuum, which the pressure of the atmosphere pre-

vents
;
but in the horizontal pump the water

follows the bucket with less resistance, and there-

fore a more rapid movement is required to move
the pump to it, just as a rapid movement is re-

quired with the screw-propeller, which is a hori-

zontal juimp, and would lift water if enclosed in a

case. If moved slowly the screw-pro[ieller wovdd

scarcely move the vessel, but chiefly the water.

Many years have passed since Benjamin Franklin

verified this fact seated on a sliii)'s pump floating

in a pond at Boston, and, since then, vessels have

from time to time been built for the especial

purpose of pumping water through them as a

means of propulsion.
Some very remarkable residts were, by Mr.

D. K. Clark, obtained from a vessel built for a

deep sea fishing company in Scotland, the object

of which was to use steam for rapid transit from

the fishing-banks, without disturbing the fish, by
the noise of paddles, or risking the destruction of

nets by the screw. The arrangement was a

circular pump, with a continuous revolution,

drawing water through the stem of the vessel and

pressing it aft over the quarter on each side,

through revolving nozzles, which could be applied
to steer the vessel, and with one nozzle turned for-

ward, and the other aft, she wouldturn as onapivot.
It was practically making the water into a rope.

Whether revolving-pumps, i. e., propelling-

screws, in cases, or a number of recijjrocatiug

pumps a)-e best, is a matter for experiment ; but,

whether the one or the other, it is clearly desira-

ble in large vessels to use two or more, instead of

one, in order to render the machinery more

manageable, and not to be without reserve in case

of breakage.
The side-fins of fishes are apparently used chiefly

for balancing, the great proj)elling power is on the

tail. The tail is a reciprocating scidler or stern-

oar, used with impidses as a skater moves over

ice, but the whole fish is such a series of elasticity
that little vibration or blow" takes place, though the

amount of power may be judged of by the force

with w^hich the tail of a whale strikes the water
under the intluence of rase or fear.

We can imagine a vessel covered all over with

scales, like a Greek testudo, moving on hinges
towards the stem and folding aft, forming a

smooth surface when at rest, with hollows behind
filled with water, each scale having a tight-fitting

piston passing to the interior of the vessel through a

stutfiug-box. If all these scales w-ere made to

move simultaneously, so as to force out the water
behind them, the result would be a s])asmodic,
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scales would

miglit be

darting movement, like tliat of a swift tish. Tn
this mode both movements of the reciprocating

give pro2)uIsion, and an imitation lish

attained. But a tish does not carry-

cargo other than his day's provisions, and so the
mechanical fish would be merely a curiosity with
the exception that it would teach something as

to the action of water- bellows in propelling.
In naval wars with France, the instinctive

practice of the Gauls has been to fire at our

rigging, thus to deprive us of the advantages of

our superior seamanship, while the English ])ractice
has been downright at the French hidls. We may
be sure that in any future actions their broadsides
will be aimed at rudder and fantail screw, and
therefore it becomes important to have some other
mode of propulsion, entire or supplementary, not

capable of destruction, and the only eligible
methods appear to be, to pump water through the

hull, hauling as it were on an endless water-rox^e,
or applying water-billows externally.
When we recollect how many years it has taken

to get the screw into use in the Royal Navy,
and how hopeless it is to get such a change
wrought by private individuals possessingthe enter-

prise and capital requisite, and how vitally im-

portant it is to the nation to possess an unda-

mageable means of projudsion in their warships,
even though those means be more costly or less

effective than the screw—it behoves the govern-
ment not to neglect the series of experiments
which may set the question at rest. But there
does not seem any reason why steam-power should
be less economicallj^ convertible to the purpose of

propidsion by an internal screw-pump out of the

way of risk, than by an external screw-pump,
exposed to risk, not only from the enemy's shot,
but from its weak attachment to the vessel and
its exposure to fouling any floating substance.

W. Bridges Adams.

THE LITTLE EEDCAPS OF KERLEAU.
A BRETON TALE.

In a corner of the courtyard of the old castle of

Kerleau may be seen the crumbling stone statue
of a peasant, which has stood there for many ages.

In the days when good Christians reached
Heaven by faith and good works, Satan was
forced to exercise his wits to draw them into his

snares
;
he was therefore much more frequently

to be seen among men at that time than he is

now, (for in these days he has no need to come to

us, as we of our own accord go to him). But
whatever forethought he might exercise, and
whatever pains the evil spirit might take, his most

carefully prepared plots would sometimes fail,

even when brought to bear upon the simple ones.

There was, then, at that time, in the commune of

Elven, a poor peasant named Laurent ; he was a

widowei', and had no other possession in the
world than a beautiful daughter, the pearl of the

country, who went by the name of the fair

Jeannette ; but though the love of money was
then less prevalent than it is now, no one envied
the good man his treasure, and none of the lads of

the parish, though they were always delighted at an

oj)portunityof dancing with Jeannette, and paid her
fine compliments, ever thought of marrying her.

"Ah ! if I had but a good farm," said poor Lau-
rent to himself,

"
I'd make Jeannette worth Ijcing

looked after by the best lads in the commune
;

but with the poor wages of a day-laboiux-r, how
can I put anything aside ? If the Count of

Largoet would only give me some assistance, I

woidd clear some of his land for him, and we
should both be gainers by the bargain."

Hunger, they say, brings the wolf out of the

forest, and father Laurent, having laiil all his

plans, paid a visit to the castle of Largoet, and

proposed to the Count to take a i)art of his land,
and get it into order, if he would make him a

good advance.

"Very good," said the Count; "I will give

you a hundred crowns, a good herd of cattle, and
all the tools you want, but by this time three

years you must have cleared, and planted, and

hedged in, all the land that is allotted to you."
Thoroughly delighted with his bargain, Laurent

confidently set to work. He built a cottage for

himseK and his daughter, and stalls for the cattle ;

for in those days, with a hundred crowns, a great

many stones could be put one upon another.

When once they were lodged, the good man
engaged labourers, who cut ditches, i^oughed the

land, and sowed a great held, while they lived

the whole year upon what was borrowed. But at

the expiration of twelve months, Laurent found
himself far poorer than at the beginning, for he
was in debt, and he had hardly any corn, as the

harvesthad been bad, and his labourers, whohadbeen

badly fed, and not paid at all, had all left him.

One day, when the unfortunate Laurent was

digging a trench alone, and the sweat was running
in streams from his brow, and his limb.-s were

aching with fatigue, he lamented his hard lot, and,

clutching his hair, cried out :

"
Yes, I woidd, I'd give myself to the Devil for

a mere nothing."
" Here I am, at your service," said Satan, who

was immediately at hand.
"
No, no, by no means, thank you," said Lau-

rent,
" I prefer working alone."

"
Well, but I'll Avork for you, and without

wages."
"
Oh, no ! you never give anything for nothing,"

said the peasant.

"Come," said Satan,

but let's make a bargain. I pity you, for I am a

good-hearted fellow, and I'll work for you for a

year and a day for nothing, on the conilition that

you'll alwaj's supply me with work ;
but the very

first time it fails, I—"

"You'll carry me off," said the peasant.

"Well, then, I decline."
" By no means, you old idiot !

"
said Satan ;

"it isn't you I'd have, but your daughter."
' ' You'd have my daughter ! Go along with

you !

"
said the exasperated Laurent.

"Well, but if you always remain poor, you'll

have no means of getting your daughter married."
"
Well, then, let her be an old maid all her life ;

I don't care."

"Yes, it's possible you don't care; but how
about her ?

"

Poor Laurent set himself to think. "There's

a great sight o' work to be done here, and I shall

don't go on arguing.
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easily emiiloy liim for a year and a day ;
lie'll be

awfully cunning if he contrives to do all I shall

give him."
"
Well," he said, at length,

" I—"
" You refuse ?" said .Satan.
"
Ko, on the contrary, 1 accept."

"Well, then, master, vi'hat shall I do?"
•' Finish this ditch, -while 1 go and rest."

As long as there were lields to be 2)loughed and

sown, grass to be cut, corn to be threshed, and

waggons to be built, all went on well, and they
were (juite at their ease

;
but after eight days of

hard labour, there was not much left to be done,
and the fear of iinding nothing for his workman
to do began to torment the good man, who looked
at his daughter with fear and trembling. Day

and night he racked his brain to find some means
of occupying the acti\-ity of Satan ; he lost his

appetite, and he daily grew thinner and sadder.

But one morning, when he got up, he had quite
lost his gloomy and morose manner, and seemed
almost beside himself with joy ; and when his

workman came to ask for work, Laurent in a care-

less manner took him by the shoulder, and said :

"
I am very well pleased with you, for you

work capitally ;
but I don"t like you to be always

toiling so hai'd, so to-day I'm going to give you
something to do that won't tire you. Just go and
fetch a fork out of the stable, and I'll meet you in
the yard.''

So while he was gone to the stable to fetch the

fork, Laurent went up into the loft, and emptied

down into the yard a great sack of wheat, and
then coming to the door when Satan returned, he
said:

" Just throw me up this wheat with your fork,and I'll measure it into the sack."
So the devil set to work, plunging his fork

agam and agani into the heap of wheat, without
pickmg up a single grain.

"Confound it!" he cried out, with an oath,what dog s work have you given me here ?" and
he leaned upon his fork in despair."

WeU, my line fellow," said Laurent,
"

if youwon t do my work, you can go and get some else-
where, for I m not going to feed you for nothin- >

Do you understand ?
" °

"
Yes, yes, I understand," growled Satan,

furious at being thus outwitted. "I will leave

you, but I'll have my revenge some day." And
he disappeared.

A short time after this, a foreigner having
bought this land, which the devil had put into
such good condition, built upon it the castle of

Kerleau, the ruins of which are still standing, and
Laurent, now become a rich man, having no longer
any difficidty in marrying his daughter Jeannette,
was making preparations for her nuptials with a
rich young farmer. He was anxious to have a
magnificent wedding, and determined that every-
thing should be in the best style : so he boui^ht
the finest cloth that could be found, and selected
the most renowned tailor in the country to make
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the clothes. This tailor's name was Nicholas, and
he did his work in a manner that no one could
nnderstand. He Avas seen to cut out the cloth,
but no one ever saw him sewing : however, the

clothes which were entrusted to him were always
well made, were strongly sewed, and were always
finished by the day on which he had promised
them. As soon as he had taken the measure, he
cut out the cloth, put the i)ieces into a box, and
then went out to smoke and drink at a tavern.

Some said that Nicholas was a wizard, but a great

niauy said that he had sold himself to the Devil,
and they were not far from the mark

;
for when

Satan knew that Nicholas had been sent for to

Kerleau to make the wedding clothes, he came to

him, and said :

" I have got to have my revenge upon that

fellow Laurent, aiul I reckon upon your doing me
a good turn : now you must give me his daugliter,
or it will lie the worse for you ! Do you under-
stand me, you tippler ?

"

"All right," said the tailor. "But how and
when shall I deliver Jeannette to you ?

"

"Oh, I leave you the choice of the means;
but as you are going to Kerleau to-morrow, to-

morrow 1 must have Jeannette. Now I warn you
not to fail.

"

So the next day Nicholas was at Kerleau, and

began to cut out the cloth early in the morning,
when suddenly he said to Jeannette, who was

watching him
;

" Good gracious ! what a bother ! I'm pulled

up short for want of my tools. I've left my box
behind me, and I can't get on for want of it."

"Oh, never mind," said the girl,
"

I'll go and
fetch it for you."

" You'i-e no end of a good girl, Jeannette," said

thetailor;
" here's my key, you'll tind the box on the

board just beneath the window. But mind you
don't open it, or you'll meet with a misfortune."

"No, no, ease your mind on that score, said

Jeannette,
" I won't open it." And she ran off.

When she had got the box, she put it xmder her

arm, and carried it carefully without venturing
even to look at it. Presently she thought she

heard something inside it—yes, there it was again ;

a regular whispering—a tittering, and what a queer
clatter— what an odd noise it is

"
I wonder

whether T could see through the keyhole ;

"
so

she took the key out :
' ' Bother ! I can't see any-

thing
—the box must be doulile. If I were to open

it—only a little bit ? No, that won't do, Nicholas

told me that there would lie some accident if I

did. However, it was only to frighten me that he
said so ! He's a cunning fellow, and does not want
his secret to get wind. It's all nonsense ; what
could happen if I did just look into it ? If there is

an animal inside, it can't eat me, for it's not as

big as I am."

Reasoning thus, Jeannette, who was then in the

middle of a wide common, gently opened the lid

of the box about an inch, but no sooner had she

done this, than a whole host of little dwarfs—not so

large as your thimlde, each with a little red cap

upon his head—leapt to the ground, and dancing
around her, shrieked at the top of their voices :

" Some work, mistress ; some work !

"

Jeannette stood quite stupefied, with her mouth .

open, and looking at the little men as they gam-
bolled about her. But at this demand fur work.
she thought she was lost unless she could satisfy
them

; so she cried out :

"Come, little red caps, pidl up all the brush
wood on the common."

So they immediately began to pull up the tufts
of broom, and in an instant the whole common was
cleared.

" Some work, mistress, some work !

"
they cried

again.
" Make a great pile of the tufts you have pulleil

up," said Jeannette. And they made a heap as

high as an oak.

"Some work, mistress, some work !

"
said they

again.
"
Now, my little men," said Jeannette, climb

up to the top of this pile and jumj) down into the
box. Whereupon they clambered up to tlie top
and leapt lightly down. As soon as the last was
in the box, Jeannette double-locked it, and ran
with it as hard as she could to the tailor.

So Nicholas took all the jjieccs of cloth which he
had cut, and stuck needles and thread into them,
and then opened his box to give them to his

dwarfs to sew ; but at the sight of tlie little men
who stretched out their hands thoroughly stained

green. He cried out :

' ' What have you been doing, .Jeannette, with

my little men, that they have made their hands so

dirty ?
"

"Oh!" she rci>lied,
" I am sorry to say that,

in running back as fast as I could, I let the box slip,

and all the poor little men fell upon the grass, and
when I picked them up Iforgottowipetheirhands."
"Ah! Jeannette," said the tailor, "you are

very fortunate to have fared no worse."

"Well, never mind," she answered, "and as

3'oiir little men are hard at work, come and taste

our cyder."
So Nicholas dranlc hard all day to drown his

vexation, and at night he could scarcely get up to

his room. However, when he was there, he opened
his bo.x, and the dwarfs all jumped out and
cried :

" Some work, master ;
some work !

"

"Carr3^ me down into the yard," said Nicholas,

"I want some fresh air, and my legs won't carry
me." So they took him down and placed him on

the ground, saying, again :

" Some work, master ;
some work !

"

"Always that same accursed song!" said

Nicholas. "Well, pick up all the chijis that the

stone-masons have been making."
So the little redcaps filled every comer of the

yard, and soon made a heap of all the chips ;

then they ran back to Nicholas again, singing :

" Some work, master ;
some work !

"

But Nicholas was snoring, and when they had

half awoke him, all that he could say was : "Go
to the devil."

At these words the little demons can-ied off the

unhappy tailor, placed him on the heap of grit and

chi])s which they had collected, rolled him again

and again in it, and rubbed it into him till it

reached his very marrow, and he became stone.

And then they jilaced him under that turret,

where he stands to this day.
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THE KNIGHT'S GRAVE.

Under painted cross and chalice

In the flood of light,

Lies in marble, with Dame Alice,
Andrew Welldon, Knight ;

Side by side, the legend sayeth,
These two lived and died.

And carved stone o'er mingled bene
Showeth them side by side.

II.

Nothing here, above or under,
Of fanatic gloom ;

No fool's fear of death's deep wonder

Spoils their simple tomb :

Seems it that the sculptor gi-aved it

Only for to show
What the Knight and what his Dame were
Now they are not so.

III.

Meny cheeps of madcap swallows
Reach them, darting by.

Changeful shadows fiom the sallovrs

On their whitb brows lie
;

Changeful shadows from the sallows,

Constant from the limes
;

For light friends go, if winds do

blow,
As in their ancient times.

IV.

Certes, lovely -was the Lady !

Eyes, I guess, whose blue,

Calm, and cold, but gleaming

steady.
Tender was and true :

Of a nol)le presence surely,

Dutiful and staid,

Worthinesse was "glad before her,

\Yortblessnesse afraid.

Bead beneath, in golden letters,

Proudly written down.
Names of all her "sonnes and

daughteres,"
Each a matron crown :

Deftly cut in ruJf and wimple
Kneeling figures show

Small heads over smaller rising,

In a solemn row.

vi.

These her triumphs. Sterner token

Chronicles her Lord :

Hangs above him, grim and broten.

Gilded helm and sword.

Sometimes, when with quire and

organ
A!l the still air swings,

Red with the rust and grey with tha

dust,

Low rattles that blade, and ruigs,

VII.

Time was, Knight, that tiny treble

Should have stirred thy soul

More than drums and trumpets rebel

Braying health to Noll.

No more fight now !
—

nay, nor flight now !

The rest that thou hast given
In chancel shade to that good blade

God gives thy soul in heaven.

VIII.

Somewhere on this summer morning.
In this English isle.

Blooms a cheek whose rich adorning

Herits, Dame, thy smile :

Some one in the realm whose fathers

Suffered much, and long,
Owes that sword and its good lord

Thanks for a righted wrong.

IX.

Therefore, for that maiden say I :

"Dame, God thee assoil ;"
Therefore for that freeman pray I :

"Knight, God quit thy toil
;

"

And for all Christian men and me
Grace from the gracious Lord

To write our name with no more shame,
And sheathe as clean a sword.

Edwin Arnold.
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LAST WEEK.

THE FOUND OF TEA.

Most English readers must have been painfully
affected on reading the account, just forwarded

home liy the "Times" correspondent, of wliat

took place at the little Chinese town of Peh-Tang,
when the combined forces of England and France

were com}ielled, by the necessities of warfare and
of self-preservation, to take possession of it. There

really seems to have been no alternative, for the

mouth of the Peiho was staked, and the coast at

other points was inaccessible. Our only consola-

tion must be that the English leaders seem to have

done all that was in their power to check the out-

rages upon the inhabitants whose exjralsion from

their homes may have been a necessity, but who
were not therefore to be plundered and tortured,

in addition, and without reason. The wretched

creatures had not either, at the end of last July,
when the disend)arkation occurred, or during the

operations on the Peiho, in 1859, in any way
incurred the vengeance of the European forces.

Their misfortune was that they lay in the way of

the expedition. They had houses. The English
and French troops required houses, and so they
drove these poor Peh-Tangites from their homes.

Had the matter stopped here there woidd have

been the less to say about it, for if war is to be it

can scarcely be carried on without the infliction

of much misery even upon non-combatants. It

would, however, have been more creditable to the

apostles of our boasted European civilisation, now
actuall}' under arms in northern China, if the

French leaders had sternly forbidden plunder and

pillage, and if the allied commanders had directed

their provost-marshals to give the camp-followers
and coolies a few practical hints that they were
not to deal with Peh-Tang, as with a town taken

by storm. It is not pleasant to read of homes
which were visited three or four times by French

soldiers, and still more frequently liy coolies, for

the sake of plunder ; of torture inflicted upon
the owners that they might discover where their

money was to be found
;
of women poisoned by

their relations and friends, lest they might fall

into the hands of the barbarians. We are told that

Sir Hope Grant, who was a reluctant witness of

such scenes as these, has come to the resolution

that he will not permit the troops again to occupy

any Chinese town, which may lie upon his path,
without giving such ample notice to the inhabi-

tants as may enable them to remove their families

and portable goods to a place of safety. Happily
the distance from Peh-Tang to Pekin is very short,

and unless all anticipations are baftled, there is no

proljability that scenes similar to those which
occurred on the hrst landing of the allied forces

will be renewed. It was stated in the Paris

papers, at the end of last week, that Mr. Bruce

had received a despatch, announcing that the

Emperor of China would be ready to conclude

peace on the capture of the Peiho forts, and so

spare the allied forces the necessity of a pronicnadu
militaire to Pekin. This, however, would seem to

be a matter of diibious jiolicy on one side, for we
have already had experience of how the Pekin

mandarins are accustomed to handle a difficulty as

soon as the immediate pressure is withdrawn. \\'e

can scarcely atlbrd to be sending, year after year,
to the other side of the globe, armed commen-
tators upon the value of treaties and the expe-
diency of good faith.

The Chinese question is one which must receive

a satisfactory solution, even at the expense of a

certain amount of present misery. It is not to be
endured either on one side or the other that a semi-

barbai-ous clicpie of politicians at Pekin should kei-]!

asunder any longer the European ami the Chinese
continent. The continent of Euroi)e contains about

-300,000,000 inhabitants. The po].ulation of China
is estimated at 400,000,000. With the products
of our own Iiluropean countries—with what the

various nations can accomplish in manufacture and
the arts of civilised life—we are reasoaably familiar.

We know, too, enough of Asiatics in general, and
of the Chinese in particular, to feel secure that

much of what we know, and much of what we
possess, woidd be to them of inestimable benefit.

True, for many centuries they have lived without

assistance from the Western world, and there

must have been considerable value in the laws

and customs by which such an enormous mass of

human beinjrs could have been held tosrether for

so long a period. The "system," however, is

confessedly breaking up. More than our Man-
chester piece-goods

—more than our latest dis-

coveries in the mechanical sciences—the Chinese

require at the present moment to come into con-

tact—not into coUision—with a stronger form of

civilisation than their own. On the other hand,

China teems with products which have become to

us absolutely necessary. Chinese tea, and Chinese

silk, we must have, and there is every reason to

suppose that if the country be thoroughly opened,
other articles will be added to those great staples.

As yet, we have but traded with four out of the

eighteen provinces of which China is composed,
and even with these four only since the year 1842.

For thi'ee centuries before that date our commerce
was restricted to a single port, in a remote pro-

vince of the empire, and carried on iinder con-

ditions which were calcidated in every way to check

its extension. The result of our dealing with four

provinces instead of with a single pro^-ince has

been that our trade under the head of tea alone

has tripled in amount.

Now, this Chinese matter should be considered

thus :—Are 400,000,000 and ;500,000,000 of

human beings, who wish to come together, to be

kept asunder because the old mandarins at Pekin

choose to adhere to their traditional maxim of

government with the tenacity of so many Sib-

thorps or Newdegates ? and because it suits the

interests of the native firms which direct or con-

trol the internal transport of the countiy, that the

stranger should be excluded ? Nor must it be

forgotten that, according to certain articles in the

treaty of Tien-tsin, we are now contending for

rights which have been formally acknowledged.
We have by the treaty full right

" to travel for

pleasure, or for purposes of trade, to all parts of

the interior of China." Again: "No opposition

shall be offered to the traveller or merchant in the

hiring of persons or vessels for the carriage of

tlieir baggage or merchandise.!' British merchants



are to trade ujion tlic Yangtze at their pleasure,

ami ;vs soon as there is an end of the rebellion of

the Tae-rin_ys. This, to he sure, is a somewhat

remote contingency, Imt no doubt Lord Elgin in

the further negotiatiims with the Imperial Court,

now imminent, will take care that the condition

is removed, and that the trade of the Yang-tze is

opened to our merchants at once. Of course, by
tliis time everything is conceded, as the allied

cxiicdition, Avhich got ashore at I'eh-Tang on the

1st of August last, must long since have received

satisfaction, or be billeted within the Avails of

Pekin.

John Chinaman, as we have had experience of

bim from the days of Sir Henry Pottinger down-

wards, is not a man of half-measures. He either

concedes everything, or nothing. But when every

method of jjhysical defence which Chinese inge-

nuity can suggest has been exhausted
;
when

every Avily trick with which the traditions of his

craft are stuffed has been tried by the Chinese

negotiator, and tried in vain
;
and everything has

been yielded in appearance, it must not be sup-

posed that the Chinaman has given up his game.
He accepts his defeat as a fresh starting-point.

Eelax the grasp iipon his throat but by a hair's

breadth, and you will find that no signatures are

so evanescent as those which have been signed
with the vermilion pencil. The most valuable

concession ever made by China to Europe was the

possession of the island of Chusan, not that in

many respects the position of the island was the

one which we would have chosen upon commer-
cial grounds ;

but because it was a material gua-
rantee, a palpable and undeniable proof of victory

upon our side, and defeat on the other. As long
as the British held Chusan it v\ras clear that the

Chinese Emperor was occupying a somewhat

humiliating position in the presence of the out-

side barbarians ; it was clear to all his subjects,
and the Tae-Ping rebellion was the i-esult.

On the whole this opening up of China is per-

haps the greatest event of our time. What was
the discovery of two comparatively uninhabited
continents—the two Americas^—by the side of the

discovery of a continent inhabited by a third, pro-

bably by more than a third, of the human beings now
existing upon the siu'face of the planet? It seems

impossible to suppose that the representatives of a

society which has existed for as long a period,

probably for a longer period than our own, can
be nothing better than the grotesque figures which
we see on the wdlow-pattern plates, or the sweep-
ings of Canton and Hong-Kong. Within this

Flowery Land, as it is called, there are more
l)eople than we are in Europe, who have not
drawn their religdon from Galilee, their philosophy
from Athens, their laws from Pv,ome. Yet have
they increased and multiplied in abundant mea-
sure, and all that we have heard of the interior of
their country is to the effect that they have
enjoyed a great share of material prosperity.

If we were to inquire very nicely into what the
condition of China was a few centuries ago, a
Chinese inquirer might with perfect propriety
turn round upon us, and ask how it fared with
Europe at the close of the thirty years' war or of
the seven years' war, or of Napoleon's great'wars ?

True, their philosophy, their taoU of which Mr.

Wingrove Cooke has told us so much, is unintelli-

gible and ridiculous enough to us—but what vrould

an intelligent Chinaman think of Bishop Berkeley's

theory, .that a fat mandarin existed only in the

imagination of the spectator? What would he say

to Kant, and Hegel, and a hundred other blowers

of metaphysical soap-bubbles ? Nay, what do we

say to them ourselves ? It is clear enough that

there are certain points upon which the Chinese

are deficient enough. They are not nearly so well

instructed as we are in the various methods of

slaughtering their fellow-creatures. They have,

indeed, a very pretty taste in executions, and

would be perfectly willing to avail themselves

of the facilities offered by our minie rifles, and

Armstrong guns, if they were so fortunate as to

possess them. In medical science, they are far

behind the Europeans of their own day, probably

pretty much where Harvey found us. So in the

physical and mathematical sciences, and in all

matters of engineering, their ignorance would

appear very gross to a well-educated English

schoolboy. On the other hand, they ate excel-

lent agriculturists. They can weave their own
silk into fabrics of great beauty and durability.

They understand how to cut and embank canals.

They are most shrewd and intelligent merchants,
even iipon the admissions of Liveriiool and New
York men, who have tried conclusions with them,
and the men of Liverpool and New York are not

very easily beaten in commercial matters. They
have solved the problem of living together for

centuries with a decent regard for family ties, and

probably to the full in as peaceable a manner
as the ancestors of the Europeans who write books

about them. They are physically bi-ave, and let

sentimental and poetical gentlemen say what they

will, physical courage lies at the bottom of all the

manly virtues. Our own ancestors yielded readily

enough, but yet not without a struggle, to the

discipline and military virtue of the Romans.

Only conceive what must be the effect upon the

mind of a half- civilised man—that is, upon the

mind of a man who is only accustomed to kill his

fellow-creatures with bows and arrows, or a

smooth bore—of the Enfield rifle, or the Armstrong
gun?

Of China, as it really is, we really know

verjr little. Mr. Fortune, Mr. Wingrove Cooke,
and Captain Sherard Osborn, are our three great
modern English authorities in the matter. Before

their time there was a mist or a halo—which shall

we call it ?—around China and Chinese things.
Sir John Davis was perhaps the most practical
writer about the Chinese before their day ;

but
even he dealt with them rather as an hierophaut,
than as that gentleman will do to whom Mr.

Murray is about to entrust the task of writing a

Chinese Handbook. Their customs, we were told,

were not our customs
;
nor their ways, our ways.

As soon might we expect to establish relations with
the inhabitants of the planet Jupiter

—if any such
there be—as with the denizens of the flowery
land. They would just permit us to stand at the

back-door of the empire, and fling us occasionally,
: and contemptuously, a Pound of Tea, in return

I
for which we were to pay largely, and swallow as
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much dirt as the Canton mandarins might please
to appoint. Beyond this we know Httle or nothing—not a tithe as much as any one miglit know of

the two chTssical nations of antiquity from the

now obsolete pages of Potter and Adams. There

was a list of Chinese emperors, with a chronology
more absurd than ever flashed across a Welsh-

man's brain when getting up his family jicdigrcc.

There was a little information, possibly accurate,

about the reigning Tartar dj'nasty
—a cut and dry

account of Confucius and Confucianism—a chapter

tipon Bouddhism, as unintelligible as might bo,

and somewhat about " manners and customs "

gleaned by some person or persons unknown, from

where you will ; for certainly Euro]iean residents in

China, upon their own showing, had few facilities

of observation beyond the river suburb of a

provincial town at the southern extremity of

the empire. To be sure, we had the accoimts of

old ambassadorial progi-esses to Pekin, when the

representatives of British majesty were carried

about like monkeys in cages, or old ladies in sedan-

chairs at Bath, in the olden time. Beyond these

there was the amusing Gil Bias-like account of the

two French missionaries, MM. Hue and Gabet,
which gave us the story of their journey from

Pekin to Lla-Sah in Thil^et, which possessed every

literary quality except that of inspiring confidence

in the "general reader." If the "Friend of

China," one or two French works, and the

contributions of Mr. Meadows to our knowledge of

the subject be added to the list, we have cited

well nigh all the soiu'ces from which trustworthy
information upon China can be drawn. This,

however, is different in kind to what the three

writers first named, and especially Mr. W. Cooke
and Caj^tain Osborn, have accomplished ;

we feel in

reading their accoimts of China and the Chinese,
that we have at last got hold of men who are deter-

mined to consider John Chinaman as a responsible
and intelligible being

—inferior in many respects to

the European, but still a human ci-eature,
—not

the mere nodding and grotesque mandarin of our

porcelain cabinets.

We are told that the Chinese diplomatists are

sadly given to deception and treachery. The
definition of an ambassador, as a man sent abroad

by his government to lie for the good of his country,
was not conceived for the diplomatists of China.

We are told again, that the Chinese, as a nation,

have no regard for truth. How much •will you
find amongst the southern Europeans ? The China-

man, when he goes into mourning, arrays himself

in white—the European in sable : it is a matter

of custom. What we should call the sentimental

element is wanting in the Chinese character.

At the same time it is difficult to believe that

amongst 400,000,000 of human beings, the play
of human feeling is not much the same as it

is amongst ourselves. All writers upon Chinese

matters agree in saying that the relations between
children and their parents are drawn unusually
close in China. There is siich an uniformity
of testimony upon this point that eri'or is

scarcely possible. If then the reverence of

children for their parents is one of the great

pivots of Chinese society, it would seem to follow

that in the long run the parents must deserve the

reverence they obtain. Upon what sounder basis

than that of ' ' the family
"

could any society of

human l>eings repose ? If a son regards his mother
with affection and respect, and the father his

daughtei-, it seems scarcely probable that the rela-

tions between brother and sister, husband and

wife, can be much amiss. In the wretched story
which was sent to us from Peh-Tang the other day,
we are told that the women of a family voluntaiily

poisoned themselves, rather than fall into the

hands of the barbarians. What m.ore conld an

luiglishwonian have done during the Indian

mutiny? On the whole, it is difficult to believe

that such an enormous population conld have been

held togeth'jr
—or rather that a population .should

have grown up to so enormous a number—in

steady violation of all the instincts we find

implanted in our own breasts.

Vague reports have reached iis of the sjilendour
and magniticence in which the rich men of the

great cities of the interior are accustomed to live.

•If their notions of the fine arts are not as delicate

or refined as those of the Florentine Jiledici, at

least they rival them in their pomp and state.

Nor, from what we hear, are the lower classes in

so abject a condition as the enervated ryot of our

own Indian possessions. John Chinaman is ready
and eager to work steadily for his living, and to

do stern battle with the world in which he

finds himself cast. An Asiatic out of China, if he

is worth anything at all, is a fighting man. The
Chinaman is no coward, but to all appearance he

had rather till the ground, or grow tea, or look

after his silkworms, than engage in the great

throat-cutting business. Englishmen are not

likely to blame them for this, the more so when
we have it upon the testimony of our own officers

who saw them in action, more especially up in

the North, that the Chinese would fight readily

enough if thej^ knew how. Men with spears and

bows and arrows can scarcely be expected to stand

up against our field-batteries, and rockets, and

serried lines of bayonets, and screw steamers, and

gun-boats. If a hundred thousand Chinamen of

the proper age, and of sound boflily condition,

were handed over to the officers of our ci-thn-ant

Bengal army—ti-ained by them in military exer-

cises, and armed with the latest invented muskets.

&c., &c.—one may be pardoned for believing tliat

they would soon give excellent account of any
Asiatic force which could be brought against them—and perhaps hold their own weU enough in

presence even of European troops. If the China-

man is not fired and inspirited to action bj' lofty

sentimeiits, at least he possesses a fund of obstinacy

in his character and a contempt for death.

Asa rule they are a temperate people. ^Ir. W.
Cooke tells us,

" It is very wrong of John Ciiina-

man to smoke opium to the extent of sixpence per

head per annum. But what is he to do ? He
detests lieer and wine. You may leave an open

brandy-bottle in his custody for weeks, and it

will not evaporate. His strong samshoo is, so far

as I can discover, almost a myth, except as an

article to sell to foreign sailors." Of course there

must be something wrong or imperfect in the

Chinese mind, oi", having done so much well, they

would have done better. One would rather ex-
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pect to find a Newton than a Shakspere amongst

sncli a i)eoi)lc.
The only development of the

Chinese niiiul with which we are as yet acquainted

is in the direction of agriculture and commerce.

They are keen enough in these pursuits
—as mer-

chants, especially, they are distinguished for good

faith in their operations. It must be remembered,

too, that of the Chinese wc have as yet seen little

more than tho jealousy of the government has

permitted us to see—and that is not much. All

we know is that when the governing clique at

Pckin have permitted Europeans to knock at the

doors of tho Chinese husbandmen for any com-

modity within the limits of their productive

powers the demand has been duly honoured.

Take, for example, the article of silk. In the

year 184-t not a bale was sent home. Stocks

failed in Europe, and orders were at once sent out

to China for supplies. The opening of the ports

was in 1842. Now, in 1845, there were sent

home 10,727 bales; in 1855, 50,489 bales; in

185G, double that quantity ;
in 1857, double that

quantity again, so that in that year Mr. Cooke,

who was at Shanghai, records that if the China-

men succeeded in establishing their prices, and

in disposing of their stocks, they woidd take

10,000,000?. for silk at that port alone. We
have not the latest returns for teas at hand, but

we find that for the years 1856—57 there was

exported from China to England and her colonies

87,741,000 lbs. of tea.

Siu-ely these calculations, referring only to two

articles—no doubt, staples
—

give one an enormous

idea of the industry, ingenuity, and perseverance
of this remarkable people, with whom, as it should

seem, we are about to come into far closer contact

than heretofore. As it is a great thing in approach-

ing a new subject to imderstand the length and
breadth of it, and not to lose oneself in vague and

shadowy conjectures, we woidd add that any one

who turns his attention to China would do weU to

establish before his own mind a correct notion of

what China really is. A few years back we were
in the habit of crediting Riissia with all her steppes
and frozen deserts, not considering that the

wretched nomad tribes who manage to pick up a

precarious subsistence in the wilderness do not

add to the strength or power of a nation. Since

the Crimean war we have learnt to consider Russia
from a more rational point of view. We know
that the compact provinces which lie together, and
abut upon Germany and the Baltic on their eastern

and northern sides, constitute the real force of the

empire, and that the Siberian deserts, even up to

the Frozen Sea, count for nothing. Just so with

regard to China. Eighteen provinces lying to-

gether, and covering as much ground as would be
covered by seven Frances, are the only China with
which we are concerned.

Thibet and Chinese Tartary, and their " deserts

idle," may be removed from view altogether. Mr.
Cooke, after a most careful investigation of this

matter upon the spot, sets the population of these

eighteen ijrovinccs at 300,279,897. He adds "if

England and Wales were as large as China, Eng-
land and Wales would contain within one-ninth of

the same amount of population. If Lombardy
were as large as China, Lombardy would contain

300,000,000 also. If Belgium were as large as

China, Belgium woidd contain 400,000,000 inhabi-

tants." These eighteen provinces form very nearly

a square, and are by measurement about 1500

miles either way. Take the average railway-speed
of the North-Western Manchester express, and

you might traverse Chma from north to south, or

from east to west, in about thirty-seven hours.

There is surely nothing here which should make
the imagination very giddy. One can understand

a drive over an Eastern Lombardy for a day, a

night, and a day. The population, however, does not

lie in a uniform way ; it is thickest on the eastern

sea-board, thinnest towards the south. There

ai)pears to be very ready access by the great
rivers to the more important and fertile districts

of the empire.
It was upon the 1st of August, now last past,

that an English brigadier divested himself of his

nether integuments, and leaping waist-high into

the slush opposite Peh-Tang, led on 200 men of

the 2nd Queen's in the same airy costume to strike

the final blow at the great Chinese mystery. This

time, as the phrase runs, there is to be no mistake

about it. We were befooled after Sir Henry Pot-

tinger's negotiations, and foiled after those which

were more recently conducted under Lord Elgin's

auspices ;
but now the work is to be done in such

a manner that it may stand. The wretched and
treacherous attack upon the British last year on

the Peiho river has filled up the measure of

the iniquity of the Pekin protectionists, and

ere long their place will know them no more.

The final negotiations, it is to be hoped, will

be concluded at Pekiu, and not elsewhere,

and in a manner which may convince the

more bigotted politicians of that most conservative

capital that of the Chinese mystery there is an

end. By the next mail we shall probably hear

that attempts have been made to induce the allied

negotiators to sign the treaty of peace without

making any display of armed force immediately
before the capital. Here is what Sir John Bar-

row, as quoted by Captain Osborn, tells us about

that city. The walls are from 20 to 30 feet high ;

square bastions project from them at every 70

yards ;
and upon each bastion there is a guard-

house. The city is an oblong square, the walls

being fourteen Enghsh miles in extent. "In the

south wall there are three gates
—in the other

sides, only two. The centre gate on the south side

communicates directly with the Imperial palaces,
or portion of the cajjital reserved for the Emperor
and his family. Between the other two gates, and

corresponding ones on the north side, rvm two

streets, perfectly straight, about four miles long,
and 120 feet wide. One street of a similar width
runs from one of the eastern to one of the western

gates of Pekin. The other streets of Pekin are

merely narrow lanes, branching from and connect-

ing these four great streets. At the four angles
of the city walls, four-storied pagodas were ob-

served, and similar buildings at the i)oints of inter-

section of the four great streets. None of the

streets were in any way paved ;
the narrow lanes

appeared to be watered, but the great ones were
covered with sand and dust."

Such is Pekin—the key of China !
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for their ready recejttion of my suit, except the

simple one that they liked me, and approved of

the alliance, the more T sought for some occult

and sinister one. :My father's strange behaviour,

the absolute solitude in -which he lived, the mys-

tery of my mother's disappearance and death, his

irreconcilable hatred to the Wellwoods—which I

had hitherto attributed to some ordinary source of

quarrel between neiglibours, embittered by my
father's xingenial character and temperament :

these, and other half-forgotten trifles, coloured by
the lurid light of that death-bed scene, I was eter-

nally brooding on.

Ko doubt a great change was visible in my cha-

racter and demeanour ;
but this was naturally

attributed to the sudden catastrophe that had

occurred. In compliance with continental cus-

toms, the fmieral took jilace earlier than it would
in England ;

and immediately after our marriage,
•which was quite private, I started for Elfdale with

my bride, my jiresence there being necessary.
Our original plan had heen to travel southward,
and spend the winter at Rome, where Lady Well-

wood and Sir Ralph had promised to join us. It

seemed possible enough to fulfil this engagement
still, and we spoke of it as probable ; but I confess

to privately feeling a disinchuation to carry out the

arrangement. Their presence had become a re-

straint and an annoyance to me. T wanted leisure

to brood over my suspicions, for morbid suspicion,
like morbid jealousy, "grows by what it feeds on !"

the germ, once planted, it felt on such congenial
soil, that it spread and spread till it had quite o'er-

mastered me.
Poor Clara must have found it a dull journey ;

however, it came to an end, and we arrived at Elf-

dale. She was struck with the beauty of the

grounds—a gloomy beauty it is true ; but even I,

whether, becaiise my taste was developed by time
and travel, or whether because it was now my
own, could not but acknowledge it.

" I had no idea the country was so picturesque,"
said Clara. " I almost wonder my uncle could
live entirely away from it for so many years."

"Ah," said I,
" did you ever understand why

he did so ?
"

"No," she answered, "it never struck me to

inquire. You know I had never been here since

my infancy, and though I had a recollection of

being lifted up to kiss a little boy over the wall,
and of the storm that ensued, which was perhaps,
what imjiressed the circumstance on my memory,
I had not the slightest recollection of the place,
and of course had no desire to return to it. My
uncle said it did not agree with him.

_"
There cannot be a more healthy situation," I

said.
^

"It is high and dry, and yet not bleak."
"

Still, you say, you woidd not hke to live here
yourself.

"

"Well, no; I have got accustomed to con-
tinental life, and—"

" But your father did not Hve here, either, for

many years before he died," she said suddenlv,
as if the circumstance had just struck her. "

It's
odd everybody should leave it. It must be im-
healthy, surely !

"

"]S'o, Clara," I said, "I believe it's healthy
enough; but I fancy that your uncle's and my

father's dislike to this part of the country arose

from the same source."
" Indeed !

"
she said, looking up innocently ;

" and what was that ?
"

"Ah!" I answered, "that is what I do not

know—I wish I did.
"

"Why? Is there any mystery about it ?
"

she

asked.
" There may be," I said.

" But did you never

hear j^our uncle allude to the feud that existed

betwixt the two families."

"Feud ? No; I knew that he disliked your
father

;
and after your first visit, Ladj' Wellwood

told me the dislike was mutual, and she rather

wondered at your seeking our acquaintance.
Then we found yon were not on very good terms

with yoTir father yourself, and so we never named
him. Afterwards, when you began to pay me
attention, I said to her,

' But I'm afraid, Mr.

Herbert woidd not like George to marry me ?'
"

" And what did she answer ?"
" 'Oh!' she said, 'We've nothing to do with

that. He's quite independent of his fathei-,' and,
of course, I did not think it necessary to be more

scrupulous than she was," she added, smiling on

me affectionately. T could not smile
;
but Clai-a

was too unsuspicious to put anything but the

most favourable construction on my behaviour ;

and thinking I was merely suffering from some

regrets connected with my father's death, she

made an effort to turn the conversation into

another channel.

My father had kept no estabhshment at

Elfdale. Within the house there were only the

housekeeper, and two or three women to assist

her—strangers to me. Out of doors, there were

the gardeners, the gamekeeper, and the people at

the lodge
—all equally strange, with the exception

of Phibbs, whom, notwithstanding the ill name
he bore amongst his own class, had alwaj^s re-

tained his place. He knew his business thoroughly,

and, either from honesty or policy, had contrived

to secure one voice on his side, and make it his

master's interest to keep him.

The prejudice against him was founded on the

slight foundations I have alluded to before, and I

shared them from the reasons mentioned ; but

those were rougher times than these, especially in

our part of the country. KiUing a man in fair

fight was looked on as a very venial crime, and
would have excited no unfavourable feeling ;

but
the source of the qiuarrel and the story of the pike
were not forgotten, and the man's character and

deportment were well calculated to keep alive the

recollection. As a child, I had dreaded and hated

him, and I had determined he should not remain a

day in the place after I had power to dismiss him.
I do not know whether it is the case with aU

children, but I know, for my own part, I had
retained in my heart a fund of resentment against

every one who had treated me with harshness
and injustice.

After breakfast, on the morning after our

arrival, while Clara w'as settling matters with the

housekeeper, I took my hat and strolled into the

garden. It was not long before I found him : he
was stooping over a flower-bed, digging up the
tubers

; and, although he must have heard my
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foot on tlie gravel, he preserved his cattitude and
let me capproach without raising his head. I think
he wished it to api)ear tliat he had not ohservcd

me, in order that he might see in what tone I

addressed him before he spoke ;
for the last ti«ne

I was at Elfdale—that is, before I went abroad—
T had refused to acknowledge his salutations wdicn
he touched his hat, and had shown him, as far as
I then dared, that I had not forgotten the past.

I stood now beside him for some seconds, enjoy-
ing his embarrassment

;
and then, finding T con-

tinued silent, he lifted up his head and showed
me his face—and w^hat a face it was ! I remejn-
bered it well in its prime, colour and all—I had
plentjr of reason to do so.

He had been originally a good-looking man : he
must have lieen a sort of rustic Adonis, with

ruddy complexion, blue eyes, prominent but

good teeth, and light broM'n hair that curled

stiffly and set as close to his head as a negro's
wool. He was tall, and not ill made, except that
his figure was marred by his very high shoulders.
I believe that the expression of his features must
always have been disagreeable

—of course it was so

to me, because I feared him : now, it was what tlie

country people called airfal. I said to myself,
"Yes, he mu.st have murdered the girll" His

complexion was ghastly, too—not pallid, but
much worse; the ruddy hue had changed to a livid

faded crimson
; the lower jaw had fallen con-

siderably, and the lips were so drawn across the

projecting teeth, that his mouth looked like the
mouth of a skeleton. I was really taken aback,
and stood silently staring at him, while he, after

slightly touching his hat, waited for me to speak
first. He saw that he was encountering an

enemy, and paused to see in what form the

enmity would be manifested.
" So you are here still," I said, at length, drily."
Yes, sir."

"There is no other man or woman on the

estate, I suppose, that I know ?
"

I think he had a jiresentiment of the turn the
conversation was about to take, for while he
answered "No, sir," in a sort of dogged tone, I

saw a spasm cross his face.
" How many men have you in the garden ?"
"
Four, sir, besides myself."" Is Goring amongst them ?

"
said I.

He tried to look at me as he answered that he
was not

;
but his eyes fell in spite of himself.

"Where is he?" I asked.

"Dead, sir."

"Dead, is he?" I said, looking at him in-

quiringly.
"I suppose you know he is," he returned, sul-

lenlJ^
" YouVe been here since that. It was an

accident
; he mought ha' killed we."

"
It was in fair fight, was it ?"

' '

Nobody ever said it warn't.
"

" But how came Matty, the dairy-maid, in the

pond ? That's what I never have been able to

make out."

"Nor nobody else," he said, with tolerable

firmness
;

for he was prepared for the question,
and had often been called upon to answer it.

" There is something yet to be discovered upon
that point," I said, significantly. "A young girl .

on the

thrown
eve of

herself

a good marriage wouldn't have
into the water—somebody must

have thrown her in
; but who?"

Here, as if weary of the conversation, he
stooped and began ])utting together the tuburs
that wei-e lying on the ground at his feet.

"Was anybody jealous of her?" I contumed.
"Did an3djody else want to marry her, do vou
think?" '

j

He must have heard the subject discussed Inm-
dreds of times, no doubt ; but I am sure he
remembered the scene at the dairy-door, when
flatty purchased my immunity by a concession,
and he suspected that I remembered it too.

"Well, sir," he said, as steadily as he could,

raising his head for a moment, but continuing to

pick up his tubers, "mayhap there may liave

been thcin as liked the girl, but a man can't always
get the girl he fancies ; but as for her getting into

the pond, she war o'er fond of standing on the

edge and feeding the fish ; and most like her feet

slipt from under her
;
and tliat's what the coroner

said when he gave his verdict."
" But that's not what Goring thought, though !

"

I answered sharply.
He raised himself from his stooping position,

and, looking me in the face, said.
"
Goring wer' a

fool I Human natur's human natur' all the worhl
over." And then with a peculiar look and tone

he added: "Them as lives in glass houses
shouldn't throw stones, I've heerd say."

This was a home thrust, and I felt it
;

it was
addressed to me pointedly, and my mind instantly
reverted to the mystery that per{)lexed me. This

man had been long in my father's service. If

there was a secret he might know it; but I had
declared war and had irritated him. He had hit

me in his own defence. T had intended, after

letting him see that I did not forget the past, to

terminate the inter\'iew by dismissing him con-

temjituously then and there from my service, but

now I wished to alter my }ilan, so I turned awa}*,

saying,
" I don't see the ap[>lication of j^our pro-

verb, Mr. Phibbs." But we cannot deceive our

adversary in this sort of skirmishing ;
we may try

to conceal our wound, but the enemy knows when
he has made a hit. I walked on, feeling vexed

and defeated, and presently he passed me with his

tubers in a basket.

"You'll soon be housing your things for the

winter, I suppose ?
"

I said carelessly, wishing to

conceal my discomfiture ; but I had better have

said nothing. He saw his advantage, and lifting

his eye confidently to my face, he answered,

"Yes, sir; we must look for cold weather now,
and I'm going to take in all the tender plants.

Perhaps you'd like to see the hothouses."

"Another time, Phibbs," I said ; but this short

dialogue was the acknowledgment of a treaty of

peace, after a sharp conflict, in which I had been

worsted.

He knows something, I said to myself. From
him I may learn what I dread to know, but which,

till I do, I never can rest. I must make him

speak—probably he only needs to be questioned
—

and I walked on with my eyes on the ground and

lost in thought.
When I reached the house, Benoit said that
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Mi-s. Herbert was in her room, and desired to sec

me as soon as I came in. 1 ascended the stairs

slowly and nmviUingly, for I never approached

Clara now without an indescribable repugnance.

The revolution in my feelings was altogether nn-

aocouutable to myself. I found her in her dressmg-

room, and her first words on entering were,
"
Oh,

Oeorgc, come with me !

"
and, rising from her

seat,\she led mc out of the room.

"What's the matter?" 1 said. "Where do

you want me to go ?
"

•
i i

" I've something to show you," she said, as she

eagerlyascended the stairs to the upper storey.

"What—up in the garrets?" I exclaimed.

" What took you up there ?
"

"I've been all over the house since breakfast,"

she said.
^^"

Well, and what have you found ?

She did not answer, for we were by this time at

the end of the ascent. Instead of speaking, she

led me into an attic which was used as a lumber-

I

room, and, advancing, she pointed to a large
'

picture from which she had previously unripped

the canvas with which it had been covered.

"Look," she said, "that's the portrait of my
I mother, George !

"

I stared at her, dumb with amazement. "
Yes,"

she continued, "is it not strange to find it here ?
"

"Why?" said I, rather to gain time than be-

cause I wanted an answer.
"
Well," she said,

"
you know I never saw my

parents, and I never could get my uncle to tell

mc anything about them. He always turned it

off when I wanted to ask him, and as I saw that,
for some reason, it was a disagreeable subject, I

ceased to recur to it. But after his death Lady
Wellwood was looking into a casket which he

always kept in his own possession. It was the

veiy casket that was lost on the night we reached

Paris, you know. Well, I happened to enter the

room suddenly, and saw her with a small picture

in her hand. She tried to hide it, biit as I pressed
her to tell me Avho it was, she said Sir Ralph
had told her that it was the portrait of my mother.

I asked her to give it me at once, but she said, as

we were hurriedly packing up for the journey to

Paris, she would leave it where it was for the

present. And most provokingly it was lost !

"

I think I should have fallen to the ground, but

I supported myself against the wall, and by a

strong effort, I forced myself to ask her why she

thought this was intended to represent the same

person.

"Oh," she said, with her eyes still fixed upon
the picture, so that she did not observe the agita-

tion and dismay that I was conscious my conn-
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teuance must have betrayed—"
oil, I recognised

it directly ; the other is an exact copy of this in

little, even to the music-book and the name ;

"

and as she spoke she pointed to the corner of the

picture where there was a music-book lying on the

ground, on the open leaf of which was inscribed
in legible characters, Base CaUcnd'n-. "And,"
she continued,

"
you know it was after her I was

christened Rose, though I am always called Clara,
because that was my grandmother's name, old

Lady Wellwood. But the strange thing is, that
we should find the original picture here. How-
ever, I'll have it brought down to the dining-
room, and "

But I could hear no more. T turned my back
to avoid her ej^e, and descended the stairs with

tottering steps to the library, where, after shutting
myself uj) for a short time in order to reflect on

my situation, my resolution was formed. I wrote
a few lines to Clara, saying that circumstances

beyond my control obliged me to leave her for a
time

; that I earnestly requested, and even com-
manded her, as far as she acknowledged my autho-

rity to command, that she would not seek to

penetrate the motive of my absence, begging her
at the same time to make herseK as happy as she
could during its continuance.

That very hour I (piitted Elfdale, and, proceed-
ing to London, made arrangements with a con-
fidential agent there, whom I had been introduced
to by my father when I came of age ; and, from
that day, I became a wanderer on the face of the

earth, leaving my wife in jjiossession of the estate,
and ample funds to maintain a suitable establish-

ment.
The imhappiness of my father and mother, the

interview I had witnessed in the park betwixt the
latter and Sir Ralph Wellwood, her subsequent
disappearance, the universal silence regarding her,
the abandonment of the neighbourhood which had

necessarily become odious to both famihes, Clara's

utter ignorance Avith respect to her parentage, my
father's solemn injunction, and that last look of

horror, all were explained ! The dread secret

was revealed ; the curse had fallen upon me.

CHAPTER \X.

Akd now for the story. Rose Callender was the

orphan daughter of a poor clergyman, who died
while she was at the school where, having lost her
mother very early, she was placed for education

;

and where, beiug left perfectly destitute, she re-

mained subsequently in the capacity of teacher. It

happened that the vicar of our parish had known
something of her father, and having two little girls
of his own, who needed more superintendence than
their mother was willing to bestow on them, he
offered her a liberal salary if she would undertake
the office, and give them the first rudiments of

education.

She accepted the proposal, and whilst in that
situation became acquainted with the family at

Staughton. The old baronet. Sir Lawrence, grand-
father to the young Sir Ralph, inti-oduced to the

'

reader in the last chapter, was then alive and in

possession of the estate. Sir Ralph, the father of
'

the lad, and husband of Lady Wellwood, was his
[

only boy, and when home from school or college |

used to be sent to read with the vicar, and thus
had many opportunities of seeing Rose, with
whom, as was natural, he fell desperately in love.
Whether this love ever ripened into a positive
engagement, I am unable to say ; but there is

every reason to believe that it was reciprocated
witli more or less ardour l>y the poor orphan. But
Sir Lawrence was not a man to hear of such an
alliance

;
he had himself, late in life, married the

daughter of an earl, and he expected nh less a
match for his son. No suspicion, therefore, was
entertained in regard to the young governess, of

whom the old gentleman heard little and saw less,

being wholly confined to his arm-chair by gout and
rheumatism, and general declining health.

Xevertheless, there was one member of the

family, besides young Ralph, with whom Rose
was on terms of intimacy, and she it was who had
brought them together. This was his cousin,

Emily Wellwood, the daughter of a spendthrift

captain in the line, who was then abroad with his

regiment, and so overwhelmed with debt that he
was never likely to return. The girl was there-

fore dependent on Sir Lawrence ; who, when his

health failed, and his wife was dead, sent for her
to Staughton to nurse him. This young lady was
neither very handsome, nor, indeed, very juvenile,
for though her father was the younger brother of

the baronet, he had married while almost a boy.
She was, therefore, much older than Ralph, in

spite of which disadvantage she thought it hy no
means impossible that by good management she

might become his wife. Roor and dependent,

proud and ambitious, unscrupulous and clever, she

considered the enterprise not very difficult, if once

Sir Lawrence was out of the way ;
but she was

too well acquainted with his character and inten-

tions to risk anythmg by a premature betrayal of

her scheme.

Rose Callender's arrival in the neighbourhood,
and Rali)h's evident admiration disturbed and
alarmed her

; and, of course, generated a secret

enmity which she was much too wise to disclose.

On the contrary, she disguised it under an assumed

cordiality, while she assiduously cultivated her

intimacy and encouraged her confidence.

Affairs were in this position when my father,

Reginald Herbert, who had been absent with his

regiment, returned to Elfdale. He had not long
before come into possession of the estate, and was

intending to sell out of the serA'icc ; indeed, he

had siven notice at the Horse Guards of his -wish

to retire. Naturalh^ his first visit was to his

nearest neighbour. Sir LawTence, ;
but it happened

that the baronet, who had passed a bad night, was

still in bed, and Miss Wellwood received him. She

had been aware that he was expected, and had

seen how his arrival might possibly promote her

views. Accordinglj', she took an early opportu-

nity of directing the conversation to the vicarage,
and announcing tlie appearance there of one of

the most beautiful creatures she had ever beheld—
she could afford to praise her now, for young R.alpli

was absent at college
—amiable and accomplished

too, in the highest degree ; but when Colonel

Herbert said, smilinglj'-, that he slioidd take care

to see this nifa acis, she shook her head and

answered; "you had better not; for you'll fall
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in love v-ith her beyond a doubt—everybody does

—my cousin amongst the rest."

"But how does that please Sir Lawrence?"
said my father.

"Oh," she reiilicd, "I don't think they are

actually engaged yet ;
and as for my uncle, he

liiiows nothing al)out it. But I see clearly that

as soon as l\ali)h is his own master—and it can't

be very long before that happens
—he'll propose

for heu directly."
From curiosity, partly to see the future Lady

"W'ellwood, and partly to see the young beauty,

my father made an early ^-isit to the vicarage, and

the picture I have described was painted to com-

memorate that first interview, which decided the

fate of both. He fell in love ; and she, after a

short struggle, accepted his suit. Colonel Herbert

was a handsome man and a gallant officer : Ralph
was only just out of his teens ; possibly therefore

the superior attractions of the last lover etfaced

the impression made by the first ; but besides this,

the one was a certainty, the other an uncertainty ;

and the vicar, aware how utterly dependent Eose

was, urgently enforced the duty of not rejecting
such an unexceptionable offer.

Everything was arranged for the marriage which
was to take place, for especial reasons, at the

earliest possible period. But ere even that period
had arrived, the American War broke out, my
father's i-egiment was ordered to take the field,

and he, unwilling to risk his reputation by retiring
from the service at such a crisis, gave notice at

the Horse Guards of his intention to join, which
he did

; but not tQl he had made Eose Callender
his own by sealing their vows at the altar.

Immediately after the ceremony, the bride and
bridegroom proceeded to London, where Colonel
Herbert's jn-esence was necessary pre-\-ious to his

departure for the seat of war. Eose remained
with her husband till the day of embarkation, and
then took up her residence at Elidale to await his

return.

Besides the two principals, there were three
other persons materially affected by this marriage ;

first, ^liss Wellwood, who triumphed in the suc-
cess of lier scheme

; secondly, young Ealph, who
was frantic at the loss of his mistress; and,
thirdly, old Mrs. Herbert, my awfid grandmother,
who was furious at her sou's espousing an ob-

scure, portionless beauty. On the death of her
husljand she had quitted Elfdale, and retired to a
small estate of her own in Devonshire. Her
family resided there, and she had a notion that
her native air was more congenial to her constitu-
tion. On my fatlier's arrival in England, after an
absence of some years with his regiment, he had
hastened to see her, and had expressed a wish that
she would retiunr to Elfdale and live with him.
As the attachment between them was very strong,
she had consented, and she was deliberately
makrng preparations for her removal, when the
unwelcome news of the marriage reached her

;
for

wdlmg to escape an opposition to which he was
determnied not to yield, he had kept his secret
tdl opposition was impossible. Far from lendingher countenance to the unwelcome intruder, she
would at once have retracted her promise and
have remained where she was. had my father not

earnestly requested her to come and be the pro-

tector and companion of his young wife diiring

his absence. LTnhappily to this request she

acceded ;
and never were two human beings

brought together less capable of understanding
each other. To great discrepancies of character

and age was added, on my grandmother's side,

the strongest prejudice against what she considered

the penniless brat who, with nothing but a pretty

face, had artfully contrived to entrap her son into

a hasty marriage, and intrude herself into one of

the oldest families in the county. Eose's aversion

probably only dated from the first interview ; but

even from my own recollections, I can easily

comprehend it, and fully appreciate her situation.

However, no permanent evil might have re-

sidted from this unfortunate conjunction, had not

a train of circumstances arisen that placed my
mother in the power of her enemies—that is, cir-

cumstances that, from her own imprudence and

inexperience, exposed her to sixspicions which my
grandmother was too ready to adojit ;

and which
certain persons found it their interest to feed and

encourage. Arrived at Elfdale, IMrs. Herbert

senior at once assumed the command ; ISIrs. Her-

bert junior was nobody ;
and as the ill will of the

old lady to her daughter-in-law was no secret, it

may be easily inferred that poor Eose had more
foes than friends amongst the servants and depen-
dants. The love passages betwixt her and young
Sir Ealph had not escaped their observation, and

were now made the most of
;
even Miss Wellwood,

envious of her beauty and, perhaps, unconsciously

jealous of the very advancement to which she her-

self had contributed, was her covert enemy, though
her avowed friend.

Kine months after the marriage, I made my
appearance in the world to the great joy of my
mother, who, pleasingly engrossed with her baby,
became henceforth more independent of other

society. Indeed, she had none but Miss Well-

wood, for Elfdale had no near neighbours but the

Staughton family and the \-icarage ;
and the vicar

having obtained preferment, was replaced by a

stranger. However, Emily Wellwood, who accom-

modated herself to both, was a welcome visitor to

my grandmother as well as to my mother. The
latter really entertained a regard for her, and
believed herself the object of a corresponding sen-

timent. Perhaps some little remains of tenderness

towards her first young love was the source of

this friendship on the part of Eose, for their

characters miist have always been utterly dis-

crepant. However this may be, they lived on
terms of considerable intimacy, insomrreh that

when I was about two years old, my mother

observing Miss Wellwood to be in great trouble,

thought herself entitled to invite her confidence,
the result of which invitation was a very unex-

pected confession. According to her own state-

ment of the case, the one which my mother of

coui'se accepted, she, Emily, had long secretly
loved her cousin Ealph ; but perceiving no corre-

sponding attachment on his part, she had carefully
concealed her sentiments ; but when, after Eose's

marriage, the young man had fallen into low

spirits, she being his only confidante and consoler,

he had gradually grown to look on her with
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affection ; the unhappy consequence of which was,
that an intimacy ensued between them which now
threatened Emily with exposure and ruin. What
made the matter worse, slie athled, was, that

young Ralph had been sent al^road by his father,
and was now travelling there with a tutor ; so

that she was without a friend to help her
;
while

should the slightest suspicion of her situation

reach Sir La^^•rence, she was certain to be tui-ned

out of doors and thrown destitute on the wide
world.

There might pei-haps have been another version

of this story more consonant to truth, in which
the word ambition would be substituted for the i

word love, and in which it would appear that the

source of the present eniljarrassment originated
not froni the imprudence of youth, but from some-

thing much less excusable. Ralph naturally Hew
to her in 1 < distress as the only jierson to whom
he could speak of Rose ; she saw the opportunity,
and made use of it to soften his heart towards her

by tenderness and sympathy. What followed
arose out of the circumstance of Sir Lawi-ence's

physicians having pronounced, prematurely, as it

proved, that he had but a few days to live. The
old man dead, Emily knew that she must leave

the house immediately ;
and feeling that her hold

on Ralph's affections was by no means a thing to

be reckoned iijion, she sought to make his honour
an additional seciiritj^. But, contrary to all ex-

pectation, the baronet suddenly revived under the

prescriptions and treatment of a physician from

London, and—whether his own ol)servations, or

hints from some other quarter had led him to

entertain any susx)icions of a growing attachment
between his son and his niece does not appeal-

—
his first act, on his recovery, was to dispatch

young lialph on the grand tour, as it was then

called, with a tutor of rigid morals to look after

him.

Hence the imbroglio ! The story, however,
from Emily's lips was pathetic in the extreme ;

Rose was moved, and promised her best assistance.

Accordingl}% a plan was formed in w^hich my
mother acted a part, of vv-hich she herself ultimately
became the victim. She began by affecting indis-

position, and after a short interval announced
that she was going away for advice, and that

Miss Wellwood had, at her rerpiest, obtained Sir

Lawrence's consent to accompany her. In due
time they departed together, taking me and my
nurse with them.

They were absent little more than a montli, and
almost immediate^ after their return Sir Law-
rence was seized with a sudden relapse and died.

There were no telegraphs in those days ;
some

time elapsed before the arrival of the heir, and in

the meanwhile Emily had gone to live with her

relations near London. Rose would have gladly

given her a temporary home, but on the proposal

being hinted to my grandmother she sternly re-

fused.

However, in due time Ralph arrived, and Avas

informed by my mother of what had happened.
He engaged, upon her representation of the case,

to do all that was right and honourable, but for the

present it was decided on all accounts, that Emily
should remain where she was. However, he took

great interest in the child, which he arranged
should be brought totbe neighbourhood of Staugh-
ton, and placed under the care of a trustworthy
person, alleging that it was the child of a deceased
relative of his own. Perhaps not much credit was

given to this story from the first, and the villager.s
smiled w'lien they repeated it ; but nol>ody had any
right to inquire who was the mother of the in-

fant, and certainly nobody suspected iliss Emily
Wellwood.
What followed may be easily conceived. "Wlien

my father returned, a grim and ominous silence

on the part of my grandmother first alarmed him,
and awakened suspicion in a mind too naturallj'-

prone to it. All aiipearances were against my
mother, and, as she had no friends, the world was
not disposed to spare her. Innocent, inexj^ericnced,
and knowing little of the ways of men, it was
sometime before Rose comprehended her position ;

for my father's disposition did not lead him to

make a sudden out!)reak, nor even to seek an

explanation, if explanation were possible. On the

contrary, he brooded in sullenness and silence

over his imaginary wrongs and misfortunes, only

manifesting his dissatisfaction by a general aus-

terity and reserve, and a tacit abnegation of my
mother's society.

By-and-by, Sir Ralph, after an absence of some

duration, brought down Miss Wellwood as his

bride
;
but this, far from improving the situation,

only made things worse. All commuuication was

sternly forbidden
; Staiighton and all its inhabit-

ants tabooed, and when, at length, my mother

penetrated the mystery and saw through the dark
cloud that enveloped her, it was too late to make
the least impression on my father's mind, although
Sir Ralph, as soon as he le.aiuit the state of the

case, deLj)ite of his wife's prohibition, insisted on

making an avowal of the truth—of course, not a

public avowal—but he made a full statement to

mj^ father, on whom, however, it created no im-

pression, since so much care had been taken to

shield Emily's repiitation, that it was impossible
to produce any satisfactory corroboration.

This confession, however, led to the expatria-
tion of the family ; Lady Wellwood finding the

place insupportable to her after a circumstance so

mortifying to her pride. She could not persuade
herself that my father would not, sooner or later,

recognise the truth, and possibly vindicate Rose

by inculpating her.

Under what circumstances my poor mother died

I have no means of knowing ;
but when—after

the lapse of so many years
—I fell in with the

WeUwoods, in Paris, Lady W promoted the

match both because she wanted Clara married to

a mail who troubled her with no questions or

inquiries, and also because her permitting it was

a thorough vindication of Rose, whose s.ad fate was

incurred by her endeavour to save her friend from

disgrace and ruin.

Little remains to be told. As I have said, I

became a wanderer on the face of the earth, and

Clara, who had no clue whatever to the motive of

my departure, and was constantly expecting my
return, felt herself l)ound to obey my injunctions,

and neither seek to penetrate the mystery herself

nor allow any one else to do it. She therefore
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never mcutioned the circumstance in lier letters to

her family ;
and the lirst news that reached them of

my nnaeeountahle disappearance, was in that

whieh aiuimnu'ed my "wife's death. She had un-

happily conlided her situation to no one
;
and a

woman from the village, summoned in haste

when the extremity came, was the only aid she

had.

\Vhcther from want of skill or from Clara's

previous state of mental suffering remains imcer-

tain
;
but mother and child both perished ; and,

1 confess, when my coniidential agent, who alone

was acquainted with my address, communicated

the event to me, I looked on it as the best pos-

sible termination to a frightful tragedy.
Years elapsed ;

Elfdale was odious to me ; I

woidd have sold it, but it was entailed. England
was odious to me—I may say the whole world was

odious to me ;
but of all creatures in it the Well-

woods were the most so ;
from my earliest years

they had been the real soiirce of all my miserj'-.

But for them I might have had a happy childhood,
if my father's heart had not been turned to stone

by the criminality of Sir Ealph and my mother ;

how different might every thing have been with

me through life ! How well T understand his

hatred of them ! Oh ! if he had but confided in

me ! And, ah ! if I had but died believing my-
self only a victim and not a criminal !

On Lady Wellwood and her son's arrival at Elf-
{

dale, they found Clara and her infant buried, and
the secret that was to account for my extra-

ordinary absence was buried with them. LadyW was sure that her unfortunate daughter
had never had a susjpiciou that she was anything
but 8ir Ealph's niece

;
and although- she almost

suspected that my strange disappearance was in

some way connected with the old calumny about

my mother, it was neither possible, nor now,
she thought, worth while to attempt clearing it

up.

Long j-ears afterwards, when Lady Wellwood
was dead and Sir Ealph was married and living
at Staughton, one day a foreigner presented him-
self at the back-door and requested to speak with
him. On being admitted he said he was a courier

by profession, and that he had been requested to

deliver a box, which he had brought with him,
into the hands of the baronet. The person who
sent it was now dead—he had also been a courier,
of the name of Eosetti—beyond this the bearer
knew nothing.
On opening the box a full narration of the

above circumstances was found in the handwriting
of the late Sir Ealph, together with letters corro-

borating the statements he made respecting the
birth of Clara and the innocence of my mother,
whose picture an accurate copy in little of the one
at Elfdale, was also found there,—that picture
which, perhajis, in the Hurry of the moment, and
to avert further questions, Lady Wellwood had
told Clara was the picture of her mother. The
nurse who went to London with Eose and Emily
was the mother of Phibbs, the gardener. She
knew the truth, and her silence had been bouo-ht

by Lady Wellwood. This woman was now dead,
but her son still lived. He had never quitted
Elfdale, and though a very old man, was working

there when, on the occasion of this news reaching

me, I returned to England.
AVhen I questioned him he confirmed the whole

statement, and assured me that aware of my
enmity to him, and foreseeing that sooner or later

the report of my mother's guilt would reach me,
he had hoped to appease my ill-will and win my
favour by revealing the truths, but that I had

cut off the opportunity myself by my conduct

towards him on the morning after my return, and

by my subsequent disappearance from the spot.

Now, how much of my misery and the misery
of those connected with me was diie to adverse fate,

and how much to my own mistaken line of con-

duct, it is difScult to say ;
but of this I am sure

that had I been treated with kindness and affec-

tion in my childhood, the faults of my character,

which I fear were in some degree innate, might
have been modified ;

and certain it is, that if my
father, instead of shutting up his secrets and his

sorrows in his own breast, had made me his confi-

dant, he would himself have found sympathy and

consolations, and I should have escaped a life of

needless suffering and never-dying remorse.

SPIEIT-EAPPING MADE EASY.
No. TL

THE COEXHILL NARRATIVE AND THE rEREOEMANCES
OF MR. HOME. BY KATEEFELTO.

(Concludedfrom poue 494.)

I NOW come to the performances of Mr. Home
himself, which are conceived to be so conclusive by
Mr. Hewitt and the whole Spiritualist fraternity.

If ilr. Home will meet some half dozen persons

(myself included), to he navifd Inj the Editor of this

Magazine, and, under the conditions which they
wUl prescribe, as essential to a fidl and fair

examination, will prevail on the Spirits to mani-

fest themselves more clcarlj^, or if, ixnder such

conditions, they will even repeat the efl'eets men-
tioned in the " Cornhill

"
narrative, I will, if I

fail in accounting for the phenomena on some
known laws of uatxire, at once admit Mr. Home's

pretensions as a I^letlium of the Si>irit woi-ld. If

he will not accept this challenge, or, if professedly

accepting it, he or the Sjiirits (I treat them as

synonymous) decline the manifestations required
for an adequate test, I shall maintain my right to

regard him as a clever charlatan. On such occa-

sions as these the avowal of one's convictions is

of far more importance than politeness to indi-

viduals ; and I proceed in this spirit to perform a

public duty.
The representations of Mr. Home himself, as to

his relations with the Spirit world, I esteem of no

conseqiience, and I jmt them aside. Whether he
claims or disclaims a mastery of the ' ' secrets of

the grave
"

is perfectly immaterial to the question
on Avhich I propose to meet him. This question
is a vei-y short, or, at least, a very plain one. Is

Mr. Home himself a conscious and controlling
agent in the effects ^jroduced, and are the manifes-
tations of the so-called Spirits the tricks and
devices of his own ingenuity ? Is he, in short, a

conjuror, without the candour to avow his func-
tion ? If so, be may tell us that he "is thoroughly
impassive in these matters, and that, whatever

happens, happens from causes over which he has
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not the sliglitest influence ;" but his statement is

merely a, part of his jugglery, and the writer of

the "C'oruhill" narrative is begging the entire

question when he terms it "unreserved," as if it

were true. If Mr. Home is really a conjuror, it

is not only a reservation but a denial of the very
basis and essence of the truth which it is our
business to seek out and ascertain. As an answer
to a charge, it is equivalent to a i)lea of " Xot
Guilty," but as evidence to disprove the charge,
it is frivolous and immaterial.

It is hardly more to the purpose to discuss Mr.
Home's personal appearance, or the ease and play-
fulness of his manner, or his apparent respecta-

bility. We can hardly expect him to cultivate the
au-s of a Cagliostro, if he professes to be none, while
we give him credit for tact in a superior degree, when
we admit the eminence to which he has attained
as a Medium. His demeanour may be the effect

of adroitness or sincerity, of conscious power or of

conscious innocence. All that we can say upon this

head is, that his demeanour alone does not convict

him. As it is equally insufiicieut to procure his

acquittal, we may dismiss it from our minds as of

no more weight than his representations.

If he icould favour us iritli. a stance, we should
have the best means of forming a conclusive

opinion as to the value of both of these. In the
meantime we confine ourselves to the description
of his performances in the " Cornliill Magazine,"
and judge, hypothetically, what these amount to.

Inasmuch as these performances were accom-

panied by devices obviously adapted to conceal the

jiarticular agencies employed, I conceive that they
should be viewed with suspicion from the very
outset. This is the proper mood in which to

approach their consideration. Speculation as to

motives or inferences from demeanour, and still

less the statements of Mr. Home himself, should
be bx-ushed away as so much dust which is simply
calculated to mislead us.

When we come to the substantial allegations
of the narrative, I find that the writer describes

the seance as commencing about nine o'clock in

the evening in a spacious drawing-room, no matter
where. The company consisted of eight or nine
ladies and gentlemen who took their seats at a
round table in the centre of the room. In other

parts of the room there were sofas and ottomans,
and between the centre table and three windows,
which filled up one side of the room, there was a

large sofa. The windows were draped with thick
curtains and in-otected by s/;r/«r/ hlinds. The

space in front of the centre window was unoccu-

pied : but the windows on the right and left were
tilled by geranium stands. The reader is invited

to observe the words I have italicised, for they ;

indicate circumstances of considerable importance -

in the exhibitions which followed. We have a right
to assume that Mr. Home was already acquainted
with the furniture of the apai-tmeut and with the

manner in which it was disposed. At all events,
there was nothing to prevent him from taking a full

survey of its capabilities before the seance actually
commenced. For whether he has the appearance
of a Cagliostro or the reverse, or is easy, or stiff,

or candid, or reserved, there can be no doubt that

the nature of his function, interpret it as \\c will,

must develop the power of prompt and accurate
observation.

The writer passes over some preliminary vibra-

tions and implied performances by the table as of

very sul)ordinate interest. At all events, they may
have served as reqiiisite preliminaries, and may
have prepared the mood of the spectators for the

greater marvels to follow. 1 infer that they were

directly instrumental, in a further sense, in

arranging the spectators in the very position which
suited the subsequent requirements of ilr. Home.
If we reflect for a moment we shall see the
obvious objection to liis placing the spectators at

the outset in the position they afterwards assunxed.

Had he asked, of his own Avisli or desire, that
none of them would sit tcitli his tiack to the windoic,
the recjuest would have sounded singularly suspi-

cious, and might have aroused the vigilance of some
one or other present. It is really a great point to

assign to the spirits not only a share in the per-
formance of the tricks themselves, but to call in

their aid in arranging the spectators, as I infer,

from the following sentence, was done on this

occasion.

Thus, the writer says, that "from the unmis-
takeable indications, conveyed in different forms,
the table was finally removed to the centre window

displacing the sofa, which was wheeled away.
Tlte deep space hetween the table and the window n-as

unoccujiied, but the rest of the circle was closely

packed."

Jly readers will again observe the part of the

arrangement on which I lay stress, because, as I

infer, it was absolutely essential that no person
should be directly facing the side of the room from
which I have reason to suppose that a chief i)heno-
menon subsequently emanated. We are further told

that "some sheets of white paper, and two or three

lead pencils, an accordion, a small hand-bell, and
a fev/ flowers, were placed on the table." Then

"sundry communications took place," and "at

length an intimation was received, through the

usual channel of correspondence, that the lights
must be extintjuished."

Of course, for the more elaborate class of

tricks which can only be performed by some such

means as T am about to describe, it is inqiortant
that the room should be as obscure as possible.

The writer of the " Cornhill
"

narrative himself

admits as much in his very brief coumient on

the intimation received from the table. "As this

direction is understood to be given only when
unusual manifestations arc about to be made, it was
followed l)y an interval of anxious suspense. There

were lights on the walls, mantelpiece, and con-

sole-table, and the process of putting them out

seemed tedious. When the last was extinguished
a dead silence ensued, in which the tick of a

watch could be heard." I must confess to a

passing contempt for the spirits who can do

nothing unusuid till all the candles are {uit out,

and I assume this is a reason why they have

not as yet ventured on any exhibitions in a

public capacity. jNIoreovcr, 1 cannot conceive a

more accommodating audience for a conjuror's

devices, nor indeed a much more ridiculous

spectacle, than a company of ladies and gentle-

men, prepared for something out of the common,
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8itting exactly as tlio exhibitoi- himself lias dis-

jioseil tlK-ni, credulous, if not ulroady half-con-

vinced, in ft state of breathless exiiectatioii,

S(iueozed together in the dark.

If my readers will really let their minds dwell

on this cond>inati(>n for a moment, and if it does

not tickle thcni, they must be dclieient iu a sense

of humour.
"We must now," saj^s the writer, "have

Lecii in utter darkness, but for the pale light that

came in through the window, and the llickering

glare thro\\-n litfully over a distant pai-t of the

room by a fire irkich was rajiidli/ sinkin(/ in the

i/i-dtf. We could see, but could scarcely dis-

tinguish, our hands upon the table. A festoon of

dull gleaming forms round the circle represented
\\ hat we knew to be our hands. An occasional

ray from the window, now and then, revealed the

hazy surface of the white sheets
"

(we presume
this means, of the paper)

' ' and the misty bulk of the

accordion. We knew where these were placed, and
coidd discover them with the slightest assistance

from the grey cold light of a watery sky. The
stillness of exi^ectation that ensued during the

Hrst few minutes of that \asible darkness, was so

profound, that, for all the sounds of life that

v/cre heard, it might have been an empty chamber,
'i'he taljle and the window, and the sjjace between
the table and the window, engi'ossed all eyes. It

was in that direction everj'body instinctively looked
for a revelation," and thus, when even the instincts

of the audience were in tune, there commenced the
series of revelations which I am about to describe.

It is material to observe that, as we are told

some time afterwards, Mr. Home himself was seated
next the irindoic.

"
Presently the tassel of the cord of the spring-

blind began to tremble. We could see it plainly
against the sky, and attention being drawn to the

circumstance, every eye was upon the tassel.

Slowly, and apparently with caution, or difficulty,
the blind began to descend

; the cord was
evidently being drawn, but the force applied to

I)uU down the blind seemed feeble and uncertain.
It succeeded, however, at last, and the room
was thrown into deeper darkness than before."
The instrument by which this was affected was
probably a strong pair of lazy-tongs, such as
these in

figs. IG and 17, inserted at the side and

Fig. 16.

under
coyer

of the "thick curtains with which
the windows were draped." I say, "inserted
at the side,- because it is perfectly obvious,from the tremhlhnj of the tassel, that it was not

employed to pidl down the blind, for directly it

was so employed it would tremble no longer. We
are further informed that the blind was also

raised as well as pulled down several times, a

feat more quickly manageable, since, as we have

observed, it was a spring-blind ; and nothing
would be easier than to puLl the tassel of the

spring which hung behind the curtains. The
writer remarks the difficiUty with which the

blind descended, but he does not say as much
with respect to its ascent. He then adds a candid

and very significant statement, that,
"
capricious

as the movement appeared, the ultimate object
seemed to be to diminish the light."

The writer intimates that their vision was

becoming accustomed to the previous gloom, and
forms of things were growing palpable, although

they could see nothing distinctly. Sut after the

light had been diminished (the spirits being

apparently particularly solicitous on this point),
" a whisper passed round the table about hands

having been seen or felt." . . .
"
Unable,"

says the writer,
' ' to answer for what haj^pened to

others, I will speak only of what I observed

myself. The table cover was drawn over mij knees

as it ivas with the others;" in short the most con-

venient means was taken to preclude the detection

of the agencies about to operate beneath the table.

The writer then says that he distinctly felt a

twitch, several times repeated, at his knee. " It

was the sensation of a boy's hand, j^artly scratch-

ing, partlj' striking and pulling me iu play. It

went away. Others described the same sensation
;

and the celerity with which it frolicked, like Puck,
under the table, now at one side and now at

another, \\-as surprising." The surprise, however,
vanishes at once, if we ascribe these twdtches,

scratches, blows, pinches, and gambols to their

obvious source—a pair of lazy-tongs w^orked by
some person present, and in all probabilitj' by Mr.
Home himself.

Let us first of all mark the obscurity in

which practically his movements were shrouded.

"Through the semi-darkness his head was dimly
visible against the curtains, and his hands might
be seen in a faint white heap before him :" that is

to say, they were probably held one over the

other, and there would be no visible diminution
of the white heap if one of theiu were withdraAvn,—at all events no diminution that could be
detected at a sessions of inquiring spirits
restricted to observations in a room so effectually
darkened. If Mr. Home could extract his under
hand, he could work the lazy-tongs beneath the

table, especially as the table cover was so con-

veniently disposed as to cover even the knees of
the easy inquisitors. I make the inference that
the lazytongs were at all events employed by
some one, and that Mr. Home was not operating
by means of his feet, like his sister Mediums
described in my former paper. All the circum-
stances mentioned here point unequivocally to the

employment of this instrument. Some such con-
struction as this in Figs. 18 and 19, would pro-
duce the twitches and the pidlinn ; the scratch in;/
would be produced by its attempt to get a hold
of smooth surfaces, as for example where the
trowsers were strained over the knees, &c.

;
the
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striking woidd result from the blow given by the

end of the tougs when it was suddenly shot out in

Fig. 19.

search of objects to grasp. It might feel like a
"
boy's hand," or a girl's hand, or an old woman's

hand, to anybody who specidated, with the least

tendency to give licence to his imagination.

Moreover, no hands or feet could compete with

it in the "ctlerittj with which it frolicked, like

Puck, imder the table, now at one side, now at

another." It would have been impossible to shift

the feet or the hands, so as to attain this celerity

without a derangement of the body, of which the

contiguous sitters woxdd have been sensil>le.

Therefore I have not the slightest doubt that the

lazy-tongs was the source of these phenomena,

especially when I find the necessity for their

employment, which arose at a subsequent stage

of the performance, and to which I shall advert

when I mount to that higher stage of the great

Cornhill Mystery.
It will be observed that the writer was on the

point of identifying this instrument to his o^vu

satisfaction ; but if he just stopped short of that,

he has identified it to mine. He states that soon

after the twitching, scraping process, &c.,
" what

seemed to be a large hand came under the table

cover, and %vith the fingers clustered to a point,

raised it between me and the table." As it was
" under the table cover," the impression as to its

Jinrjers must have been somewhat conjectural,

especially as these same fingers were ' ' clustered

to a point." The writer evinces the uncertainty

of his impression as to its nature, for he states

that he was somewhat eager to satisfy his

curiosity. "I seized it," he adds, "felt it very

sensibly, but it went out like air in my grasp. I

know of no analogy in connection with the sense

of touch by which I could make the nature of

that feeling intelligible. It was as palpable as

any soft substance, velvet or pidp, and at the

touch it seemed as solid ;
but pressure reduced it

to air." The surface velvety-feel coidd be easily

produced by various kinds of covering, while its

evaporation in the writer's grasp may be as easily

accounted for. Assuming that he seized the two

ends when they were in some degree open, as thus

in Fig. 20, if they were instantly closed and with-

Fig. 20.

drawn, the pressure of his hand would appear to

reduce them to air.

" Wliither were they vanished ? Into the air ;

and what seemed corporeal, melted as breath into

the wind—would lluij hail staid!" we exclaim in

the words of Macbeth, and then we coidd have

given the reader their exact length and true

dimensions, and told him whether they were

covered with terry velvet or caoutchouc.

It is highly probable that tlie hand-bell, taken

under the table from the hand' of a person who
held it there, which was rung at different points,

and then returned (still under the table), was ope-

rated on by the same instrument. The hand of

Mr. Home, which still remained on the table,

coidd easily agitate the surface of the table-cloth,

so as to cause the white sheets of paper to move,
and gradually disai)pear over the edge of the

table into the blank space beneath the window ;

and if it was there that they lay, any further

movements of Mr. Home, who sat next the win-

dow, would equally account for their "creasing
and crumpling on the floor

"
for a considerable

time afterwards ;
and they could be returned in

like manner. So, also, flowers could be grasped
and distributed, with the assistance of the lazy-

tongs, or disengaged hand, to any person in the

circle. "The substance of what seemed a baud,

with white, long, and delicate fingers, rose slowly

in the darkness, and, bending over a flower,

suddenly vanished with it. . . The flowers were

distributed in the manner in which they had

been removed ;
a hand, of which the lambent

gleam was visible, slowly ascending from beneath

the cover, and placing the flower in the hand for

which it was intended." The same instrument

coidd snip the geranium blossoms in the adjoining

window, and toss them among the company. In

all this there is nothing extraordinary
—nothing

half so strange as the inference seemingly sug-

gested, that the spirits are unable to make pre-

sents to their favoiu'ites, unless the materials are

provided at mortal cost, and are in tolerably close

proximity to the recipients.

I infer that in the next place the accordion

also disappeared by the very same agency.
" It

was as black as pitch," says the writer, "but

we coidd just make out 'a dark mass' rising

awkwardly a'oove the edge of the table, and

clumsily emitting a sound as it passed over into

the space beneath. A quarter of an hour after-

wards we heard the accordion beginning to play

where it lay on the ground." The accordion

was lying "in a narrow sjiace u-Jiich icould not

admit of its beinn drawn out with the requisite

freedom to the full extent ;

" whence I assume that

it did not falsify the principles of its construction

by any performance of its own, but that some-

thing else was heard, of which in the dark, and

with the help of the imagination, judiciously

directed towards the ])lace where it lay, the help-

less accordion obtained all the credit. There is

an instrument termed a mouthhai-monicon, of

which a representation appears over-leaf, in fig. 21,

and which is, in fact, the musical princiiile of an

accordion, to which the mouth plays the part

of bellows, with the increased powers of modu-

lation belonging to the mouth by nature. This



I assume was tho instrument which executed

the exquisite music dcscrihcd by the narrator,

Fig. 21.

and which was so far beyond the compass of a

stolid leather bellows.

The air was wild, and full of strange transitions ;
^

•with a wail of the most pathetic sweetness running

throu;:li it. The execution was no less remarkable for
j

its delicacy than its power. When the notes swelled in

some of the bold passages, the sound rolled through the

room with an astounding reverberation ; then, gently

subsidins, sank into a strain of divine tenderness. But

it was the close that touched the hearts, and drew the

tears of the listeners. Milton dreamt of this wondrous

termination when he wrote of "linked sweetness long

drawn out." By what art the accordion was made to

yiidd that dying note, let practical musicians determine.

bur ears, that^ heard it, had never before been visited

by "a sound so tine." It continued diminishiug and

duninishing, and stretching f;\r away into distance and

dai-kness, until the attenuated thread of sound became

so exquisite that it was impossible at last to fix the

moment when it cea.sed.

Of course, where the vanishing point was so

extremely hue, it is difficidt to interpose appro-

priately, "Bravo, mouth-harmonicon !

" but I am
not inclined to leave it to "

practical musicians
"
to

inquire if an accordion can yield that dying irote. I

have little doubt that a mouth-harmonicon deserved

all the praise, and was really employed for these

jieculiar effects, more especially as during Mr.

Home's "aiirial passage" it was subsequently heard

from a distant corner of the room, while there

is no CAridence that the accordion was not still

lying in the place beneath the table, to which it had

descended, as I infer, by Mr. Home's own agency.

My view does not in the least exclude the pre-

sumption that the accordion itself was a remark-

able instrument. On the contrarj', it possessed an
internal mechanical capacity of motion, if not of

sound, since it subsequently performed, or seemed
to perform, in the full light, while held by the

narrator and others who were present. It was
even difficidt to hold, a self-acting accordion being,
as I infer, a far more athletic instrument than its

self-performing relative a miisical snuffbox. If I

had myself encountered such an eccentric self-

willed instrument, I should have greatly desired

to hnpound it for careful examination. Mr.
Howitt would refer me to Plato, and Zoroaster, to

Moses and Mrs. Marshall, to rebuke my incredu-

lity ; but in answer to all such vapid generalities,
I persist in giving to any one, who may witness a
similar phenomenon, this significant piece of advice,— '^

Imjwund that accordion."

I now come to the great superlative feat of all,

the ascent and aerial passage of Mr. Home
; and

this is so important, that I am solicitous not to
lose a word of the writer's description, and extract
it that we may see just what it amounts to.

Mr. Home was seated next to the window. Through
the semi-darkne£S his head was dimly visible against

the cm-tains, and his hands might be seen in a faint

white heap before him. Presently he said in a quiet

voice, "My chair is moving— I am off the ground—
don't notice me—talk of something else," or words to

tliat effect. It was very diiicult to restrain the curiosity

not unmixed with a more serious feeling, which these

few words awakened ;
but we talked iccoherently

enough, upon some indifferent topic. I was sitting

nearly opposite to Mr. Home, and I saw his hands dis-

appear from the table, and his head vanish into the

deep shadow beyond. In a moment or two more he

spoke again. This time his voice was in the air above

our heads. He had risen from liis chair to a height of

four or five feet from the gi-ound. As he ascended

higher he described his position, which at first was per-

pendicular, and afterwards became horizontal. He
said he felt as if he had been turned in the gentlest

manner, as a child is turned in the arms of a nurse.

In a moment or two more, he told us that he was going

to pass across the window, against the grey silvery light

of which he would be visible. We watched in profound

stillness, and saw his figure pass from one side of the

window to the other, feet foremost, lying hoi-izontally

in the air. He spoke to us as he passed, and told us

that he would turn the reverse way, and recross the

window ; which he did. His own tranquil (jpufidence

in the safety of what seemed from lielow a situation of

the most novel peril, gave confidence to everybody else ;

but, with the strongest nerves, it was impossible not to

be conscious of a certain sensation of fear or awe. He
hovered round the circle for several minutes, and passed
this time perpendicularly over our heads. I heard his

voice behind me in the air, and felt something lightly

brush my chair. It was his foot, wliich he gave me
leave to touch. Turning to the spot where it was on

the top of the chair, I placed my hand gently upon it,

when he uttered a cry of jjain, and the foot was with-

drawn quickly, with a palpable shudder. It was

evidently not resting on the chair, but floating ;
and it

sprang from the touch as a bird would. He now passed
over to the farthest extremity of the room, and we could

judge by his voice of the altitude and distance he had

attained. He had reached the ceiling, upon which he

made a slight mark, and soon afterwards descended and

resumed his place at the table. An incident which

occurred during this aerial passage, and imparted a

strange solemnity to it, was that the accordion, which

we supposed to be on the ground under tlie window

close to us, played a strain of wild pathos in the air,

from the most distant corner of the room.

It is to be observed that the writer throughout

speaks of this feat as really accomplished.

i

" Mr. Home had risen from his chair four or five

feet ... he ascended higher . . . we saw his

I

figure pass the window ... he did recross it . . .

I

he hovered rotmd and passed over us . . . his

foot was evidently floating ... he reached the

ceiling ... he afterwards descended, and resumed
his place at the table." The spiritualists who

quote this nax-rative quote it invariably in this

sense, as if there was conclusive evidence that

Home actually floated about the room. But if we
examine the narrative we shall And that this is

merely vague inference ; and a very brief exami-

nation will show what the facts really amount to.

In the first place, there is no evidence that the

corporeal Home was actually seen in the air at

any time. His Jigu7-e was seen passing and repass-

ing the window, and even his figure was seen

nowhere else. His foot was felt in the air at about
the height of the narrator's chair. His voice was
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heard in the air, or seemed to he heard in the air

ill diii'ercut phices. From all this I can make
certain inferences as to his devices, but I do not

aiTive at the conclusion that he actuallj^ floated,

still less that he did so Ly the assistance of spirits,

whose function it was to chair him, like the

candidate at an election.

The first inference I make is that he is a very
adroit ventriloquist, aware especially ol the chief

source of veutriloquial eflect, the art of directing
the expectations of his audience to look for cer-

tain sounds in certain directions and places.
" I

am off the ground," he exclaims, that is, ascend-

ing into tlie air
;
and in a moment or two,

" his

voice was in the au* above our heads." He told

us that he should pass the window, and accord-

ingly,
" he spoke tons," or seemed to speak to us

from the appointed situation.
' We could judge

by his voice of the altitude and distance he had

attained." Let us rather say that imagination
assented to his statements when he had previously

given au intimation where he desired it to be sup-

posed he would be
; for, let me observe, it is ex-

tremely diificult to judge of a man's situation in

a room, by his voice only. It would scarcely be

fainter if he were near the ceiling than if he were

standing on the ground. Let my readers, who doubt

this, mount a set of library steps, and ascertain it

by experiment. In fact veutriloquial effects will

be found to be generally false when they are tested

by any true criterion of comparison. Ventrilo-

quists almost always exaggerate nature, especially

as a means of indicating distance ; and they make

up the illusion by prompting their audiences to

imagine the effects they fail themselves to repre-

sent completely ;
as any one may see any night

of his life in the case of Herr Von Joel, who per-

sists in looking and inducing his audience to look

for his "leetle singing lark," up in the ceiling of

Evans's supper room.

With the assistance of this sort of prompting,
it is really extraordinary what ventriloquists can

accomplish, and the extent to which they can

affect a sympathising audience. Even savages

possess this power, and I will cite an instance,

descrilicd by C'apt. Lyons, in which he found a

performer as skilfid as ^Ir. Home among the Esqui-
maux of Igloolik. The whole narrative is so

much to the purpose, and so clearly suggestive,

that I extract it entire, as a means of comparison
and a very opportune assistance to our judgment.

" This personage,
"

says Captain Lyi;ns, of the

Esquimaux Home, "was cunning and intelligent, and

whether professionally or from his skill in the chace—
hut, perhaps, from both reasons—was considered ))y all

the tribe as a man of importance. As I invariably

paid great deference to- his opinion on all subjects con-

nected with his calling, he freely communicated to me
his superior knowledge, and did not scruple to allow of

my being present at his interviews with Toi'Dga, or his

patron spirit. In consequence of this, I took an early

opportunity of requesting my friend to exhibit his skill

in my cabin. His old wife was with him, and, by
much flattery and an accidental display of a glittering

knife and some beads, she assisted me iu obtaining iny

request. AU light excluded, our sorcerer began chanting

to his wife with great vehemence, and she, in return,

answered by singing the Amna-Arja, which was not

discontinued during the whole ceremony. As far as I

could hear, he afterwards began turning himself rapidly

round, and iu a loud powerful voice vociferated for

Tornga with great inq)atience, at tlie same time

blowing and snorting like a walrus. His noise, im-

patience, and agitation increased every moment
;
and

he at length seated himself on the deck, varying bis

tones and making a rustlhig with his clothes. Sud-

denly the voice seemed smothered, and was so managed
as to sound as if retreating beneath the d-^ck, each

moment l)L>comiiig more distant, and ultimately giving
the idea of being many feet Ijelow the cabin, when it

ceased entirely. His wife now, in answer to my
questions, informed me very seriously that he had

dived, and that he would send up Tornga. Accordingly,
in about ludf a minide, a distant blowing was heard

very slowly aiiproaching, and a voice which dirteri.'d

from that at first heard was at times mingled with the

blowing, until at length both sounds became indistinct,

and the old woman informed me that Tornga was come
to answer my questions. I accordingly asked several

questions of the spirit, to each of which inquiries I

received an answer by two loud claps on the deck—
which I was given to understand were favourable.

A very hollow yet powerful voice—certainly much
different from the tones of Toolmak—now chanted for

some time, and a strange jumble of hisses, groans, shouts,

and gobbling like a turkey succeeded in rapid order.

The old woman sang with increased energy ; and, as

I took it for granted that all this was intended to

astonish the Kaldoona, I cried repeatedly that I was

very much afraid. This, as I expected, added fuel to

the fire, until the poor immortal, exhausted by its own

might, asked leave to retire.

The voice gradually sunk from our hearing as at

first, and a very indistinct hissing succeeded ;
in its

advance it sounded like the tones produced by the wind

on the bass chords of the .'Eolian-harp. This was .soon

changed to a rapid hiss like that of a rocket, and

Toolmak, with a yell, announced his return. I had

held my breath at the first distant hissing, and twice

exhausted myself, yet our conjuror did not once respire,

and even his returning and powerful yell was uttered

without a previous stop or inspiration of air.

Light being admitted, our wizard was, as might be

expected, iu a profme 2>^i'spiration, and certainly

much exhausted by his exertions, which had continued

for at least half an hour. We now observed a couple of

bunches, each consisting of two stripes of white deer-

skin, and a long piece of sinew attached to the back of

his coat. These we had not observed before, and were

informed they were sewn ou by Tornga while he was

beloio.

The reader will perceive that Toolmak had

great natural capacities simdar to those which I

ascribe to Mr. Home, and that, with a few lessons

from the latter gentleman, he might also have

floated about, as Mediums can lloat, with a "tran-

quil confidence" iu their abrial capacities, inversely

proportioned to the darkness of the atmosphere.

I have yet, however, to account for the appearance

of Mr. Home himself, seen to cross and re-cross

the drawing-room window-blind, as in tig. 22 ;
but

I will, lirst of all, quote a letter from Dr. Gidly,

who was present at this very identical seance, and

who, in a letter to the "Morning Star," exhausts Aw

theory of the artistic contrivances capable of produc-

ing this extraordinary spectacle.
"
Only consider,"

says the ingenious Doctor, "that here is a man,

between ten and eleven stone in weight, floating

about the room for many minutes—iu the tomb-

like sdcnce which prevailed, broken only by his
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voice coming from different quarters of the rooni,

accorJing to liis then position—is it ]irobal)lc,
is it

jiossible, tbat anj' machintny couUl be devised—

not to speak of its being set np and previously

would be easier than to make its subdued

]i;j;lit correspond exactly with the dimensions

and tone of the window-blind on which its

shadows are projected. We all know how the

black shadows of the phantasmagoria ajipear to

stand out from the surface on which they are dis-

played into the very centre of a room, and thus

we oljtain a body—ap]iarently an actual corporeal
substance—passing above heads which are mys-
tilled by the assistance of a little ventriloquism.
A single slide is sufficient, for we have only to

insert that slide the reverse way, and the Home
who crossed, will then 7'e-cross the bUnd with un-

j

diminished effectiveness.

Fig. 23.

Fig. 22.

asmade ready in a room, which was fixed upon
the place of meeting only five minutes before we
entered it— capable of carrying such a weight
about without the slightest sound of any descrip-

tion ? Or suppose, as has been suggested, that he

bestrode an inflated balloon, could a balloon have

been introduced inflated large enough to hold in

mid-air such a weight ? Or could it have been in-

flated with hydrogen gas without being detected

by ears, eyes, or nose ?
"

As this exhausts the list of Dr. Gully's hypo-
theses, and as I have no desire to shock such a

sincere believer, I say at once that I lay no stress

on machinery or inflated balloons. 1 do not think

it likely even that Mr. Home sent past the window
an infi'iifd dummy of gold-heater s skin to represent

himself, as many more wary persons have a ten-

dency to suppose. I do not think so for a couple
of reasons, either of which is quite sufiicient. In
the first place, though Mediums must run imusual
risks whenever they favour us with unusual per-

formances, it would be too much to risk the

hidicrous discovery of a gi-eat dummy figure from
the sputter of a chance lucifer match or the sudden
flash of a concealed lantern. Such a dummy w'ould

be liable to a prod with a stick, which would

evaporate his hydrogen, and be a "
/io??ie-thrust

"

indeed. And, secondly, there is no occasion what-
ever to encounter this risk

; for the effect witnessed
on this particular occasion can be produced, by
a little compact portable magic-lantern, with the

simple addition of one phantasmagoria slide.

As to the disc of the lantern it may be reduced
to any shape or figure we please, and nothing

Fig.

W^e now see why there was no one sitting so as

to face the wall opposite the window, and why
the sofa Avas disidacedto procure this arrangement.
Mr. Home's foot was doubtless touched ))y the

narrator under some such circumstances as these :
—

Fig. 25.

" It was withdrawn quickly, with a palpable
shudder "

at his imminent risk of detection ;

while as to his "
slight mark

"
upon the ceiling, this

could easily have been made by the lazy-tongs.
After this mystification obtained on such very

cheap terms, it is easy enough to induce the

aiidienee to hear "the tread of spirits with velvet

steps across the floor ;

" and by means of further

ventriloquism
' ' the ear catches the plaintive

murmur of the departed child whispering a tender

cry of ' Mother I

'

through the darkness.
" A
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circle of Pundits so completely puzzled might be

permitted even to hear the Ijottled sounds of the

Bells of Solomon's Temple, which were i)rofFered for

sale to the faithful in the middle ages. For my
own part, I see, hear, and understand only this

much, that Mr. Home is a very clever ventrilo-

quist, a superior player on the mouth-harmonicon ;

that he possesses an accordion, probably self-acting,

a magic-lantern, a lazy-tongs, mucli assurance,

an accomplice or two—perhaps many of them in

various quarters—a large circle of accommodating
dupes, and of candid, half-doubting, half-credulous

spectators, and that he has been too leniently
treated by our friends of the "Oornhill Magazine,"
who have missed their chance of detecting an

ingenious charlatan.

[From the communii-dtinns alrecdy receivei' on thy, fu.bjcct of
thei^e articles, and from, those ?/rf, exjiecttd, it nwi/ Ite necvffary
to recur to the subject in .sonte future namljer. Or„ thin iioint,
nhov.ld occasion arise, our readers will not be dinv.iipointed.

—
Kd. Once a Week.]

A HEAD OF HAIR FOR SALE.

"But, Monsieur, it is very little."

"I confess it, mademoiselle, the sum I offer is

very insignificant."
"
See, monsieur, my hair is a good colour (it

was a dainty rich brown), and it is very long (the

perruquier's mouth watered, for she unbound it,

and it fell below her waist). Surely, monsieur,

you will give me more than thirty francs ?
"

" On my word, mademoiselle, I could not ofiFer

you a sou more. Your hair is very beautiful, I

admit, but in effect the article is a complete drug
at present. Trade is dull, veiy dull, and I know
not when i. should have use for it. Keep it,

mademoiselle, until the times improve. And be-

sides, it is a pity that you shoidd part with it as

aU."

(The pcrruquier saw tliat the poor fish was

ravenous, and he had hardly need to play his

meagre bait. The rogue wished to appear indif-

ferent, but he had at that momeiit in hand a

commission from an aged child of fashion who

would have given a year's income for a natural

flow of hair like that of the deprecating daughter

of need.)

"Ah, well, monsieur! you are very hard, but

I must take the sum you oiler."'
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'riii'ie -vvas only a tliin ])artitioii between us

juul the bureau in which the bargain was being

coueludeil, and we coukl tell by the sharp click

of the iierruiinici's scissors that the purchase

WJ13 being consunnnated. The light entered the

shop oblitiuely, and through the thinly veiled

window of the bureau we could see the shorn

hunb grasp the pittance with eager hands, while

she hastily adjusted her bonnet, and w^ith a chal-

len"in" look in the glass, nuiruiured in a low

but distinct voice, as if to herself,
" but I am still

pretty."
"And so you are," thought we, as we in-

vvanlly oxclaiuied, "may Heaven temper its

winds to your condition, 2)Oor child !" and took

up our small purchase, and followed her. There

was something in her manner and her meagre

gentility of dress, which told us that she was

on an errand of self-sacrilice, and may the guardian

angels of poverty forgive the curiosity which

tracked their protegee to her holy of holies.

It was a long walk, but her pace never flagged.

Star-ting from the Avenue de Marigny, thread-

ing rapidly the crowded pavements of the Fau-

bourg Sainte Honore, passing over the Champs
Elysees with a single glance at the luxurious

equipages thronging the avenue iip the Eue de

Chaillot, and through the dingy streets leading
to Passj'', she at lengtli entered a house which

appeared as though it had long been a victim of

the Court of Chancery. Against the dust-riddeu

and blistered door-post we saw carelessly loung-

ing a card, which seemed as though itself was

growing sallow with long deferred hojje, inscribed

with the words "
aparti'inents meuhles." It was a

shallow pretext, but we rang the bell and our
summons was deliberately answered by a por-
teress, whose ancient limbs seemed s:ratincc with
the rust of years and inaction. She was an an-

tique gem, w'as this concierge, and we thought if

everything in the establishment were en suite,

there must be a very vegetative sort of life going
on there. Her sabots were of the heaviest, her
blue w'oolleu stockings of the most darned A-ariety

possible, her linsey-woolsey petticoat of the curtest,

reaching barely to lier caK, which was of the

stoutest ; her serge apron of the bluest, her neck-
erchief of the yellowest, her cap of the loftiest—
moimtiug guard over her face—and her nose of

the shortest ; but there was a l)eam of good nature
on her broad, wrinkled face, and we felt consci-

ence, the Nemesis of rascality, nudging us, as we
thought w'hat unfounded hopes w'e were raising in
her bosom.

" You have apartments to let, I believe."
"
Yes, will monsieur condescend to enter ?

"

" Thank you (the Ilubicon passed). On what
floor are they ?

"

''An troisiciae, monsieur, and they are very
are qiuet here, monsieur.comfortable. We

although not far from the resort of fashion, but
we do not claim to be of the beau monde. Alas !

no, we are not jjeople of fashion, although our last
tenant Avas a gentleman of position, for he had
been valet to a great Duke."

Monsieur was overpowered with regret, but he
was a professional man in search of a premiere,
and was afraid the ascent of three pair of stairs

would be too fatiguing to his patients. He was
charmed with the air of quiet comfort around him

(Heaven forgive the flattering falsehood !
) ;

but he

saw that it was impossible. However, would ma-

dame allow him to rest, and x^rocure him a little

wine ?

The old lady's garndity came to a painful check ;

but with native tact she merely expressed her

regret, and replied that monsieur was i>erfectly

welcome to rest as long as he pleased. She had a

little grandchild in attendance upon a sick lodger
au quatricnie, who would be delighted to fetch

monsieur some wine. ,

Monsieur w^as all gratitude, and now that the

ice was broken, he ventured to ask if the young
lady who had just entered was a locataire.

" Oh ! mademoiselle Marie, yes, monsieiu-. Her
mother is the sick lodger of whom I have spoken,
She is sick to the death, but mademoiselle is a

good girl, a brave girl, though Heaven only knows
how the poor thing bears it. The Virgin must
hear her prayers, and carries the i^oor child through
her struggles."
The wine had now arrived and assisted in mel-

lowing our plot. Madame Justine would have a

small glass (we did not fear its strength, and

poured her out a tumbler), and it gave more free-

dom to her tongiie.
"
Stay, vion chou," said she to her grandchild,

" how is madame this evening ?
"

The little "cabbage
"
eyed the franc piece we

gave har W'itli a glance of intense satisfaction, and

replied: "Madame is w'orse, grandm&re. She is

excited, too
j
oh 1 so excited with Mademoiselle

Marie."

"Is it so, poor child, and why is she so

excited ?
"

"Only because mademoiselle has had her hair

cut ;
but it is no shorter than mine." The little

"cabbage" was polled as close as a child in a

Dutch picture).
We saw that the time had come for making a

clean breast of it, so we detailed to Madame Jus-

tine what we had witnessed in the i)crru(juier"s

shop, and hoped that madame would point out

any way in which a fi'iend could serve her

lodgers. Madame Justine had grown loquacious
imder the stimulus of our faithful ally, the

Medoc, but she seemed rather suspicious of our

motives, and it required some explanation to re-

assure her.
"
J\Ionsieur,

"
said she,

" is very good, but ma-
demoiselle and her mother are very pi-oud. They
w'oidd starve before they woidd receive charity
from a stranger."
"Are they so proud that they woidd reject

the sympathy of a friend ? Is there no way of

aiding them without wounding their self-respect ?
"

"They are dead to those who should receive
their love, and they shrink from the pity of

strangers. Listen, monsieur, and you shall know
their history.

"
Justine then gave us the following

narration.

Marie's father was an only child, and of a

good family, and was educated for a physician.
He was sent to Paris to study his profession;
and, like many other young men under similar

circumstances, he became gay in his living.
' '

But,
"
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said Justine, "he committed -what Avould have
been in any case a folly, and M'as in him a mad-
ness. He formed a connection with an actress,

and eventually married her, and his family dis-

carded him. He was mad, very mad, for he

knew only enough of medicine to obtain a sul)-

ordinate place with a siirgeon, and they had
need of all their romance to make their realities

tolerable. Madame, however, was faithfid, and
Marie was born to them. Soon after this event

monsieur died, his last moments being made bitter

by the reflection that he was leaving his wife

and child the prey of poverty, and Madame sup-

ported herself and child by the sale of fancy

needlework, and gi'V'ing lessons in music. She
had offers of engagements at the theatres, but

she refused them, and fought on single-handed

against her destiny. She had a hard struggle
with the world, poor lady, but she held her

groimd until aboiit six months since, when she

was pTit Jiors de combat, the doctors say,'^with con-

sumption, and is following her husl)and at the

quick step. Mademoiselle Marie is eighteen, and
is a good girl, oh ! a brave girl. She has stepped
into the gap left by her prostrate mother, and
monsieur le proprietaire is very forbearing ;

but T

fear the poor child is nearly beaten in the double

.struggle with her heart and body. For you must

know, monsieur, that jMarie has a little affair.

She is the fiancee of a sous officier, who is now
struggling Avith death before Sebastopol. He has

been honourably mentioned and decorated for his

bravery, but since a long time Marie has only
heard that he is in hospital with Crimean fever,

and the poor child's anxiety is touching Avhen she

speaks of him."

Perhaps memory brought Justine a whiff of one

of her OAvn "
little affairs," out of a graveyard of

the past, for a big tear at this stage of her nai-ra-

tive, went rolling bodily into the uplifted wine-

glass, and before she could recover herself, the

little
"
cabbage

" came running down stairs in a

state of great terror.
" What is the matter, mon cliou ? Is madame

worse 1
"

"0, grandm&re, she is in agonies! and made-
moiselle wishes to have a doctor."

We offered our services, and followed the ' '

little

cabbage" up stairs, and in the few moments that

we waited for the acceptance of our services, we
had time to take a survey of the apartment. It

was naked in the extreme
;
but the few articles of

furniture were arranged with so much taste and

neatness, as almost to give it an air of comfort
;

and a bouquet of common flowers Avhicli Justine

had that morning brought from the market of the

Madeleine was placed in a 'vase in a window. The

partition between the two rooms was very thin,

and Ave could hear the feeble voice of the sick

lady.
" Great God ! is everything gone, my child, that

yoTi should sacrifice your bc^itiful hair ?
"

"
It is no sacrifice, my dear mother, and it Avill

be stronger than ever before you will be able to

walk out Avith me."
As we entered, INIarie looked at xis as if striving

to recall our features, and then Avhisjiered to her

mother, that a doctor was in attendance. We

passed over to tlie l)cdside of the sick lad}'-, and
saw that Mai-ie Avas right. Her hair icovld he

stronger than ever, before her mother Avould be
able to walk out Avith her.

The poor lady seemed exhausted by recent exer-

tion ; but in a short time she rallied, and mur-

mured,—" I feel it is too late, my darling ; may
heaven repay your devotion !"

Marie looked at us inquiringly. We took the

sick Avoman's hand, and felt that the pulse beat

feebly. Her mind began to Avander in a light and
unconnected manner, and her eyes Averc growing
dull, and dallj'ing Avith vacuity. We saAvtIiatthe

patient was sutiering from the reaction of her late

excitement ; but Ave Avcre conscious that a few
hours more Avould hand her OA'er to the grave, and
AA'e could only give her a little stimulant. Marie's

eyes intuitively read our A^erdict, and avc saAA' the

big tears rapidly chasing each other doAvn her

cheeks, Avhile she gently smoothed the sufferer's

pilloAV, and AA'hispered words of hope, which it cost

her agonies to affect.

After a little while the poor lady seemed a little

to revive, and Marie became almost importunate
Avith her tender offices ;

but she Avas interrupted

by the entrance of the "
little cabbage," who stole

quietly into the room, and Avhispered a few words

to ]\Iarie.
" Tell monsieur," said the latter, "that we can-

not see him uoav. Will he call again ?"
' • Grandmiire has told him that madame is A^ery

ill, but he says that his business is urgent," re-

plied the cabbage.
The conA^ersation Avas carried on in a whisper,

but madame caught the jnirport. Her eyes bright-
ened Avith a fcA'erish brilliance, and she said in a

A'oice, strong for her—
"Y\'hat is that, my child? Let monsieur enter

—AA'ho knows?" The last two Avords AA-ere uttered

in a lower tone than the rest, as though they Avere

the result of some thought flashing across her

mind.

We stood passive. For although we kucAV the

irruption of an urgent visitor was a matter of

serious apprehension, avc were aAvare that the

duration of the poor lady's existence could at worst

be affected by but a few hours, and avc met the

glance of Marie A\-ith a silent assent. The "
little

cabbage" disappeared, and in a fcAv moments

returned, ushering in a tall man, far gone in

years, Avhose demeanour stamped him as belonging
to the higher ranks of society. He Avas clothed in

deep mourning, and his face, Avhich must haA-e

been handsome in his youth, was expressive of

considerable haughtiness, overlaid and softened by
the traces of painful suffering. We offered to

Avithdraw, but Marie Avished us to remain, and the

stranger did not object. As he moA'cd across the

room to the l)cdside of madame, avc Avhispcred her

perilous condition, and Marie looked up from her

mother's side imploringly.
"Mama is very ill, monsieur," said she.
"

1 am grieved to hear it," rejoined the stranger,

in a loAV tremulous voice, not unmusical.

At the sound of his voice, madame, Avho had

fallen into an attitude of rest, made an effort to

raise herself upon her arms, and looked stcdfastly

into his face as if seeking to recall something from
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the past. The stranger observed tlie effort,

.ikc again in his low nervous tone—
Matlauie iloos not kiunv mo."

"1 have not that i)li.'asiire, mousienr,"

she, with apjiaront ililUdence of her memory.
" You aro JNlathime 8t. Auliere ;

and this,"

pointing to Jiarie, "is yonr chiki."
" Vou aro right, monsieur. What then ?"
" It is also my name," he replied, and he paused,

as if waiting for the effect, or to master his feel-

ings.
Madame's eyes lighted up as if by the kindling

of an inward lire. A superhuman effort of will

gave her momentary strength, and with almost a

spring she raised herself in her bed, and, looking

fixedly at the stranger, exclaimed—
"

I see, it is true, you are the father of my
husband—"

"And I am come to ask that the past maybe
forgotten, and to offer my regrets and my assis-

tance. Will you accept them, and allow me to

take up my duties as a parent ?
"

There was something like a glow of happiness on

the dushed face of madame as she glanced towards

Marie, and rejoined
—

" Be it so, for his child's sake. For me it comes

too late. We have struggled long, and you have

been very hard, monsieiir."
" My son was disobedient, and I was proud, but

I am humbled
;
for I am left aloue, and have hmg

sought my lost child. Let those of lis that

remain, speak only of the future."

These words were broken in their utterance,

and it was evident that the speaker was suffering
from violent emotion. jNIarie sat listening to the

dialogue without uttering a word. Her face re-

fleeted the pleasure felt by her mother at this late

reconciliation ; but it was veiled and darkened

by the anxiety she felt for her dying parent. Her
arms were tenderly twined roimd her mother like

a vine aroimd the decayed tree Avhich the next

gale shall lay prostrate. She gazed wistfully in

her mother's face, and once almost fancied that

the new hopes Mhich had dawned upon their pros-

pects had imparted fresh vitality to the sinking
frame within her arms, b\it the illusion was only

transitory, ilortality had gathered its supporters

together for one last grand struggle with the cham-

pion of immortality, and the victory remained
with the powers of the spirit world. Ere her

grandfather had done speaking, Marie felt a shiver

pass through the frame of her mother, Avhich was
the iirecursor of death. Her arms were suddenly
called upon for additional support, and she gazed
with a terrified look upon the bloodless cheeks
and closed eyes of her mother, and then silently

appealed to us. We saw that the sufferer had
ceased to suffer

; and that the angels were about
to lead home another fugitive from its earthly
prison, and we unwound the poor girl's arms from
the almost breathless clay.
The patient was soon beyond the reach of

worldly ministration. Her pulse ceased to indi-
cate the presence of life, and the l)rightest mirror
would have passed unstained over her mouth.
She was ;/ojic, and we retired from the presence of
the grief that was too holy to be witnessed by a

stranger.

When we descended, we found Justine all

anxiety regarding the patient and her visitor. She

scanned our features with an almost ludicrous mix-

ture of curiosity and earnestness, and, with a volu-

bility considerably accelerated by the remnant of

our second bottle of wine, her questions followed

each other with the haste of a flock of sheep, with

a dog at their heels.
' • Was madame better ? Was monsieur, the

visitor, an old friend ? Did mademoiselle comfort

herself tranquilly ?"

We answered the first question in its order of

precedence, and a single expression took possession

of her face.

"Great God? and is it so, monsieiu-? And
mademoiselle—?

"

" Is with her grandfather," we rejoined.

"Did monsieur say 'her grandfather?'
"

We rephed in the affirmative.
' ' I see ;

Heaven is at length mindful of its own.

Then monsieur will care for her, and the shorn

lamb shall not be driven out into the wilderness,"

exclaimed Justine.

We promised to call next day to inquire after

Marie, and we ke[it our word. The wrinkles in

Justine's cheeks seemed to have veiy recently

been the channels of an unwonted flow of water,

which, in subsiding, had left the usual tide-marks

on the banks. Mademoiselle, said she, had passed
a wretched night. She had been desolate, incon-

solable ; but monsieur, son tjrandpere, was prodigal

of his sympathy, and the poor child was growing
more reconciled to her loss.

"After the funeral," said Justine, "they will

retire to the chateau of monsieur, where Marie is

to take the place of her deceased grandmfere in the

household. But I know not how long this arrange-

ment will last," continued she,
" for events crowd

in rather thickly at present. Marie has received

by this day's post a letter from her affianced, who
is recovered, and about to return home to establish

his health. He is a captain of his regiment now,
and wiU not quietly submit to see his favoiuite

conscript becoming the follower of another."

A few days subsequently we received a hand-

some mourning ling from Marie's grandfather, ac-

companied by a note containing warm, b\it im-

earned thanks from herself, and we have treasured

both until now, as mementos of one of the most

painful incidents in our professional career.

'TEAINS AND TRAMWAYS.

The aristocracy of Marylebone have rushed to

the rescue, and the projected train is off the

line for the jn-esent. Lord Portman heads the

onslaught in defence of vested rights, though the

inhabitant householders of Gloucester Place, Port-

man Square, acknowledge "that private interest

must yield to public convenience when a clear case

is made out."

Lord Portman and his clients are qnite right in

defending themselves from injury ;
and we may

go further than that, and add that they ought to

have compensation for auy proven injury
—as in

the case of railways—which may occur from

benefitting the piiblic. Only, they must not be

compensated first, and discover afterwards that
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tlie supposed injury has put tlieir property at a

premium, as lias been the case with many railways.

Now, what are the public advantages to be
!

obtained—we will not say by tram\\ays—but by
some system of road improvement which shall

enable the public to ride in a better class of car-

riages as a matter of convenience ? First, a saving
of 75 per cent, in the cost of haulage, and 50 per
cent, in drivers and conductors, putting that

extra prolit into the pockets of the proprietors.
Or—Secondly, extending the sphere of riding to a

far larger class of the pojjulation, and all this with-

out in any way interfering with the public conve-

nience as regards other vehicles or foot passengers.
What are the objections made ?

1. That Mr. Train's system will make a nuisance

by reason of monster omnibuses.

Not proven ;
inasmuch as one omnibus is less

niiisance than two. But, in truth, Mr. Train's

specitic system is neither more uor less than a very
bad class of railway, with a very hea\'y railway

carriage on it, drawn by horses instead of an

engine. It is likely to prove a nuisance only by
means of mechanical inefficiency.

'2. That the streets chosen are not wide enough
to permit the railway carriage to pass along the

centre, while leaving way enough on each side for

the passage of other carriages.
If this be so, the result would be mischievous,

aggravating its mechanical deficiencies.

o. That the present small omnibuses "run at

such a jiace, and at such a rate of charge, as to

meet the requirements of all classes." They who
make this statement are jtrobably good easy ])eople

who never experienced the curse of llobert Burns
"
making a guinea do the work of five poimds."

If the poor could ride three miles for a penny
instead of twopence, they w^ould express a veiy

strong opinion on this matter, and claim to be

better judges than the richer classes in the matter

of their especial vehicular conveyance.
No one with a sense of justice will say that

the wealthy classes should be deprived without

reason of their ease and convenience ;
but one

thing is quite clear. The whole of the streets,

save some portion of the parks, and the special
reservations of the Duke of Bedford and others,

are open to every kind of vehicle, and the

omnibuses select those streets where a sufficient

jiumber of customers are to be picked iip along
the line of route. Baker Street, of course, comes
imder this category.

Now, of all noisy vehicles, an omnibus is about

the Avorst. It is a contrivance to create noise ;

and the process of noise creation, jumping from

stone to stone, produces a mass of dust in dry
weather, and mud in wet weather. Whether as

regards noise, or dust, or dirt, Mr. Train's carriage

running on a rail woidd be comparativelj^ noise-

less, and free from all dirt nuisance ;
and were the

experiment tried with the omnibuses one day, and
the rail carriage next, it is very certain that the

inhabitants, if jioUed, would give their suffrages in

favour of the latter ; the difference would be as

great as that between wood pavement and stone

pavement, though subject to disadvantages of

other kinds.

Mr. Train's system is unquestionably a clumsy

one, but it is not on that ground that the objec-
tions are made against it. It is simi)ly because

they do not understand it that persons raise

objections against it. If the objectors once under-
stood the theory and principle of traction, their

objections woiUd cease. It is the rougluiess of a
road of stone in blocks or Macadam that causes
the noise and vibration. To this the objectors will

probably reply that all railways are noisy and
vibrative. But a railway carriage moving at seven
miles per hour is comparatively noiseless and free

from vibration. It is the question of speed : the

rough road at a slow speed is as noisy as a

smoother road at higher speed. This may be

experienced by riding in an omnibus over the

smooth granite trams in Bread Street Avhen Cheap-
side pavement is taken up.
How many of the readers of this paper will get

these facts into their brains, that a smooth road
is a less nuisance than a rough one, and that an

ordinary omnibus would lose half its noisome

qualities by running on a smooth surface, and save

half the cost of horse flesh and human labour ?

Perhaps five per cent, of my readers will realise

this in their minds, and then throw down the

paper and think no more of it. The ninety-five
others will go on believing that a street railway is

a nuisance—until they see it realised.

The first move towards success will l^e to coin some
new word, eschewing the woi-ds "rail" and "tram"

altogether, and getting some rolling Greek phrases
that will set up new ideas, purging these ninety-
five brains of all the perilous stuff' therein gathered.
The next move will be to get a lectmer to visit

all the parishes with a model a}iparatus to demon-
strate the practical fact of the superiority of a

smooth surface, whether for passengers, for horses,

for proprietors, or for paving-boards ;
after that, a

special piece of ground should be selected for a six

months' trial. No other process can get over the

prevailing prejudices. And it is to be feared that

the imperfect contrivances, introduced by Mr.

Train, will rather retard than forward this most

important question of transit. People will assume

that all systems must necessarily be imperfect,

becavise one has been imported which is cajjable

of further improvement. ^^ • B. A.

A CASKET OF EINGS.
Amehis told me 'twas all about a little riug,

A riug the princess threw away, and I took v.p.
John Fobd.

It may well be a matter of surprise and wonder

that Sir Thomas Browne, whose searching wit and

lively fancy found quincunxes lavishly scattered

everywhere by the providence or caprice of natiu-e,

never took in hand the still richer theme of a

Pting. He might have charmed contemporaries
and posterity alike, by employing on a congenial

topic his quaint imagination and his learned

diction, whilst he disi^layed his subtle mind and

his extensive reading. He might have directed

our attention to the stars of heaven and the

worms of earth, and showed us rings encircling

both. He might have pointed to the persons of

savage and civilised nuan, to the tails of serpents

and apes, to the necks of birds, to the skins of
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one of the most ferocious and one of tlio most

gentle animals vliieli inhabit the wilds of Africa,

to the green sward, to the leaves of trees. He

might have enlarged upon the manifold uses of

tlie ring in liunian societies—cither simply as an

ornament to the person, or as a means of authenti-

cating the owner's will and wish ;
or as com

])assing from hand to hand in commercial deal-

ings ;
or as a significant symbol in momentous

proceedings ;
or as an amulet averting disease and

misfortune ; or as an aid in divining the unrolled,

unwritten secrets of the future. He might have

entertained us with an account of the marvellous

properties which superstition in various ages

ascribed to rings, and he might have noticed the

changes in shape and mode of wearing which, as

personal ornaments, they have undergone at the

tickle will of fashion. As a physician, doubtless,

he wore a ring in compliance with the precepts of

Hippocrates and (Jalcn ; and, after describing it,

he might have agreeably indulged his discursive

intellect in digressions as to the metal of which it

was composed, the precious stone which adorned

it, or the inscription which compressed within a

few letters a lucid truth or a dark mystery.
Far be from us the presiunption of attemi^ting

what the learned humourist left undone. Yet
there can be no harm, perhaps, if we offer a con-

tribution in the manner of a mhnoire 2'iour servir

for the use of the future historian, to be honour-

ably mentioned, or silently passed by in his

luminous pages, as our humble performance may
deserve. And the subject well demands its own
historian

;
for within the magic circle of a little

ring how many things of deep importance to the

whole human race have been performed ; out of its

diminutive compass how much of weal and woe to

individuals has issued !

Associations connected with rings crowd into

the memory from history, from fiction, from art.

The costly ring of Polycrates, that was as little to

be got rid of as his destiny; Eogero's, in the " Or-
lando Furioso ;" Abdaldar's, which when cast into

the gidf, "A skinny hand came up, and caught it

as it fell, and peals of devilish laughter shook the
cave ;"

*
Borgia's poisoned ring ; Camilla and

Gil Bias
; Boccaccio's story of the three rings,

told by the Jew to the Mahometan, which has
been thought to shadow the doubts of a sceptic ;

the unseemly wager between Posthumus and
lachimo, when the former staked his wife's
honour and a jewelled ring "dear as his finger;"
Isaljella, disposing of her wedding-ring, descriJjed
in a passage of "The Fatal Marriage," which
when read by the amiable Sophia Western, the
book dropped from her hand, and a shower of
tears ran down into her bosom

; the antique ring
of massive gold

" with a cameo most beautifully
executed, bearing the head of Cleopatra," pre-
sented as a

peace-offering to the Antiquary by his

nephew; the ruby ring which Charles II., dis-

guised as a gipsy woman, dropped into Alice Lee's
pitcher ;t and a thousand others of more or less

celebrity. But to indulge in general allusions will
conduce little to the amusement or instruction of
the reader, and with these objects in view we
must treat the matter with greater particularity.

* Thalaba (book v.). t Woodstock.

The early history of the ring, like that of aU

important things, is involved in obscurity ; but

we can readily believe that the rude pleasure

received by the eyes from bright and glittering

objects would induce the primitive denizens of the

earth to construct ornamental appendages of an

annular form as soon as they had acquired suffi-

cient skill to cut stone or cast metal. Tubal Cain

was the earliest artificer in brass or iron
; and

Bezaleel, the son of Uri, the fii-st maker of rings
on record. Rings are mentioned in the "Odyssey."
It was a condition imposed by Penelope on her

importiinate suitors, that they shoidd shoot an

arrow from the bow of the absent Ulysses through
twelve rings, alternately of silver and brass, placed
in a line. This task they were unable to perform ;

but when the wandering chief, returning in dis-

guise, drew the cord, his shaft tiashed through
them all. Pliny refers to the practice of wearing

rings, more than once, and after alluding to the

laboiu's undertaken with the view of extracting
metal from the bowels of the earth, and precious
stones from their bed, he exclaims,

" How many
hands are harassed that a single member of the

hand may look gay I

"

Amongst the oldest rings in existence may be

mentioned that of Cheops, the builder of the Great

Pyramid, which was found in a tomb near that

stupendous erection. It is of gold, with hiero-

glyphics.* Various rings wdth Runic inscriptions
have been found both in this country and in

Scandinavia. They are now safely deposited in

museums, and some of them have been dissertated

upon by our antiquarians.

Many ancient rings have been preserved, and
have at length found their way into the cabinets

of collectors, on account of their reputed power to

guard their wearers from harm—a power residing
more perhaps in the stone than in the setting.

According to an Eastern writer, the precious
stones are all influential in their several ways :

thus, the diamond cures madness, and soothes

vain fears
; the ruby dispels melancholy bodings,

and ensures honourable place ;
the emerald pre-

vents ill dreams, and cures the palsy ;
the saj)-

phire averts the operation of enchantments ; and
the turquoise enlivens the eye, and heals the bite

of poisonous reptiles. The Persian name of the

turquoise is
" Father of Isaac." Now it wUl be

remembered, that the ring Shylock had from Leah
when he Avas a bachelor, was set with this stone :

the ring that he declared he would not have

exchanged for a wilderness of monkeys, when he
heard how his daughter, after her elopement, had

given it for one. Are we to suppose that the

tiu-quoise was by tradition a stone peculiarly
Jewish ? It does not, however, appear to have
been set in any one of the four rows of stones

which composed Aaron's mysterious breast-plate.
From a passage in one of Donne's poems, it seems
that it told the state of the wearer's health by
changing colour :

As a compassionate turcoise that doth tell,

By looking pale, the wearer is not well.

And Ben Jonson, when describing some parasites
of Sejauus, says that they were accustomed to

* ' "

Eiigiishwoman iu Egypt.
"
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Observe him as his watok observes his clocli,

And true as turquoise in the dear lord's riug,

Look well or ill with him.

The ring given to Camball, by his sister

Canace (Faery Queen, book iv.), had not only the

virtue of staunching woiinds, l>ut of restoring the

weariness of the sjjirit and the -wasting of the

bodily powers in battle :

Through working of the stone therein y-set.

When the murder of Andrew of Hungary,
husl)and of Joanna Queen of Naples, had been

resolved upon, the deed was effected in this wise :

the royal couple being absent from tlieir capital

on a hunting expedition, it was reported tbat

despatches had arrived from Naples which required

instant attention ; and when alhu-ed by the false

intelligence from bis apartment into the corridor,

lie was attacked by the assassins. But as they
believed that a ring given bim by his mother was

a talisman against death by sword or poison, they
tied a silken cord round his neck, and completed
the work of strangulation by pushing him out of

the window.
Various other curious properties have been

attributed to rings, either by the credulous fancy
of the populace, or the creative fancy of poets.

Everyone lias heard of Gyges, King of Lydia, who
had a ring which was said to possess the virtue of

rendering him invisible when he turned it in his

hand, without depriving him of the power of

seeing others. In later days, there was a tra-

dition that one Keddie, a tailor, found in a cavern

in the hill of Kinnoul, near Perth, a ring possess-

ing a similar property to that of Gyges. This

gothic version of the classic tale is told by Sir

Walter Scott, in a note to liis "Fair ^Maid of

Perth." In the story of the Tartar king,
" Cam-

buscan bold," it is related that when the monarch

was sitting at a feast on the anniversary of his

birthday, a knight came riding into the hall on a

steed of brass.

Upon his thomhe he had of gold a ring ;

which he brought along with a mirror to Canace,

the king's daughter, from the King of Arable and

Inde. She was told that the vii-tue of this
"
queinte ring" when borne on her thumb, or

carried in her purse, consisted in enabling her to

understand the language of birds, to reply in a man-

ner intelligible to them, and to know the medici-

nal powers of all plants.* In Wilhehn Meister's

Travels, the story of the NewAIelusina relates how
the daughter of Eckwald, king of the dwarfs, waxed

by virtue of a monstrous ring, that lay in the

royal ti-easury, to the full dimensions of a mortal.

It took foiu'-and-twenty dwarfs to lift it ;
biit it

no more than fitted her finger when she had

attained the stature of a mortal. The same ring

had had the opposite property of transforming a

man to the size of a pigmy, as the garrulous barber

experienced who had the fortune to become

Melusiua's husband. An instance of the super-

natural i^owers popularly reputed to l)elong to

particular rings may be found in Fletcher's

"Loyal Subject,"
—a jilay first performed about

1618. A ring is represented as given by the

*
Chaucer, "Squire's Tale."

Duke of !Muscovia to Alinda, his sister's waiting-
maid ;

the posy was, "The jewel's set within."

Alinda smiles on receiving it, from thinking
" what strange spells these rings have, and how

they work with some." Afterwards, she affects

to feel its inlluence, and exclaims, "Sure there's

a witchcraft in this ring !

" We may quit this

part of the subject by remintling the classical

scholar that the Greeks had a scheme of divination

by rings enchanted, or constructed after some

position of the stars ;
and this they called

AaiiTu\o(xayTeia.

From the earliest times of which we have any

record, the ring was held emblematic of power
and authority. We hear of honourable place

being conferred l)y the simple gift of a ring, just

as the British Chancellor receives his appointment

by the mere delivery of the Great Seal. Alexander

the Macedonian, Avhen stretched on his death-bed,

drew the ring from his finger, and gave it to

Perdiccas ; thereby intimating, it is thought, that

he beqxieathed his vast emxjii'e to that General,

and appointed him his successor. Perdiccas con-

ceived that his title would be fortified by another

ring, for he married Alexander's sister, Cleopatra.

His competitors, however, were too strong for

him ; and, after he had been ruined in fortune, he

was assassinated in his tent by his own officers.

Who took possession of Alexander's ring, history

does not inform us. It is well known that the

Roman knights wore a gold ring, presented to

them at the i)ublic expense. It is an instance of

the humanity or the dissimulation of Julius

Cai'sar, that when the Egyptians, after the battle

of Pharsalia, brought to him Pompey's head and

ring (he was a knight) Cresar wept. Perhaps he

recollected with tenderness the intimacy of their

former friendship ; perhaps he Avas suddenly

struck by the idea of the instability of human

grandeur ; perhaps he thought the act woidd tell

upon his soldiers. When a iloman slave received

his liberty, his master bestowed upon him a -white

robe, a cap, and a ring. In a curious account of

the Ceremonies and Services at the English Court

m the time of Henry YIII., printed from an

ancient manuscript in the Antiquarian ilepertory,

there are some directions as to the proceedings in

the creation of a prince. "The prince shall be

brought in and presented before the kinge in his

estat, in the abit of a prince, between two dukes,

before him his sword borne by a duke or an erle,

on the left side the ringe. The kinge shall first

put upon him his sword, after the ringe on the left

finger." A ring formed part of the pecidiar attire

of "the Iloman bishops ;
and in our own church

it still appears at the ceremonies which take

place on the occasion of an episcopal investment.

The privilege of wearing a ring became an object

of ambition to haughty aljljots, who witnessed

with an ill grace any marks of superior dignity on

the persons of others. In the records of the

abbey of ( i lastonbury, there is a grant from Pope

Alexander VI. to the abbot, of the right to wear a

mitre and a ring ;
and the muniment room of

other monasteries could show similar documents.

How the ring came to be used at the celebra-

tion of the marriage rite does not clearly appear,

i but it is believed that at first it formed no part of
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the .ictu.al ceremony, being merely one of the

fjwumlia, gifts made to many persons at the time

of entering into a solemn engagement as a testi-

mony of the contract. It may be remarked that,

among tlie llomans, a ring was freqnently handed

over by way of earnest at the closing of a bargain.

One of the most siugnlar marriage-contracts in

which tlie ring was introduced was that annual

alliance of the city of Venice to the sea, which

dated from the year 1170. On Ascension Day in

every year the JJoge sailed in his splendid galley
—

the Rucentaur—into the Adriatic amongst the

l)alaces that had their origin in dirt and seaweed,
and let a ring fall into the water, whilst he pro-
nounced the words "Desponsamus te, Mare, in

signnm vei-i perpetuicpie dominii." Alas! the pre-

sumption of man that dares to speak of thelasting-
ness of aught belonging to him, most of all when
the possession he boasts of is dominion !

Connected with this ceremony we may refer to

the fresco-painting executed by the Bellini for the

Hall of Council in the Doge's palace, in one of

which the Doge Grimani was re2)resented in the act

of receiving from the Pope the gold ring to be

used in his espousal of the Adriatic. We may
recall this picture the more ajipropriately since, like

the observance it was designed to commemorate,
it is transferred into the list of things tliat were :

it was destroyed by lii-e in 1577.
It is a flat truism to say that of all earthly

things, fortune excepted, fashion has had the
widest reign, and taken to herself the greatest

privilege of lickleness. Could it be expected that
the ring would escape her influence ? Not only
have rings been worn on Angers of the hand, but
on the wrists, arms and ankles, in the nose and
ears ; not only have they been made of metal, but
of glass, stone, wood, ivory ; and, in short, of

every substance which can be shaped into the
annular form. Rings in the nose were once worn
by the Israelitish women, but are now conttned to

savages and pigs. We have been more reconciled
to the sight of rings in the ears of men (it is a
common custom amongst the lower classes on the
continent to wear them thus) since we learned
that our own Shakspeare adopted the fashion

; at
least if the accuracy of the portrait once belonging
to Lord Ellesmere may be trusted. At all events
this mode of wearing rings was common amongst
the gallants of Shakspeare's day. When Master
Matthew (Every Man in his Humour, 1596) was
in straits for money, he offered to i)awn the jewel
in his ear. The thumb at some jjeriods has been
adorned with a ring. We think there is a

story of a Roman lady who was wont to slip one
of her husband's rings upon her wrist and wear it
as a bracelet.

In the early part of the last centuiy it is statedm the British Apollo, to have been the custom to
place the ring in the ceremony of marriage upon
the fourth finger, but afterwards to wear it on
the tliumb.

'_'

Multis hoc modis, ut csetera omnia, luxuria
variavit, gemmas addendo excpiisiti fulgoris, censu-
que opimo digitos onerando sicut dicemus in
gemmarum volumin.e, mox et effigies varias
ca-lando, ut alibi ars, alibi sententia esset in
pretio." Such is the elegant language of Plinv, and

'

he proceeds to detail some of the modes of wearing

that, the various shapes of which he had sum-

marily alluded to. The Gaids and Britons, he

says, placed the ornament on the middle flnger,

whereas, in his day at Rome, that w^as the only

finger on which it was not carried. In the

seventeenth centiuy a fashion prevailed in Eng-
land of having a skull cut on the stone, a mode
dictated l)y the same feeling, one woidd think,

that induces a tobacco-smoker to have the bowl

of his hookah carved in the shape of a grinning

capTit mortuum. Among the whimsical figures

to which the countenance of the pedant Holo-

fernes is likened by the merry lords in "Love's

Labour Lost," is a death's face in a ring. He
is going to deliver a grave speech in an assumed
character before the Princess and her court, and

being repeatedly interrupted, he declares he will

not be put out of countenance by them. Be-

cause, saj's Biron, thou hast no face. What is

i this ? replies the unlucky schoolmaster, pointing
to that i^art of his person which answered to

the visage of other j^eople, and immediately
a bushel of derisive similitudes was showered

upon him.

Young, in a jpassage, condemning the frivolous

pursuits of life in the 2'i'esence of its a\\ful

realities, represents man as attired—
In all the fruitless fopperies of life,

And raffling for the Death's head on the ring.

Many (said Robinson, Bishop of Bangor, in one of

his sermons) carry death on their fingers when he
is never nigh their hearts. A ring made of two

entwined, and hence called gimmal ring (gemellus,
a twin), was at one time in use, as we are reminded

by a passage here and there in our old plays.

Thus, in Beaumont and Fletcher's "Beggar's
Bush '—

Ifub.

Jac.

Sure I sliould know that gimmal.
"lis certain he—I bad forgot my I'ing, too.

There is an allusion now and then occurring

amongst the writers of that period which we do
not altogether understand. When a damsel was
crossed in love we find her straightway emjdoyed
in making rings of rushes. The tailor's daughtei-,
in the "Two Koble Kinsmen," is an instance;
and again we are told that Phtedi-ia, whilst in

her boat busy with " vaine toyes," devised some
"
gaudy girlonds

" and "rings of rushes."—(Faery
Queen, Book ii

, 77-) The usage no longer obtains

with us of engraving an inscription on the ring,
but formerly it was not complete unless it had its

i:)osD, a word which w-as probably derived from

TToi-nais, a poetical maxim. Old Udal spells it

X>oysef, which brings it very near the Greek
word.

The composition of an apt motto was deemed no
dishonourable task by the great wits of a by-gone
age, and their pens seemed to have been guided
by a rule something like that given by Sir Toby
to his friend Sir Andrew for the composition of

his challenge.
" Be brief

; it is no matter how
witty, so it be eloquent and full of invention."
When Jacques and Orlando met in the forest—neither of them in the humour for wordy ijolite-
ness—such was the epigrammatic pithiness of
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Orlando's sentences that the "vvorlcl-sick coiirtier

surmises he had been acquainted Avith goklsmiths'
wives, and had conned his answers out of rings !

The weeping maiden, in Shakspeare's "Lovers'

Complaint," is seen tearing letters in the ex-

tremity of her grief, and we are told that she

Cracked many a ring of posled gold and hone.

The practice of thus inscribing rings was a

widely-extended one. It obtains at this day
amongst the Chinese, with whom the single word
"Patience "

is a favourite motto.

But the ring has not alwaj-s been merely an
ornament or a plaything ; it has had its uses, and
has frequently performed notable serAace. Its use,

as a signet, dates from very early times, and in

that character it is often mentioned in the narra-

tives of the Bible. Cicero has the expression—
"imprimere sigilla annulo." The Pope has a ring
which is called the Fisherman's ring, because it

bears the representation of Peter as a fisherman.

It is used to seal the Papal Ijriefs—instruments of

less importance than bulls. When the Pope dies

the Cardinal Chamberlain breaks the ring, and the

city of Home presents the succeeding occupant of

8t. Peter's chair with a new one. The peculiar

authenticity ascribed to impressions of signets has

led to their being often employed to effect a

sinister purpose both in real life and in fiction.

The atrocious violence to which the virtuous wife

of a Roman senator fell a victim was accom-

plished, it will be remembered, by the Emperor
Valentiuian, by means of her husband's signet

ring.
Another use of rings was, as we have already

hinted, in the way of money. Ancient ring-money
found in various parts of the island, may be seen

in the British Museum : and bronze rings used
for a similar purpose have been disinterred in

Ireland.

Antiquarians are of opinion that large rings of

gold, occasionally dug up in Scandinavia, were
iised at the ceremony of administering an oath.

Some persons have been known to carry poison
secreted under the stone ; Demosthenes is said

to have been one of them, so that he had

alwaj^s a means of terminating his existence in

that which seemed to others nothing but an inno-

cent ornament.

As gifts and marks of affection, rings have

figured largely in the intercourse of society. If a
monarch desires to express his acknowledgments
for the politeness of his inferiors, he thinks he does
it most siiitably by the gift of a diamond ring. If

a lover wishes to intimate the strength or purity
and endlessness of affection for his mistress, and
at the same time to prefigure the knot which he

hopes will hereafter bind them together, is it not
all done by the i)resent of a ring ?

Fair sweet, if you desire to know,
And would the meaning understand,
Wherefore on you I do bestow
This ring of gold with lieart in hand,
Read these few lines that are behind,
And tliere my meaning you shall find.*

How often has a ring been intended to typify
* A soinietta from a collection of poems principally by

Thomas Delony, priuted 1007.

the lasting force of a friendship the frailty of
which a few months exposed. Amongst the Latin

poems of Buchanan are some lines on a rin" set
with a diamond, presented by Queen EHzabeth to
her dear cousin ^lary Queen of Scots. The spot-
less lustre of the stone and its adamantine hard-

ness, however, betokened something very different
from the feelings which were meant to be ex-

pressed, or the qualities meant to be imaged, and
the aspirations with which the poem concluded in

the name of the ring
—if Fate ordains that it

should link each to the other with a chain as of

adamant never to be broken by the attacks of

envy, hatred, malice or time, then would it be
the happiest, the most celebrated, and the most
estimable of jewels—proved as fallacious as any
human desire, as baseless as any human jirophecy,
has ever been. One of the large pictures in the

Luxembourg Palace (from which we may obtain
an excellent idea of the modern French school of

High Art) should be mentioned as representing an

episode in history in Avhich the ring was an actor.

Every one knows that Francis I. fell into the
hands of the Emperor Charles V. at the battle of

Pavia, and was kept a prisoner for some months
in Spain. Subsecpiently, Charles, being desirous

of visiting his Flemish dominions, asked permis-
sion of Francis to pass through his kingdom,
which was gi'anted. On his road he was enter-

tained at Fontainebleau with great splendour.
Some of the king's friends exhorted him to take
this opportunity of retaliating upon the emperor
by seizing his person, and amongst them was the

Duchess d'Etampes. Charles being conscious of

his dangerous position, thought it jirudent to gain
the woman over to his interests by some species of

brilie. One day, when preparing to wash his

hands l)efore seating himself at table, he drew
from his linger a ring of great value, and pur-

posely let it fall near the duchess, who i)icked it

^^p from the floor and presented it to the owner.
"
Xo, madame," said he, "the ring is in a hand

too beautiful for me to take it again." The trick

answered its purpose ;
but the duchess was not

the only one Vvith V\-hom C^harles had to contend.

When the Court jester
—" a fellow wise enough to

play the fool, a practice," saj's ^"iola, "as full of

labour as a wise man's art
"—laid a list of fools

before the king, it was found to be headed with

the emperor's name as being fool enough to put
himself into the clutches of his advei-sarj'.

"But," said Francis,
"

if I allow him to pass

free, what then?"

"Why, then," said the jester, "I shaU strike

out his name and write yours in its place."
We have seen that the ring is present at the

most important act which a man performs in his

course from the cradle to the grave. It apjiears

once more at the last scene of all. This time,

however, it is tricked with black, and glitters not

with jewels, its sole ornament being a short and

mournful admonition. Those who are acquainted
with the history of the Spectator's country knight

(and who is not?) will i-emember that he left rings

by his wiU for every one in the club.

Amongst our collection of annidar curiosities

we must not omit to mention that a diminutive

watch has sometimes taken the place of the jewel



528 ONCE A WEEK. [Xov. 3, 1S60.

ill a ring. George TIT. was iircsented by a London
wati-hniakor vitli a ring thus ornamented. The
vateh was less than a silver twoi)encc, and, though
it had no fewer than one hundred and twenty-five
several iiarts, it weighed only seven grains more
than live jiennyweights. Charles V. of Germany
and James I. of England had rings ornamented
ill a similar manner, and in the museum at

Dresden is to be seen a ring set with a minute

hoi'ologe.

Amongst the accumulations of elegant and fan-

tastic shapes into which stone and precious metal
art' found carved in the cabinets of princes or in

national museums may often l^e seen rings whose
claim to preservation is that they have been worn

by some illustrious de])arted. In the public

library at Wolfenbiittel are Luther's mai-riage and
doctor's rings ;

and Prince IMetternich's museum
at Kiinigswart contains the rings of Matthajus
Corvinus and John Sobieski.

A few miscellaneous references to art, verbal
and pictorial, where this ornament is introduced

being given we shall cease to task the reader's

patience. In the hands of a true artist it is a

powerfid instrument in telling his story or height-
ening its effect. When Hogarth wished to expose
the wretched passion of avarice in an old man
who had bartered away the happiness of his

daughter for an alliance with a titled spendthrift,
he painted him drawing off the ring from her

fingers as she lay in the extremity of death. To
shift the scene—Dante deemed not fully apparelled
the hand of the woman, to whom he"offered the

precious incense of his verse, without a ring on one
of the tender fingers. And in Suckling's gay lines

on a wedding he must needs exhibit to us the

slender delicacy of the bride's hand by telling us

that—

Her finger was so small the ring
Would not stay on which they did bring,
It was too wide a peck.

In Massinger's "Great Duke of Florence " we
see Sanazarro, a jirisoner in a lonely chamber of a

country mansion, convejang to the Duchess of

L'^rbino, who was in love with him, a notice of his

condition and a petition that she would intercede

for his liberation, by writing on a pane of glass
with a ring which she had given him, and flinging
it at her feet. Remember the astonishment of

the poor fisherman and his wife when Undine left

their cottage for a moment and came back with
two costly rings, one of which she gave to the
storm-bewildered knight Sir Huldbrand, and kept
the other herself.

We must now shut down the lid upon the con-

tents of our little casket, which have been collected

and arranged for the inspection of our friends in

the hope that it would afford them pleasure to see

grouped together some of the

jewels
That on the stretched forefinger of all time

Sparkle for ever.

Our fair readers especially will appreciate the

purpose to which little Dan Cupid is putting the

ring in our tailpiece.

NOW, AND THEN.
Birds are singing on bush and tree,
^^mging a thousand loves and joys ;

Once, it was music sweet to me.
Now, it seemeth only noise.

Ah ! life's music fled with him !

Roses are hlooming—once they were
Fairest of wonders that Nature weavea •

Now their perfume makes faint the air.

And, to me, they are just—red leaves.
Ah ! life's beauty faded with him !

Daylight dies, and the stars arise.
Not as of old with hope-giving light ;

Then, they looked loving, like human eyes,
Now, they are pitiless, cold, and bright.

Ah ! the brightest star has set !

Anna Hagedon.
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LAST WEEK
THE HOLY ALLIANCE.

Can it be true that "we are re.ally back in those

times when the Eiii2:)erors of Tlussia and Austria,

and the King of Prussia, were represented in ohl

engravings as embracing each otlier, and vowing
eternal fidelity to the sublime principle that the

nations of the eartli were created for the iise of

kings ? Even so far back as the year IS 15, either

the free air of England or the prudence of Lord

Castlereagh had sufficient force to prevent the

Prince Kegent from joining such an alliance as

this. On the continent of Europe, Prince Met-

ternich and Madame Krlidener, and the Prussian

diplomatists, and the statesmen of the Restoration in

Paris were allowed to have things their own way,
and for fifteen long years the heavings of the great

earthquake Avere checked. The constitutions

promised to the Gei-man nations were withhekl,

and in their place the Diet at Frankfort—that last

expression of German pedautiy and ever-meddling

tyranny—was established as an actual institution.

The Russian Emperor carried out in i)ractice his

dream of universal freedom by rivetting the last

links of the chains on the imfortunate Poles.

Francis of Austria, acting no doubt under the

advice of MetterDich, deprived the estates of

his various provinces of the last remains of self-

government, and constituted himself the sole and

irresponsible inquisitor and regulator of his empire.
Recent events in Hungary, and in Lombardy more

particularly, are the best illustrations of the value

of this system of blind and elaborate tyranny.
France was thrown back into the hands of the

religious congregations, and that statesman best

pleased his royal master who contrived to defi'aud

the French nation of some portion of the liberty
which had been promised to them upon the fall of

Napoleon Bonaparte and the restoration of the old

traditional dynasty. Old Marshal Soult might
have been seen in those days walking in a religi-

ous procession, with a huge wax- taper in his hand,
and all but intoniug those set forms of French

adjiu-ation, which are more in harmony with the

energy of camps than with the solemnities of the

church. Louis XA'JII. was wheeled about from

his chaniber to his carriage in a chair of marvellous

construction, and quoted scraps of Horace, now
at his brotliei', and now at his people. The most
French thing in France, in those times, was the

immortal song of Beranger, who contrived that his

countrymen shoiild forget the edge, and remember

only the glitter of the imperial sword. After all,

expedition for expedition
—one of Napoleon's little

2n-omenades militain'S to Berlin or Vienna, was at

least more flattering to the French love of glory
than the wretched saunter from the Bidassoa to

Cadiz. Battle for battle, Austerlitz or Jena, was
well worth the day of the Trocadero. However,
thus it was that kings and princes went on in those

Lethjean times, which passed away, in all appear-

ance, so calmly between the last struggle at

Waterloo, and the three days of Barricades, when
the old Epicurean philosopher of Hartwell had

passed away, and a king equally despotic at

heart, but a far less shrewd observer of the times

blundered in his stead.

But these fifteen years of j^ause and hesitation

were intelligible after those other twenty-five

years of fire and sword. The nations of Europe
were w-cary of revolutions, and campdife, and

captui'ed cities, and the misery, and the splendour
of an epoch when war was looked upon as the

])redominant ail'air of human life. In no country
did this feeling so strongly prevail as in France.

In the year 1814, when Napoleon had concluded

his last campaign but one at Fontainebleau, the

exluiustion of the country was so great, that on

Sunday evenings when the villagers of France col-

lected iinder their trees for their usual sports, the

young maidens were obliged to dance together for

want of partners. The youths who should have
courted them in country fashion, and have led

them to the altar, were sleejjing their last sleep
ixnder the snows of Russia, or their bones Avere

bleaching umler the strong suu of Spain. France
was fairly wearied out with the effort of a quarter
of a century, and before all things had to recover

a male population strong enough to re-assert the

prerogative of the French name. Throughout
Germany the hatred against France had been so

intense, and the joy at having driven the invader

back to his own side of the Rhine so great, that

the nations wei'e willing enough to trust to the

promises of their princes, and to bide their time.

Our fathers in England had enough to do in those

evil days. Our statesmen were but too well

inclined to take a lesson from the great continental

professors of the art of tyranny. Lords Eldon

and Sidmouth were not very fervent partisans of

the development of liberal ideas. The harvests

were bad. Strange theories about making bread

dear that poverty-stricken men might have plenty
of it were afloat. There was a general and eager

craving for a reform of our political institutions.

There was antagonism between bigoted Attorneys-
General and reckless pamphleteers, and a general
astonishment at the magnitude of our public bur-

dens. In those days men had not formed a just

estimate of what the British people could accom-

plish, so their ingenuity and their industry were

not obstructed by unwise laws. However, there

was enough to be done at home without looking
about for fresh causes of offence. The Holy
Alliance might be sneered at and jeered at, but

no Englishman of sound mind dreamt of raising

fresh subsidies, and enlisting more soldiers to

combat a principle which might very fairly be left

to work out its own destruction. We had inter-

vened in the affairs of the continent to our hearts'

content. Of iletternich and Kldon, and the ideas

I

they represented, there is an end.

From 1830 to 1S4S the march of political affairs.

was different. Eurojie w;is taught practically that

j

there might be revolution without anarchy. It

I

had been the policy of the old statesmen who had

j
reestablished order in Europe, in other words, who

[

had worked out its liberation from the military

j despotism of France, to establish it as a recognised

axiom, that any resistance to constituted autho-

: rity was but the commencement of fresh troubles

upon the model of 1700. When the intelligence

reached London, now a little more than thirty

years ago, that fresh barricades had been erected

in Paris, and that the people had obtained a \-ic-



tory over the Court and the army, people talked

of the inani;iirati()n of a fresh Keifi;n of Terror.

Wo were to have Dantoi), Marat, Roliespierre over

again, and Fouiiuicr-Tinvillo, and the death-cart,

and the guillotine, and the insane chorus of revolu-

tionary l)i'rott'ii.ici, singing their cf-rra, ca-ira song,

vith (fry lipj^, and eyes greedy of hlood. Very wise

old gentlonuMi in the clubs of St. James's Street

]u-oiihesicd that what liad been would be again, and

that the "
fell demon of revolution" once aroused,

would run his course. Not much came of it. In

place of the Committee of Piddic Safety and the

Directory, and what not, we had that luxurious

monarchy of July which began with one job and

ended with another. Belgium followed the example
of France, and certainly Europe has little cause to

complain of troubles which have tlieir origin in

Brussels, save in so far as the circumspect and

constitutional widower acts as the over-zealous

tool of the rjcrman Courts in their negotiations
with Great Britain. Unconsciously, King Leopold,

hackneyed as he is in the ways of courts and

dijdomatists, may very possibly have been helping
forward a great calamity. He has rided his own
little kingdom to admiration, but out of Belgium
he has been the d3'nastic agent of the German

sovereigns. Were it not that even now the German
nations have but a scant idea of political liberty,
we might contrast their conduct in 1848-49, very
unfavourably with that of the Italians in the years
1859-60. The Italians have proved that they are

more ready to make sacrifices of life and property
than the Germans were twelve years ago, and yet
the Germans affect to look down upon them as an
inferior race. Italy will yet be a nation, and will

occupy a grand place at the council table of

Europe, before Germany has arrived at the conclu-

sion that a union of despotism and pedautiy is not
the best possible form of government. But even
in Germany what a change since 18.30

; and since

1815 ! From the Baltic to the Alps, and from the
Ehine to the Eussian borders it is no longer pos-
sible that men can be ruled upon the old system.
In those lands the thinkers are a patient, meta-

physical race enough, but even they can scarcely
be stirred again to do battle for the old war-cries.

They have been tricked and derided by their rulers
too often ; matchless as their forbearance is, it is

worn thread-bai-e. It is not possible that they
coidd be induced to make any fresh sacrifices for
the perpetuation of principles which, however
sacred in the eyes of their rulers, can scarcely be
said to affect their own interests in any other than
an injurious sense.

The other day the Emperor of Austria met his
Jirother of Russia, and his brother of Prussia, at
Warsaw

; but what was the story which he had
to tell ? Of the two fairest ])rovinces of his em-
pire, one had ju.st been torn from him by the for-
tune of war ; the other was all but in open revolt.
Such wa.s the end of the policy of Metteruich and
Felix Schwarzenberg, and of the good old princi-
ples of "

Tlioronr/h," as applied to Austrian affairs.
Even the sturdy mountaineers of the Tyrol, who
had been a bye-word in Europe for their blind
attachment to the House of Hapsburgh, have at
last given way. The discontent is universal—the
finances of the empire well-nigh exhausted—the

fresh conscriptions more and more intolerable from

day to day. It is clear that Francis Joseph of

Austria could not bring much strength to the con-

federacy. Then for the young Russian, the mili-

tary might of his empire was exhausted in the

Crimea, and in the weary death-marches of his

regiments from one extremity of the Russian do-

minions to the other. Above all, the prestige of

what our journalists used to call the Russian

Colossus was quite overthrown. One of the most

important
—perhaps the most important result of

the Crimean war—was to dispel all illusions upon
that point. We can now tell accurately enough what
force the Russians woidd be able to bring into the

field beyond their own frontiers—what would be
their resources for transport

—how they would be
armed—and how nourished—and, above all, upon
what financial basis their oiierations must repose.

Prussia, no doubt, remains intact, but she has
suffered most grievously in character since her
refusal to share in the honours and perils of the

great European war of 1854—56. We cannot
refuse to take into serious account the action of a

Government which can bring so many disciplined

troops into the field
;
but it may be said with

l)erfect truth that, beyond the borders of that

disjointed kingdom, not a single pulse in Europe
throbs quicker, or harder, at the mention of the

Prussian name. Thej'' have stood alone—so let

them stand
;

if they are to fall alone, so let them
fall. They would not stretch out a finger, nor risk

a thaler, to help us in the hour of our need, so

that henceforward in oiu- dealings with them w"e

shall only be guided by that prudent regard to

our own interests, which, after all, is jierhaps the

basis of all wise action in human affairs. The
Prussians have done much of late to make their

name odious in the ears of Englishmen. One word

upon this.

It is impossible to speak in terms of very high
admiration of the conduct of many of our coun-

trymen when they are taking their pleasure on the

continent of Europe. Had it pleased any foreign

gentleman—had it jileased the police of any foreign

country to seize a peccant Briton who had been

misconducting himself in any way during his

European travels—Englishmen at home would
have been the first to say, "By all means ! The
fellow is rightly served."

Let our own countrymen, however, bear their

fair share of blame
;

or rather, let others bear
their burdens as well as they. But the inso-

lence of your French or German tourist travel-

ling upon the continent of Europe is to the full

upon a par with that of the Englishman. He is

as
^
aggressive upon the steamer or railway

—as

noisy and selfish at the hotel—more prying, more
punctilious than your regular John Bull, with his

plaid shooting-coat, and felt hat. However, to
accuse others is not to free our own people from
blame. If an English traveller had really mis-
conducted himself in a railway carriage, we should
have rejoiced to have seen him d>dy punished,
even although all the French and German
travellers of the same season had set him the

example. But what was the truth of this

wretched affair at Bonn, the other day ? A
railway train stops at the Bonn station ;

an
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Juiglisli traveller leaves liis place in a railway

carriage for a moment, and when lie returns he
finds it occupied by a German. He asks as well

as he can for his seat, Ijut his remonstrances are

treated with contempt. Finally, he proceeds to

eject the intruder from his seat. Such is the story
as it is related, and of course it is impossible in

strictness to justify the act of a man who takes

the law into his own hands, in place of calling in

the aid of the railway otticials either in Germany
or elsewhere. Our countryman is dragged off to

gaol ;
in point of fact from one gaol to another ;

he is silenced when he endeavoui-s to justify him-

self, and to throw the blame upon the intruder.

The magistrate, in deciding upon the affair, in

place of confining himself to the circumstances of

the case, indulges in a tirade of vulgar abuse

against England and the English ;
the substance

of which was, that we were distinguished above
all other nations for " shamelessness and black-

guardism."
It is more than jirobable if any English magis-

trate had spoken in the same way fi'oni the

justice-seat aboiit the subjects of any foreign

Ijriuce, that his dismissal from the office for

which he had evinced his unfitness wo\ild have
been the instant result. Not so in Prussia.

Although the Englishman aggrieved was a gentle-
man by station, and therefore a very unlikely

person to have misconducted himself upon a

public railway ;
and although he was attached to

the court of our Queen, and therefore, as one would
have supposed, he might have obtained a hear-

ing at Berlin, all justice was denied. The act of

the provincial magistrate was endorsed by his

superiors, and the journals throughout the country
were forbidden to speak of the transaction other-

wise than by lending their assistance to abuse our

countrymen. This, however, was not all. Even
after this insult to a gentleman who was particu-

larly attached to her service—and after this slur

upon the nation of which she is the sovereign.

Queen Victoria left our shores ujion a visit to her

daughter. Will it be believed, that when the

Royal yacht which had been appointed to await

the British Queen had reached Mayence, a parcel
of I'aggamuffin custom-house and police officers

actually oft'ered to board her, in order to ascertain

if there were any contraband goods in the boxes

and cabins of the British Sovereign and her suite ?

The ofiicer in command very properly refused to

admit them on board—rhe would have deserved to

have been pitched into the Rhine had he done
otherwise—and told our Prussian friends that he
was quite prepared to use force to resist their

intrusion, if necessary. Whatever their true feel-

ing may have been, the Prussian custom-house

people shrank from absolutely attem])ting to board
the Royal yacht by force, and telegraphed for

orders to the upper powers. With unwonted

courtesj'-, an order was sent back, granting im-

munity from search to the yacht which had con-

veyed the Queen of England ui)on a visit to the

Prussian Court. Never in the history of nations

will a record be found of such a coarse and unjiro-
vokcd outrage \ipon the proprieties and decencies

of public life. Never perhaps, until the Prussians

led the way, was one sovereign, u^ion a visit to

another, made the subject of such an insult.
Talk of the feelings of the French towards English-
men ! Louis Philijjpe, or Louis Napoleon, would
have scorned to use the meanest servant in the
suite of a Sovereign who was h(mouring his court
with a visit, in the manner in which these
Prussians have handled our Queen. It is only a
nation committed to a selfish isolation which could

make, to say the least, such a very great mistake.
But what is the meaning and what has been

the result of this Warsaw meeting of the other

day? What has come of this last attemjjt to

replace the Em-opean system upon the basis of the
old Holy Alliance of 1S15? The question con-
cerns us nearlj% not only because such an alliance

woidd infallibly lead to political complications in

which England must be involved, but because ib

is said that Lord John Russell has in some measure

given in his adhesion to Prussia. So great was
the effect of the courtly solemnities recently
enacted in Germany, even upon the mind of a man
who has been matm-ed in the free air of the British

House of Commons. The fact seems incredible,

yet it is certainly true, that the scolding letter of

the Prussian Minister to the Sardinian Court was
forwarded, if not composed, after the interview

with the British Minister of Foreign Affairs. Now
if there be one point in the political life of Great
Britain in the year 1860 more clear than another,
it is the total estrangement of ideas between our-

selves and the rulers of Germany. They have
failed us in the hour of our need, and their system
of government—even granting that it is the wisest

and best for the nations which dwell between the
Rhine and the Russian Frontiers, the Baltic and
the Alps—is so totally different from our own,
that it cannot command our sympathy, nor even
our adhesion. When we turn from the govern-
ments to the people, we find that we are cordially
detested even by those whom we woidd gladly
have assisted by all means in our power. When
Felix Schwarzenberg was in power in Austi'ia, and
that is but twelve years ago, an Englishman was
treated like a mad dog whenever he showed himself

in the Austrian dominions. Not only was a chance

traveller exposed to all the vexations and annoy-
ances which could be infiicted upon him by the

Custom House officers and the police, but he was
even tabooed in the society of Vienna. English

ladies, who w^ere so unfortunate as to be engaged
as governesses in that capital

—
aye, even English

nurserymaids—were summarily discharged from

their situations. Truly, when the apprehensions
of Em-ope were recently aroused by the military
ambition of the French Emperoi", there was a

slight renewal of familiarity
—not of cordial rela-

tions—between the statesmen of Austria and

Great Britain ; but even of this there is an end.

As soon as it was clear that the dislocation of the

Austrian empire in the Italian peninsula was re-

garded in these islands with universal complacency,
the Austrian Court turned from us once more,

and, so far naturally enough, sought for sympathy
and assistance in more congenial cpiarters. Hence

the attempt to renew the old relations with the

Cabinet of St. Petersburgh. .The instincts of

despotism have re-united those whom the pressure
of actual warfare had separated for the moment.
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It would bo a mistake, however, to suppose that

the name of Eiighuul is acceptable even to the

Austrian peoi)le. Oppressed, and dissatislied with

tlu'ir rulers as they are, they have ever a bad

word and an unkindly thought for . ns. To a

certain extent this is intelligible in South Ger-

many, iuasimuch as the loss of the Italian pro-

vinces must be a subject of deep mortitication

even to those who wish ill to the Government.

Had the llebelliou of 179S been successful in

1 reland, and had meetings been held at Vienna

at the time for the purpose of expressing

the sympathy of the Austrian people with

the heroic etlbrts of the Irish people
—had

there been a shilling subscription for Arthur

O'Connor or Lord Edward Fitzgerald, we should

not have liked it ourselves. This consideration,

however it explains, does not do away with the

fact.
"-^ Idem velle, idem nolle, ea demum firma

(tmiciiia,"
—the maxim is as true in political, as in

private life. As long as the necessities, real or

supposed, of Austrian statemanship involve the

oppression of Yenetia and Hungary, and a renewal

of the attempts against the independence of the

Italian Peninsula, Austria and Great Britain must
remain asunder. In days to come, this unhappy
state of affairs may be changed,

—for your
Southern German, unlike his Northern brother, is

a good fellow. The pulses of human life beat

strong in him. He is not that hybrid mixture of

a military martinet and a small college Don
which constitutes the Prussian ideal of a man.
His mind is not muddled and emasculated with
bad beer, and worse metaphysics. He dwells in

Vienna, not in Laputa. In South Germany you find

men and women who can dance, and sing, hunt
and shoot—make love, and amuse themselves like

human beings. Given "a man," as the basis of

sound calculation, you may look for a result—but
what can be expected from a formula in uniform ?

If the Italian affairs wei'e settled
;
if a certain degree

of hberty were granted to the various provinces of

the Austrian empire ; and if the ambition of

Austrian statesmen were directed to the Danubian
banks, in place of the Italian Peninsula, we
might still hope for a renewal of the old cordiality.

Many a day, however, must pass ere we can look
for such a result as this, and until then we must
be content to remain under the ban of the Empire.

^^ ith the northern Germans, however, we have

nothing but a cold Protestantism in common. In
the absence of political sympathies we have no
personal attraction towards them— nor they
towards us. It is indeed true that, in this

country, we do not trouble our heads much about
them, but whenever we do cast a glance at Berlin,
we lind these worthy Prussian friends and allies
of ours hotly engaged in the abuse of England and
things Enghsh. You wUl find there even amongst
statesmen and writers, who should be a little more
enlightened than the mass of their countrymen—a
profound ignorance of political economy, and a
firm belief that England is carrying out a deep
design against the independence of Europe bymeans of her Manchester calicoes and Birmingham
tea-trays. Much as they dread France they dislike

England even more. The recent occiirrences on
the Ilhine are straws to show which way the wind

blows. Now, why should we trouble ourselves

further, save upon grounds connected with our

own security about such people ? What is it to

us if Germany is mortified at the loss of her Italian

provinces ? All bugbears and mere shadow-dances

apart, which one of all the continental sovereigns'
has been the truest ally to us ? Have we received

sympathy and assistance from Germany, from

llussia, or from France ? All nations must take it

as a fact that their real consideration and weight
in the political scale depends upon themselves, not

upon a momentary alliance here, or a chance friend-

ship there. We cannot escape the common fate.

Let us then give up, once for all, the visionary
and ridiculous idea of backing-iip either the mili-

tary ambition of France or the Holy Alliance of

the Three Powers.

Nothing so dangeroiis, or so fatal to ourselves

could happen as to be involved in hostilities on the

continent of Europe. We may be very sure that

60,000,000 of Germans, and 35,000,000 of French-

men can scarcely carry out serious plans for cut-

ting each other's thi'oats for a period of years
without so weakening themselves, as to leave that

power which abstains from taking a share in the

conflict, in a very formidable position when all is

done. If we are to have war sooner or later, as

the Old Duke used to say, by aU means let it be

later. In any case let us keep clear of political

entanglements which would involve us in difficul-

ties with the sovereign who stood by us in the

Crimea for the sake of the Three Sovereigns, one

of v.'hom was our actual enemy, another our cold

friend, the third,—how shall we describe the rela-

tion between Prussia and England during the

struggle in the Baltic and the Black Sea ?

Garibaldi, who has done such great things gave
to the world last Aveek a short letter, in which
he seemed to shadow out the idea of a great Euro-

pean confederation with France at the head of it.

It is needless to say that to such a system, as far

as England is concerned, Englishmen would never

subscribe. Most probably the great Italian leader

looks at the policy of Em-ope, for the moment,
under the influence of his strong detestation of

the German name. Hatred of Germany lies at

the bottom of the idea. As far as he, or indeed

any Italian is concerned, it is not to be wondered
at if such be the predominant thought.
The oppression exercised under the First Empire

by the French is clean forgotten, because half a

century or thereabouts has intervened since it Avas

swept away. Bead the historians, however, and
the liberal writers of the period, and you Avill find

that the name of France found as little favour

with the Italians of that day as the name of

Germany now. With such suggestions English-
men haA'e nothing to do. Taught by the ex-

perience of many years, we are but too painfully
aware that from actual intervention in faA'our of

! any people httle advantage is to be expected ;

but, on the other hand, an annual obligation to

pay 28,000,000?. is the cost of our past inter-

ference in favour of crowned heads. Finally,

j

if ever we coidd be brought to act once more in

I
concert with any of the European sovereigns, we

I altogether decline to become members of the new
i

—Holy AUiance.
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THE SILVER CORD.
BY SniRLF.Y BROOKS.

CHAPTER I.

"Four," remarked St. Mary of the Strand,
successor to the tall ilayiiole that once overlooked
•what is now the pleasantest, and handsomest, and
most English street in London.
The vibration of the Saint's voice had by no

means ceased from out of the ears of the passers-

by, when, with an honourable promptitude, and
a delicate anxiety not to put the country under
the obligation of receiving more service than she
had bargained for, groups of gentlemen of all ages
and sizes came pouring out at the gate of Somerset
House. One might have thousflit that they had
been listening for the summons, and had prepared
themselves to obey it on the instant. In the old

daj-s, that church did not collect the saints of

Drury Lane so rapidly as it now called forth the
clerks of the Civil Service.

Bat not among the early ones at the gate was
ilr. Arthur Lygon.
He heard the last stroke of the bell, and the

single note with which the little black clock on
his mantelpiece ratified the announcement, before
he closed the large volume in which he was making
entries from some half-printed, half-written papers

by his side ; and he proceeded to arrange all his

documents with the precision of a man who intends

to resume an interrupted duty, and who knows
the value of order and of time. He was exact,

but not the least fidgetty
—a man, happily mar-

ried, seldom becomes a fidget at five-and-thirtj'.

Xor did Arthur Lygon at once take up his hat

and de})art. A handsome man, happily married,
seldom loses, at the age of thirty-five, his bachelor

habit of paying some attention to appearances ;

and Mr. Lygon went to the other end of his com-

fortable, doulilesashed apartment—exclusively his

own—brushed his wavy dark brown hair, washed
his aristocratic hands, and gave himself that good-
natured look -over which a man who has no objec-
tionable vanity, but has the laudable desire to be

as presental)le as he conveniently can, usually per-
forms before re-joining society. King Henry the

Fifth, when courting, vowed that he had never
looked in the glass for the love of anything he saw
there

;
and the vows of kings—and emperors—are

always truthful ; but all of us liave not the regal

faculty of self-abnegation. Ai-thur Lj'gon, finish-

ing his arrangements with a touch at his rather

effective brown whiskers, saw, and was perfectly
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content to see in the glass the lellcction of a set

of iiitflloi-tnal features, somewhat of the Orecian

tyi'o, Ixit maiiifostiiig much power of decision, de-

si>ite the good-tomi)cred expression which they

hahitually wore. Ho perceived also that the jier-

sou thus relleeted was rather slight, but well made,
and a little aliove the aver.igc height, and that his

dress was in accordance with the fashion of the

(lay, with a little more lightness and colour about

it than one usuallj' sees in the costume of a man of

business. T.ygon was a good-looking, well-dressed

man, and if he had been previously unaware of

the fact, he had been told it, with other things
of a i>lcasant character, in one of a highly compli-

mentary series of sketches called Our Civilians,

which were appearing in a pictorial paper de-

voted to the immortalising British Worthies of

various degrees of worthiness.

In the memoir annexed to the likeness of the

civilian in question it was stated, with perfect

accuracy, that Mr. Arthur Lygon had entered the

Plaudit Othce when young, had risen, by his own
merits, to a responsible and lucrative situation,

was much liked by his comrades, and much re-

spected by his superiors, and w'as in every respect
a valuable public servant. It was further stated,

in classical language, that he had given hostages
to society, a jirocess that was explained to mean
that he had married Laura, third daughter of

Archibald Vernon of Lipthwaite, in the county of

Surrey, and had three children. Society, there-

fore, had onlj' to purchase the respectable journal
containing the sketches of Our Civilians, in order
to avoid betraying any ignorance upon so important
a matter as the social position of Mr. Arthur
Lygon, of the Plaudit Office

; and if it were in his

destiny to distinguish himself in after-time, and
to join the legislative assembly of his country, here
were materials ready at hand for the Parliamentary
Handbooks—one is glad to be able to supply some
vindication of the biographical zeal of the present
age.

Arthur Lygon, before lea\^ng his room, tore

away from the Almanac the one-day face that stared
in his own, and he thus treated the day as at an
end.

^

This operation left next day's date visible,
and it was Thursday, June 17, 185—.

Of this date, however, there was no need to
remind him, as a neat square packet on his table
testified. The Thursday was the birthday of his
little girl, Clara, and the packet contained a hand-
some T>icture-book, which he had bought for her
some days back, and which had just come to him
with the small lady's name elegantly imprinted
thereon in golden letters. Lygon did not leave
even tnfles to the last minute, and moreover did
not consider it a trifle to bring out an additional
sparkle in his ehUd's eye, or a second scream of
p!easu-e from her merry rosy mouth.
He walked westward, and having nearly a

couple of hours between the time and his dinner
hour, he had ample leisure to make the walk to
Lrompton an agreeable lounge. And the man who
cannot lonnge in comfort and delectation along the
Strand on a fine day is simply a fool. If that
etern.nl >cw Zealander can spare time from his
ndicnlons efforts to keep his own and his father's
Land from the

land-jobbers, and ^vill come over

here before the arch is ruined and ready for him,
he may be really well educated by a few walks up
and down our great thoroughfare. "To have loved

her was a liberal education," was exquisitely
written of a lady of old. If a tolerably practical

curricuhim, with a dash of sentiment and poetry
in it, were wanted, it might be difficult to ijrescribe

better than in the words " Walk the Strand."

Lygon, of course, walked it as an habitue y^vaksi.

He noted some new machine, approved it as useful,

or smiled at it as a bit of quackery. He glanced
over the Parian sculptures and the jiaiuted plates,
and very properly remembered that he owed
Laura a present

—which he would continue to owe
her. He stopped for a moment before the maps,
and refreshed his memory as to the distance from
Calcutta to Canton—there was talk about China,

just then, at the dinner-tables. He looked at the

jewellery, and wondered how such a number of

jewel shops could find customers enough, and also

whether there would ever be any new patterns
worth stopping to look at. He not only paused
at the book-shops ; but, half-adhering to the old

faith that you may buy bargains there, and that

the vendors do not know the value of books better

than you do, he examined a good many of the
labels with the usual residt ; namely, contirmation
of the new faith, that if you want a good thing
you must pay a good price for it. He regarded
tl:e windows set out with minerals, and felt half-

tempted to torment his second boy, Frederick,
with a toy that is warranted to teach geology in a
week

;
but fatherly feeling prevailed, and he

passed on. He scarcely looked at some huge
l>lay-bills, because they had not been changed for

two months, and Laura had seen and duly shud-
dered at the Maelstrom, and the screams as the ship
went down, in that awful drama. He noticed all the

print-shops, and resisted all the temptations that
worn plates and cheap frames coidd offer, as well as

the less easily resisted temptation of some German
engravings of the higher class—for the Strand
baits for all fish. And except that he bought a
little gold pencil-case, to be given to Clara by her

mamma, on the morrow, and recollected Walter's

request for a new knife, Mr. Lygon reached Tra-

falgar Square without much detriment to his

worldly means.

"Only half-past five," he said, as he reached
his own pleasant house in Gurdon Terrace.

Walter, a high-spirited, dark-eyed boy, of ten

years old, heard his father's latch-key, and was in
a moment tearing down the stairs with that cata-
ract rush peculiar to the species.
"Ah! papa," he cried, throwing his arms

round Mr. Lygoa's neck. "Got my knife?" he
added, proceeding almost in the same breath from
affection to business.

" Knife ?" repeated his father, ju-etending to be
unconscious of the boy's meaning. " Knife mv
boy?"

^ ' ^

"Yes, knife my boy," returned Walter, for
when was a child deceived by a loving voice ?" You've got it, j^ou know you have."

"
Well, whether I have got it or not, you might

let me come into the room," said his father, enter-

ing a little apartment on the left of the hall. The
room was conventionally described in the house as
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"papa's," aiid as matter of course, therefore,

crowded with everybody else's litter, and where

jjapa could seldom find anything of his.
' ' I wish I might have one seat in my own

room," said Mr. Lygon, affecting to grumble,
and sweeping the pieces of a dissected puzzle of

Joseph and his Brethren from the chair that

seemed least choked up.
" I told you, Master

Walter, to see that the puzzle was put back into

the box when done with."
"
Well, it's Fred's fault, papa," replied Walter,

of course.
"
Oh, certainly," said Mr. Lygon, seating himself.

He was going to make Yv'alter pick up the

pieces, before entering into further discussion, but

the boy's eager look at the waistcoat-pocket in

which he supposed his new treasure to be, was
almost affecting, and his father could not be hard-

hearted.

"Now, about this knife," he begau gravely ;

but the boy's arm was roimd Mr. Lygon's neck
in a moment.

"
Yes, about the knife—out with it, papa."

' ' Just you please to stay a moment, Master
Walter. This makes the fifth knife since Christ-

mas, and that won't do."

"No, pa, only the fourth."
' '

Fifth, T tell you. There was the nice buck-

horn one that your uncle Charles gave you."
" Nice one ! Pretty niceness ! Why, I broke

it the very same afternoon."
' ' And whose fault was that, your uncle's ?

"

"
Yes, it was. He ought to have given mc a

stronger one. Why, didn't you tell me I ought to

make a boat, and didn't the blade tly away as I

was cutting one ?
"

" I did not tell you to cut boats with a pen-
knife. But I remember T then bouglit you a

beauty, v,-hite handle and tln-ee blades, sir."
"
Yes, that u'as a beauty. I hope you've

bought me another like it."
"
Indeed, no. But where did that go to ?

"

"Well, there was a hole in my pocket, and I

sujipose it went through that."
" Your mamma gave you another."
"
Oh, a girl's thing ! little bits of blades no

bigger than that," showing a thumb-nail that

might have been cleaner. "I gave it to Lizzie

Park, the day we went on the water, and she

gave me a gimblet, for good luck."
' ' And where did the young lady get a gimblet,

pray ?
"

' ' Out of her jiapa's box of tools, I suppose. I've

got it in my pocket now."
" Then please to take it out of your pocket,

and put it in a proper place. Now, Master

Walter, about number four ? Did you not take

my own desk knife, from this very inkstand ?
"

"
Oh, ah !

" returned Walter, convicted but not

con\'iuced. " I don't call that a knife."
" What do you call it—a fork ?

"

"No," said Walter, with one of those spirts of

laughter that reward you for saying something
utterly ridiculous to a child.

' ' But you can't

call that a knife—it don't shut."

It was now his father's turn to laugh, and to

hand over the brown Wharucliffe he had brought
down. Walter Avas more than delighted

—all the

advantages of the beautiful lost white knife, with
the manly character of the brown handle—perfect.
He gave his father a violent hug, and a kiss which,
hastily directed anywhere, fell on the parent's ear,
and then the boy dashed off, proclaiming that he
must show his prize to mamma.
"Mamma is dressing for dinner," his father

cried after him. " She don't want you."
"Oh, she always wants me," was the answering

shout, as Walter tore up the stairs three at a

time.

Mr. Lygon looked into the dining-room. The
table was laid for three, as usual—for himself and
Mrs. Lygon, and for Aliss Clara, who was ])er-

mitted to complete the party, though an early
dinner with her school-boy brothers, Walter and
Fred, made her attendance almost honorary. But

papa liked to see his little lady at the dinner-

table, and Mrs. Lygon had a curious and unfemi-
nine habit of complying with all his whims.

His wife's portrait, a rather large oil-painting,

hung over the mantelpiece, and his eye caught
a card put between the painting and the frame.

" I wonder Avho did tliat," said Mr. Lygon, (iis-

content. " I have said a dozen times that I will

not have things stuck thei-e." And he took out

the offensive card, and looked at it.

"'Mr. Ernest Adair,'" he read. "I don"t

know the name, do 1 ? Ernest Adair—no—I've

heard of Robin, but Laura knows, I suppose."
And as the making even so slight an alteration as

the removing a card from a pictiu's will often

cause you to look earnestly at the work itself,

though it has hung before you for years, Arthur

Lygon paused for a moment or two and gazed on

the likeness of his wife.

A beautifid face, v.'ith a mass of dark hair in

clustered curls,—a forehead lower than painters
care to di-aw, except those painters Vvdio comprehend
that the best type of womanhood is not found with

the traditional high brow,—an expression of still-

ness, jierhaps verging on sternness, and something
that spoke of troubles confronted, perhaps of suffer-

ings endured. And yet tlie face was loveable, and

the violet eyes were tender. For the rest, a delicate

throat, a white full shoulder, and rounded and

gracefid arms. The figure was seated, and in one

of the faultless hands—almost too small—was a

rosary of golden beads.

"She is handsomer now than she was then,"
said the liusl)and, with a determined expression,

as if of defiance to all who might doubt whether

the motber of three children could excel in beauty
a lovely-looking girl of nineteen.

" Slie is, though," he added, with an affirmation

which, as there was a happy smile on his lips, and

a world of affection in his heart, was not, let iis

hope, laid to his charge.
' ' In the first place, she

is hapy)ier, and "

He left the room, and the next minute his little

Clara bounded into his arms, H not with as much

energy as her brother's, with quite as much delight,

and as her luxuriant hair, dark as her mother's,

shaded his face, she murmured her words of fond-

ness.

"Dear, dear papa," she said, kissing him over

and over again.
And no sooner was she dismissed, than there
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was another scene of love, on the next landing,

where Fieilerick was lying in wait for his

father, and i>ounced iipon him with boisterous

alVection. It is a monotonous story, but a happy

one.
" Been to school in those splendid clothes,

Fred?"
"Half-holiday, Wednesday, papa."
" Ah. so it is. And where have you been ? To

the Zoological Gardens ?
"

"No, we were going there with mamma, but a

gentleman came, and so mamma was obliged to

Bend us out for a walk by ourselves, me and

Clara."
" Who was that, Fred ?

"

"I don't know him. I saw him just for a

minute. He was an ugly-lookiug fellow."
"
Hush, sir, you uiustn't call names, and, above

all, never use them to people who come to see us,

because that is worse than rude, it's unkind. I

suppose you thought him ugly because he kept jow
from going to the beasts."

".Well, you take \is on Sunday?" said Fred,

declining the discussion.

"We'll hear what mamma says," replied Mr.

Lygon, going to his dressing-room.
When he came out again, he gave a rap at the

bed-room door as he passed, and crying,
"

Six,

mother," descended to the drawing-room, where
he found Walter, who was breathing on his new
blades, watching the breath-damp evaporate, and

tenderlj' willing the steel with the corner of a

table-cover. He had conscience enough, how-

ever, to feel that this last proceeding was ex-

ceptionable, and with one of those irresistibly

sly looks which disarm remonstrance, he pocketed
the knife, and began to hang on to his father's

well-knit arm, and raise himself from the ground
by his hands.

"There, my boj^, a little of that will do on a

hot day," said Mr. Lygon, laughingly swinging
him away,

" \^^lat did mamma say to the

present ?
"

"She didn't call me to come in, so I couldn't

show it her.
"

" And how is Eutropius ?
"

"Oh, he's very well, thank you," said Walter;
" and so's Numa Pompilius Avho v.-as very bilious

and Ancus Martins who wore moustachios, and
all the rest of 'em. Shall T tell mamma to

come down?" he added, as if not particularly

eager to undergo a classical examination.
"If you like."

In a quarter of a minute Le was knocking
very loudly at the bed-room door. Apparently
the summons was without effect, for it was re-

peated with additional pertinacitj^
"Mamma won't answer me," said Walter,

coming back to the room rather discomfited.
" Have you been doing anything rude, or

wrong ?" said Tilr. Lygon.
"No, indeed, papa," said Walter, whose face

was truthfidncss itself.
" We had quite a game,

me and ma, when I came in from school, racing
round the dining-room table, and kissing one
another."

" Can she be unwell ?
"
said Mr. Lygon, running

up-stairs.

No answer was given to his knock, or voice,

and he tried the door. It was not fastened,

and he partly opened it and spoke again. No
answer, and he entered. No wife was thex-e.

"Why, she must have gone down-stairs,

Walter, before I came from my room," said the

father, laughing at the boy, who had followed

him up-stairs.
Walter did not laugh in i-eturn. He looked

grave for a moment, and then dashed do-wn-stairs

with even greater celerity, if possible, than was

his wont. It did not take that earnest searcher

many seconds to fly into every room in the
^

lower part of the house, and he returned to his

father, who was adjusting some prints on the;

bed-room walls. {
" Mamma's not down-stairs."

Is there any sort of instinct which warns ; ;

lo\-ing creature of a soxtow at hand—a sorrow in !

which the dearly loved one is implicated ?

"Look np-stairs," said his father, promptly,
and noticing a sudden pallor on the child's face.

Walter sprang away on the instant ;
but before

he was on the topmost stair his father held in his

hand the key of the mystery. Lygon's eye had
fallen on an ivory box on a small table. The box
was open, and a letter addressed to himself was

placed upright in it, placed as with intention that

his notice should be attracted by the paper.
His wife had written the direction, biit the note

he took from the envelope was not in the graceful

though irregular hand he loved so well. It was a

man's writing.
But he opeued the note calmly enough—why

shoxild he not have done so ?—we do not live in a

world of melodi-ama, and a married lady liraig at

Brompton may be suddenly called away from her

home without any necessity for her husband's

being alarmed. Her sister has been taken ill, and
the doctor has sent a hasty line of summons, or

Mr. Vernon—
But it is not her father's small writing

—it is a

stranger s hand.
" Laura Vernon luis no cJioice, and must obey

the call lohich removes hei'. All jiursuit or inquiry
tcill be in vain. But silence may be 7-eifarded.'"

That was all. And the last five words were
written in a hurried hand, and as if unwillingly,
and were blotted, as if ihej had been added at

the last moment.
" Laura Vernon."
Arthur Lygon's heart had long since ceased to

throb at the sight or sound of that name. From
the day when an agitated bride had exchanged it

for another, and he had clasped her to that heart
in the earnestness of as true a love as a woman
may desire, the girl-name's power of magic had
been surrendered to another word of charming.
To read the old word, and in a stranger's writing,
and as the opening of that strange message, was a

thing to do in the wild yet calm madness of a

dream, but there—there—in the bedroom of the

house, with all the common-place comfort of an

orderly household around him, the very summons

j

to dinner about to be given, the children—
]

" She is not up-stairs, pajia."

;

" INIamma has gone out," said Mr. Lygon. as

I calmly as he had ever spoken. "Go down-stairs,
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Walter, and stay with Clara and Frederick until

I come down."
He closed and locked the door.

In life, it were base to take advantage of one

who is suddenly i-oused from sleep. Let the same

generosity be observed in telling his story ; and

while a kind, good, happy man awakens from his

happiness, it may be to remain neither good nor

kind, let us turn away, in decent humanity, and
leave him, imwatched, to shudder into compre-
hension of what has come to him—come to him
on the day which, but three hours ago, he treated

vs ended. Let us leave him to his waking.

.^
CHAPTER II.

\ To the simple question, "How far is Lipthwaite
f.'om the railway-station?" the reply, "That

lepends upon circumstances," would seem to

savour of the simplicity for which a less gentle
name might be found by practical or impatient

inquirers. Consigning these to the mystifications
of the respected Quaker, whose monthly Quadri-
lateral is so efficient a defence of our towns and
cities against invasion by the traveller, we will

presently vindicate a reply which ajipears to be no
answer.

The people of Lipthwaite were always rather

proud of their clean, cheerful little to^vll, but

their pride received an accession which became
almost dangerous, when their new and beautiful

neighboiir, Lady Charrington, on her return from
her wedding tour in Scotland, declared to Sir

Frederick, as he was showing her about the little

borough of which she Avas to become the friend,

patroness, and star, that Lipthwaite reminded her

of Edinburgh. Sir Frederick was still in that

honeymoonlight which silvers everything for a

happy and admiring young husband, yet his

astonishment at this speech made him pull the

ponies in with such a jerk that they nearly backed
the basket-chair into the shop of the chief book-

seller, round which two or three gentlemen were

lounging—they lounged a good deal at Lipthwaite.
One of the group, a tall, elderly, black-frock-

coated gentleman, with a shrewd but still a kindly
expression in his well-marked face, and with
some humour in his smile, stepped forward to

offer assistance, but the Avell-trained ponies were

thoroughly in hand, and stood almost motionless
as Sir Frederick greeted his friend.

"How do you do, Mr. Berry?" he said.
" Home again, you see."

" We are all very glad to welcome you back,
Sir Frederick, after so long an absence."

"But here is my excuse for my absence,"

replied the proud and happy husband. ' ' Mr.

Berry, Helen—a very old friend."

Mr. Berry thought, as he looked at her sunshiny
face, that her husl^and had a right to be proud ;

and a few minutes afterwards, when her pleasant
voice had been heard, the elder gentleman made
up his mind that the younger was going to be

happy. There is an old proverb in those parts,

advising a man to choose a wife by the ear and
not the eye. Sir Frederick had done better, and
chosen by both.

"I must tell Mr. Berry, my love," said Sir

Frederick,
" how it was we nearly ran over him."

"Yes, and tell me too," said the young wife,

laughing.
" What in the world were you about?"

"
Lady Charrington has found out that our

poor little Lipthwaite is like Edinburgh. Ought
we not to be vain ? Do you know Edinburgh,
Berry?"

"Yes, tolerably well. It is the most picturesque

city in the world, and I have seen most of the tine

cities, I believe."
" I am to be taken to see them all," said Lady

Charrington ;

' ' that is an engagement. But in

the meantime I declare that my notion is not so

ridiculous as to make it right to pull off the poor
ponies' heads. Mr. Berry shall decide."

"
Well, let him. Only as he was the Town

Clerk of Lipthwaite before he gave up law and
settled in the pretty place I'll show you presently,
he will be prejudiced in favour of his borough."

" You see there is something in what I say,"
she answered, merrily, "or you would not be

begging the jixdge to be impartial. But see.

Here we are in a handsome street of new houses,
and nice shops, and over there, running jDarallel

with this, is that dear, queer, quaint, dirty old

sti-eet—what did you call it, Fred ?"
"
Moggrums."

"
It is a hideous name," Mr. Berry said,

" and
we have been half a dozen times going to change
it for something more euphonious

—
only it has

been found dithcult to agree upon the new title.

So we comfort ourselves by explaining to strangers
that Moggrums is a corruption from the Latin, and
that the Romans, when they settled here, called

the place Morogesium—I do not believe that there

ever was such a name, or that the Romans were
here at all, and Lady Charrington must help iis to

a new name which we shall all like, and we will

get rid of the fable."

"No, no," said Lady Charrington, "keep every-

thing old. I love everything that is old. And
now please to look again. That beautiful hill,

with the dear heather on it—it is not very high,
after what we have been seeing, but it stands on

the left, in just the situation as regards the town
as Arthur's Seat does to Edinburgh, and then on

the other hill on our right are those ruins—they

may stand for the Castle."
' '

They are the ruins of a castle, Lady Char-

rington, and there is a perfectly untrustworthy

stoiy of King John's having held a court there,

and I am sorry to say that an irreverent inhabi-

tant of Lipthwaite deposited in our museum some
teeth found on the hill, with a label suggesting
that they were some of the Jews' teeth which that

Sovereign, you know, used to draw when he wanted

money."
' ' And you have a museum, too ? I must come

and see it.
"

" And there's a museum in Edinburgh," laughed
Sir Frederick, "so there's another likeness for you.

Well, we'll get on home. Mr. Berry, I need not

tell you how glad we shall be to see you at the

Abbey—I don't mean morning calls, and all that,

but come whenever you feel inclined. The pictures
are there, the books are there, the coins are there,

and we are there ;
and I don't think my father's

dear old friend and mine wants more said to him."

"A great deal more," said Lady Charrington,
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instantly spcakinc kindly on seeing that her hns-

bancl ft'lt kindly,
" and lie nuist come to the

Abbey for nic to say it to him."

And so they parted ;
but the Edinburgh notion,

which of course Mr. Berry mentioned to his

friends, was stereotyped in the Lipthwaite mind

from that hour, and was duly set forth to all

visitoi-s—except Scottish ones. If it help the

reader to comprehend somewhat of the features

of our borough, the happy-hearted bride did not

speak in vain. But we will fill up the outline a

little.

Lipthwaite is in the leafy county of Surrey, and

among all the x'leasant little towns in pleasant

England there is probably not one whose founders

chose a better site. It stands in a valley bounded

on the eastern side by a high ridge of well-

defined hills of considerable height. Portions and

strips of these are cultivated, and other sections

of the hill-sides wear a close clothing of firs, which

crown the very top, while the larger parts, and

especially the bolder and the terminating heights,

are wild common, studded with green knolls, and

garnished with the purple heather. To penetrate
from the open lireezy hill-top into the winding

glades of the little forests, and to refresh the eyes
in the quiet shade, and to listen to the sheep-bell
and the mill-si^lash, and then to emerge into the

hul light, and look out upon the broad prospect of

a highly-cultured country, spotted here and there

with villages, to which the eye is guided by the

little spire or tower, is no great achievement in

the way of sight-seeing ;
but that imheroic ramble,

if undertaken in the heroic spirit of patience and

thankfulness, will not be \mrewarded.
To return into Lipthwaite, in which it is desirable

that a reader should feel himself at home, be it

added that, although it possesses, as Lady Char-

rington has said, but two principal streets, lying
nearlj' parallel, the one, old and irregular, and inha-

bited chiefly by the humbler class of our jiopulation

(we were 4871 at the census of 1851), and the other

buUt in more modern fashion, and containing some

good shops, and many well-looking private houses,

including our best and dearest hotel, the Barbel,
those streets are connected, chiefly towards the
two extremities, by several small and tortuous

lanes, and these straggle out to various lengths
from the town, some of them extending their

broken lines of scpiahd white cottages nearly half
a mile into the green fields, while others are

brought up short, either by a stern red-brick

house, which establishes itself as a sort of seniinel
to prohihit further advance, or, more ignobly, by
the darkening carcases of unfinished buildings,
whose originators have had to be reminded by
certain Commissioners of a text about building
without counting the cost. The outskirts of

Lipthwaite, indeed, on the castle end, are not the

portion of the town on which our pride, before

mentioned, chiefly perches itself. What we do
pique ourselves upon is, first, our noble old church,
to which the Eeformers did very little harm, and
the churchwardens have done very little more,
and where there is a wooden font of unequalled
ugliness, which we would not change for alabaster

sculptured by Baron Marochetti. Secondly, we
are proud of our Town Hall, which is hideous

in point of architecture, and odioiis in point of

accommodation, but in which King Charles II.

was entertained to dinner, and made a joke which

we loyally suppose that the mayor of the day waj
too frightened to recollect accurately, as it is so

exceedingly stupid that we do not much care to

repeat it. Thirdly, we are proud of a statue of

Queen Anne, in white marble, to which some

Hindoos, who wei-e in the town in 1821, actually

prostrated themselves, being suddenly struck by
the extraordinary likeness of the work to one of

their own frightful idols. And, lastly, we are

proud of our prosperous literary institute, our

very solvent gas works, our handsome workhouse,
oiir increasing miiseum (to which a nobleman who
cares nothing for zoology has generously given aU

his late father's collection of stuii'ed animals.)

our respectable Independent, Jlethodist, Baptist,
and Unitarian chapels, and of our latest improve-
ment of all, a drinking fountain, erected by our

neighbour, Mr. Andover, who has done so many
kind things for Lipthwaite (where there are a good
many electors) that we form our own notions of

his views for his eldest son, said to be a good

speaker at the Union.

Now, to justify the answer about the distance

from the railway station, and at the same time to

let the reader see a little into the chai'acter of the

excellent Mr. Berry (of whom more v/ill be heard

in the course of the story), suppose we let him
state the case in a way to which he was rather

partial.
' ' When my nephew, Horace Armstrong, who is

in the War Office, was visiting me here, two

years ago," said the old gentleman,
" I intro-

diiced him to most of my friends, and as he was a

handsome, talkative, good-natured young fellow,

who dressed very well, and made himself accep-
table to the ladies, he enjoyed himself miich, and
left me alone a gi-eat deal, for which I was

obliged to him. There were two families, in

particixlar, by whom ]\Ir. Horace was very much
w"elcomed. These were next-door neighbours.
Mr. Oliphant who succeeded to my business, has

a series of daughters, all more or less prett}', and

willing to be appreciated by a young gentleman ;

and Mrs. Benson, widow of the East India captain,
has another series with the same qualifications.
These girls are all fast friends till further notice,

and Horace Armstrong, introduced among them,
became an extraordinary favoiirite. In fact the

silly things made a perfect pet and idol of him, and
as he had not the least objection to be so treated

by a cluster of pretty merry girls, his time passed

very happily. He got his holiday extended, and
when his country could do without him no longer,
he contrived to jiersuade me to buy him a month's

railway ticket, and let him stay at Lipthwaite,
and run iip to town every morning. It was the

summer, to be sure, and it is a good thing for girls
to get up early and take walks, and they have a

right to walk which way they like. So there

coiild be no objection to the Misses Oliphant and
the Misses Benson discovering that their plea-
santest walk was one which always took my
elegant ne])hew to an 8 •45 train. They used to

walk him rouud Spence's Gardens, down Love
Lane into the fields, across the mill-stream, and
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under the bill, and so tlirougli the Ghost Copse ;

to the road that leads to the station. At that i

time he always assured me that the walk was

nothing, that it could be done in a quarter of

an hour, and easily in twenty minutes. Now I

know every stone on the road, and the walk is

one of two miles and a quarter. 1

"
Well, sir, one year ago, m}^ beloved nei>hew,

Horace, came down again. The pretty Oliphauts
and the pretty Pensous were just ready to begin
to pet him as ever

; but the pet himself was in no
mood for such attentions. He scarcely went near

them, and when he had to go to London, he took

the shortest cut that I could show him. Even this

walk, which I can do in live-aud-twenty minutes,
he used to declare to be most \\"eary and tedious

;

and he used to abuse the turns in the road for

being so far off, and curse the poor monotonous

palings for being so many—a fellow never seemed
to have got past them—and vent the other wise

and manly sentiments which a discontented young
fellow lavishes upon inanimate objects vv'hen he is

out of humour. The fact was, that he had become

desperately smitten with the sister of a fellow

AVar-Otiice-man, and being moreover in debt,
he suddenly found his debts intolerable, as pre-

venting his settlement in life. You may easily

guess what he wanted out of uncle, but uncle

means to make Mr. Horace wait a bit. ISIeantime,

ho used to declare that the walk to the station was
one of an hour and three-quarters, and the ugliest
walk in all England. Now that is i^uite untrue, as

you can see Hadbury Hill all the way ;
and for the

\vinter, you are under the interlacing trees, to say

nothing of our river, the Burde, which when at

all swollen by rains is a handsome stream, over

which you cross in your way to the rail."

With some of these locahties you will become
well acquainted before we conclude our narrative,
and there is one other place in Lipthwaite to

which it may be well to conduct you, that you
may know it again when the time to revisit it

arvives. This is the house of Mr. Berry himself.

It stands upon some land once belonging to a client

of his (such foundations to lawyers' houses are not

infrequent), land which lies on a gentle slope a

little way out of Lipthwaite, at the hill end of

the town. From the lawn in front of the house
we loi)k upon Hadbury Hill, and see all the fine

effects which the sun, either by his presence or

his absence, loves to call up on mountain scenery,
and even on such modest likeness to mountain

scenery as our bold hills pi'esent. The town is

entirely shut out from our view by a belt of trees

on the right, and they form part of a semi-circle

which protects the side and rear of the house,
and extends downwards until stopped, somewhat

abruptljr, by a little clear quick stream of water

(Mr. Berry's bonndary), which idtimately finds its

way into the Burde. To the left the view is open,
the most jirominent object being the dark thick

woods by which the Abbey, Sir Frederick Char-

riugton's seat, is surrounded, and on the horizon
are the Alster Hills, between which, in clear

weather, the host can make out the sea, and his

visitors say they can. The house itself, which is

called Cromwell Lodge (in memory of a relative

whose legacy enabled the owner to build it) is

what the old gentleman himself describes as a
" mild "

specimen of modern Gothic.

"Fools," says Mr. Berry, "according to the

proverb, build houses, and wise men live in

them ; but perhaps it means that a man grows
wise after he has had to live for any time in a

house he has been fool enough to build. If he
does not—with the aid of his architect, of his ser-

vants, and his wife—he is unteachable indeed. I

shall not say what this little place cost me, or

anything about the trouble I had in persuading
my friend, jMr. Gurgoyle, that I had better not add
a new wing, and throw out a music-room, or any-
thing about the servants I have discharged for

wrenching my registers, bui'ning my bath-pipe,
and nailing up my ventilators. Nor will 1 say

anything aljout the meek but persevering murmurs
of Mrs. Berry, who has never been so happy in

her neat, new rooms, with their gdlding and all

the rest of it, as she was in the old house in

Lijithwaite, where she had a deep dark cupboard
at every turn, and—nay, let me do her woman's
heart better justice

—where those whom it did

not please God to spare us, iised to race and riot

till the fatal month—the cholera month—v.'hich

opened upon us as the parents of three lo\ang
children, and went out with the day on which
we laid the last baby in Lipthwaite churchyard.
1 have never complained to poor Marion that she is

not happy in the })leasaut home I have given her.
' ' My friend Gurgoyle,

" resumed the old gentle-

man, after a pause, "was not profound in his

art, but then I did not know enough of archi-

tecture to warrant my interference, and I did

know enough of the Avorld to be sure that if I

interfered I should make matters worse, espe-

cially as regai'ded the expenditure. So he had his

own vray, and though the windows are not exactly
the right thing, I can see out of them capitally ;

and though the porch is said to be very objection-

able, I can sit there with much comfort in the

evening ;
and as for the chimneys, if they had been

more like what iSIr. Pugin, or Mr. Slater would
have approved, I dare say they would have smoked

just as badly as they did until we made their

ugliness uglier by our tin tubes and cowls. The
house is well enough, and nobody finds fault with

my comfortable dining-room on the left, or I may
say, with anything that is set upon my bright old

table, which I bought when I married. Nor does

anybody, except poor Mrs. Berry, dislike my pretty

drawing-room on the right, with its view of the

Hill. There is my library beyond the dining-

room, and I have some good books there, and
a few rare ones—also, some coins, especially the

Cresars in gold, and a fair English series—but

nothing very remarkable. There is a fine col-

lection at the Abbey, but Sir Frederick knows

only that it is fine—his father and I tised to

wrangle about a coin as stubbornly as the de-

ceased heathens for whom it was struck could

have done, when making some of their Pagan bar-

gains. Sir Charles Charrington was a singular old

man, and very clever, though he did not know so

much of coins as he imagined."
And thus much for oiir pleasant toAvn of Lip-

thwaite.

{To he continucit.)
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THE BAKEE.
HIS UE-VLTir.

William Cobbett was gone before we heard the

rising of the storm wliicli has since raged so

furiously against the adulteration of our food and

drink ; yet no one has written more strongly than

Cobhett against baker's bread. I own that my
heart warms to his descriptions of the cottager's

wife at her bread-board and oven. He would

have had everybody, even the day-labourer's

wife, brew at home also ;
and there is something

fascinating in his eloquence on behalf of meals

of home-made bread, fat bacon, and beer, in

contrast with the potatoes he so abhorred, and

wishy-washy tea. He declared that the consumj)-
tion of fuel in boiling potatoes and making tea

was more than a set-off against the bacon and
beer. Though he was unjust to the potato, from

being miaware of its eminently nutritious quality
when properly used, he was no doubt right about

the value of a more varied diet, and in his estimate

of really good bread, beer, and bacon. Where he

was wrong in his advice was in neglecting the

economy of time and labour. He would have set

fifty cottagers' wives brewing, mth their fifty

sets of utensils, and at a cost of fifty days'

labour, when they might get their beer more

cheaply as to money, and without any expendi-
ture of time, at the brewery. If there is any
question as to the quality, I shoidd say that for

one hoxisewife Avho makes better beer than the

brewery there are a score who make worse. The

uncertainty'' is a great drawback on both beer

and bread that are made at home. On the whole,
the economy of division of emjjloyments is sure to

prevail ; so that there was little use in opposing it,

even in Cobbett's day ;
but yet we may be per-

mitted to think it a pleasant sight, in town or

coimtry, when we enter a humble kitchen just as

the steaming loaves are cooling on the clean

dresser.

It is also pleasant to country housekeepers to
see the relish with which London guests take to
the home-made loaf,—cutting bit after bit, after

they have done, and excusing themselves by the

goodness of the bread. Even in the hoiises where
this pleasant sight is seen, however, there is some-
times a reverse. The next cook that comes may
not succeed well with her bread, either from want
of practice or want of skill. Then there is the

difficidty about yeast,
—stiU recurring, after all the

ad\nce that has been shed abroad upon it. Then
there is the varying quality of the flour, and of
the weather. There are fev/ houses in which a
batch of bad bread is never seen. Considering this,
and the defective education of girls in house-
hold matters, and the new modes of female in-

dustry among the working-classes, it is not sur-

prising that the professional bakers do by far the

greater part of the bread-making in all societies
;

and if they are more or less superseded, it will not
be by a return to the old article of home-made
bread, but by the increasing use of machinery.
Meantime, the craft is an important one for num-
bers in other ways. There are twelve thousand
bakers in London alone.

I can just remember the case of the bakers in
the miserable days of bad bread after the harvests

of the early years of the centuiy. I will not

nauseate my readers by teUing them what some
of the bread in those days was like, when the

sound old wheat was all consumed, and the soft,

sticky liour from the new crop was the only thing
that coidd l)e had. The large towns were par-

ticularly afflicted, and none more so than Eir-

mingliam. Some monied men believed that, by
forming themselves into a company, they could

pro\'ide better bread, because they could command
better wheat, and grind it themselves. They suc-

ceeded in supplying good bread at the same cost

as the bad, and of coiirse they were j^opular with
the buyers ;

but the millers and bakers were
furious. They organised a strong persecution

against the company, and at last, in 1809, induced

the authorities to proseciite the directors in the

name of the crown.
The public were aware that it was a curious

sign of the times, and they watched the result

very anxiously. The charge was that the com-

pany— an illegal institution—was injuring the

interests of the millers and bakers. The verdict

of the jury was undeniably true, and highly
offensive to both parties. They declared that the

object of the company was good—that the town
was much benefited by its operations

— that it

commanded resources which were out of the reach

of the ti'ade generally, and that the millers and
bakers had suffered by the competition. The
millers and bakers had the best of it for some

years after this ; but there are now some half-

dozen great mills at Birmingham, in public and

private hands, sending out flour and bread in a

way too potential to be interfered with. We are

not likely to hear of Queen Victoria prosecuting

any bread-making association, on the ground of its

injuring the bakers. It seems strange now that

such a thing could have been done in the name of

her grandfather.
We may well doubt whether there are fewer

bakers employed in consequence of the introduc-

tion of larger capital and new machinery into the

trade. There is not only the increased niimber of

bread-eaters to be considered, but the diminution
in the quantity of home-made bread. The new
census will soon tell us how many millei-s and
bakers there are in the United Kingdom ;

and
meantime we are informed, as I have said, that there

are twelve thoiisand bakers in London alone. The
class is thus a large one, and their welfare is a

matter of deep social concern.
The ill-health of the class is a well-estabhshed

fact. The miller's cough is a too familiar soimd in

the neighbourhood of any old-fashioned mill, and
in the family of almost every baker. If any of

us remember what it was in childhood to play in

or about a windmill, to sit on the steps, to watch
the tremeudoiis sails in a wind, and keep timidly
away from them when not a breath was stirring,—to hear the whizz of the grain in the hopper,
and sneeze in the mealy atmosphere, and play
among the sacks, and laugh at the miller's

powdery appearance, we must remember the
miller's cough. He may weU cough, for he is

breathing dust aU the time he is at work. The
dust of flour is not so bad as that of needles
and razor-blades, nor of the stone-cutter's work ;
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but it forms a paste in the lungs and air-passages,
which brings oh deadly disease at last. The miller

early begins to wheeze : and too commonly he spits

blood, after a few yeai's, and dies consumptive.
His skin is clogged in the same way ;

and unless

he is extremely careful to relieve it by frequent

washing, he is subject to the inflammatory com-

plaints which are caused by a loaded skin.

Xobody knows more of the symptoms of asthma
and consumption than the widows of the millers

of twenty or thirty years ago. One of the greatest
facts in the histoiy of steam-flour mills is that

they have jnit a stop to this sickness and mortality.
Such a draught is made, and it is so directed, as

to carry up the meal dust, in covered ways, and
to throw it out into the upper au-.

This particular danger is shared by the bakers :

and it is only one of many ; so that, as a

body, they must be very unhealthy. Are they
not visibly so ? If we think over the bakers we
have kno^vn, or observe them in their shops, or

when distributing the bread, we shall find that

they are a pale-faced, flabby, anxious-looking race.

They are a nervous set of men, too, owing to the

irregidarity and deficiency of their sleep, as well

as to their uneasy condition of body. From
the accounts given by themselves and their friends

of their liabihties, it might seem wonderfid that

any bakers are to be hired, but that we know
there is no occiipation, however unwholesome or

disgusting, that is not pursued, almost as eagerly
as the most agi'eeable. In some crafts the pay
is in proportion to the risk or the noisomeness.
It is not so with the bakers

;
and this is clear

evidence that there is no lack of hands, hovv'ever

serious are the disadvantages of the employment.
A dozen years ago these disadvantages engaged

so much attention that eflorts were made (which
have since been renewed) to obtain legislative

jjrotection for the health of bakers. We shoidd
have had cause for shame if the attempt had suc-

ceeded
; but we need not be sorry that it was

made, because it has stimulated the master-bakers
to do their best for the welfare of their journey-
men

;
it has taught the men that they must not

look to the legislature for a kind of protection
which they ought not to need, and which could

never be secui'ed by Act of Parliament ; and it has
afl"orded assurance to aU thoughtful persons that
the time is at hand when improvements in art will

cure many mischiefs not otherwise curable. As the
millers are now relieved of the deadly evil of meal

dust, the bakers will be relieved of the causes of

their bad health and early death. As there are

plenty of healthy bakers in bread mills at this

moment, we may be sure that there will not long
be in private establishments 31 per cent, of jour-

neymen bakers spitting blood, or 80 per cent, ailing
in the chest in one way or another.

What, then, is the baker's state of health ? What
is his chance of life ? What ought he to do in his

particular circumstances ?

The tables of Friendly Societies tell us that
the bakers stand fifth on their lists. There are

foTir trades that are more sickly, and nineteen :

that are less so. During the period of relief
|

..in sickness, in other words, from 20 to 70 years
|

of age, the bakers claim for 178 weeks of sickness ;

'

that is, nearly three years and a half of such
illness as renders them unable to work. The very
most burdensome class is that of the potters, who
are ill for 333 weeks of the same period ; and
the best are the clerks and schoolmasters, who
claim for 48 weeks, or less than a year. But
these figm-es do not show the full strength of the
case. The clerks and schoolmasters are, in large
proportion, living at nearly or quite the end of the
term

; whereas the potters were, for the most part,
dead in a few years from the outset, and the
I)akers disappear, on an average, before the
middle of the term. Those who live for 10 years
of the time have fewer weeks of chargeable
sickness ; and those who live 30 have more

; and
the computation made is the average ; but if

the term were not from 20 to 70, but from 20
to 50, the bad case of the potters and bakers
would be seen to be very much worse than it now
appears.
The bakers do not suffer from fever so much as

several other trades. Fever invariably proceeds
from bad air

; and bad air cannot therefore be the
most prominent grievance of the leakers, thoiigh
we hear much of the closeness and bad smells of

the places in which they work. There was
naturally a good deal of exaggeration and par-

tiality in the reports made on behalf of the journey-
men at first

;
and it is probable that the employers

have been roused to do their best for their men.
At all events, here is the fact that fever does not

prevad among them : and we have the testimony
of medical officers of health who have examined
the London bakehouses, to the good ventdation of

most of them, and the really acbiiirable manage-
ment of many in this respect, and to the readiness
and anxiety of the master-bakers to consider the
health of their men. If the men were equally
wise, there would be such a contrast between

healthy and unhealthy bakehouse.'j, that no legis-
lation would be demanded by the most superficial
or ignorant friend of the bakers.

Their particular liabdity is to diseases of the
chest. The men grow hoarse ; they lose voice ;

they become short of breath
; they s^iit blood, and

die consumptive. They suffer extremes of tem-

I^erature, and have ailments from that cause.

They carry heavy weights when exhausted with
labour

; and they work at night, and have cruelly

long hours ;
and hence the nervous diseases which

attend j^rotracted wakefulness. It was a striking
fact to foreigners, as well as to many people at

home, that wlule the London builders were striking
for ten hoiirs' wages for nine hours' work, the
bakers were agitating for twelve hours' work—
which was a reduction very startling to the

masters. Under the circumstances, nobody can
be surprised that the chance of life is so low as it

is. The average life of a journeyman baker ends
at 42 : some say at 40. They do not talk, as the

steel-gT-inders do, of a short Ufe and a merry one.

It may be that they are apt to seek, like the

needle-pointers and razor-grinders, a pernicious
solace under the depression of ill-health

;
but they

are a less reckless and audacious order of crafts-

men ; and one cannot but wonder why they choose
that trade, if they are really convinced that it is

the lot of the baker to die at 42.
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Is^ext—what can be done luuler the circum-

stances ?

^Ve may answer this question by looldng at

what has been done.

A dozen years ago, the main article of our food

was made in the most disgusting iilaccs in London

and other Large towns, and in the most disgusting

manner that coukl be conceived of in a civi-

lised country. People keep away from shambles,

lest what they would see there should come back

upon their imaginations at dinner time : biit it

would have been worse to visit a bakehouse,

because, while the state of things is no less dis-

agreeable, it has always been unnecessary, and

therefore more revolting than anything that occurs

in the shambles. When I was a little child, the

nursemaid made a call on some relations, on our

return from a walk. It was not for the first time ;

and I always betook myself to a sawpit behind the

house to watch the men at work, while the maid
finished her gossip. On this occasion a gate was

open, and I strayed into the next yard, which was
a butcher's ; and there I saw the early part of the

cutting up of a beast, only just killed, and still

reeking. The sight made a deep impression ; and

I believe my mother was STirprised to find me in

possession of some anatomical facts not iisually

known to little children. I dared not tell what I

had seen ;
for I was ]HdIed roughly away from the

gate, and desired never to speak of " the dead
coAV :" but even that terrible pictiu-e is less repul-
sive than a visit to a certain order of bakehouses
would have been a dozen years ago. 1 will not

describe nastiness which has disappeared. Let it

suffice that the nuisances which belong to the

basement of houses were to be found in the bake-

hoiises, because the bakehouse was in the base-

ment. There were foul smells and rats, as well

as excessive heat and crickets. There was so

little light that the men lived in flaring gaslight.
There was so little air that they were heavy, sick,
and stui)id, and had to go up into the air before

they could eat. If we consider what such places
must have been like when crowded with men
toiling at such work as kneading dough, we need
look no further.

Except on the premises of the lower orders—the
"
cheap and nasty

" order of bakers—matters are

arranged very difTerently now. The officers of

health tell us that the nuisances are turned a,\vay
from the bakehouses

;
that every corner is clean,

the walls whitened, the utensils in a proper state
;

and the food and sleeping places of tlae men such
as ought to content them. We know something
of the humihty required of rich men's servants in

London, as to their bedrooms—how they are put
among the black beetles in underground closets,
in the height of the season, or all the year round

;

for, where there are kitchen fires, it is always the
season for black beetles. In comparison with
many a powdered footman's bed-closet, the sleep-
ing places of the journeymen bakers are desirable
chambers. This is better than the feverish nappin"
on the board, or in the troughs, which used to be
the practice. Moreover, the employers are, gene-
rally speaking, anxious to learn how they can
improve the condition of their men, and willing to
act on the suggestions of competent advisers.

Still, as the health of bakers continues bad, in

comparison with most other people's, there must
be much that is wrong. There certainly is.

It is an enormous evil that most bakehouses are

under groimd. The reason of this is, we are told,

that thd requisite space cannot be had above

ground, excejjt at a cost which the sale of bread

will not repay. If this is true, we need not the

ghosts of all the bakers who have died of bad air

and heat to tell us that bread-making by machinery
will drive out the old method. The Americans

have told lis the secret of how cheap bread may
become when made by machinery on an extensive

scale ; and the steam-bakers can afford to have

premises above ground if the old bakers cannot.

Some bake-hoiises we have in yards, behind the

dwellings ;
and there the lot of the journeymen is

comparatively easy.
If there can be a worse evil than bad air, joined

with extreme heat and perpetual gaslight, it is

excessive work ; and the long hours of the bakers

are probably the worst known in the wdiole circuit

of trades.

London must be supplied with hot roUs and
new bread by hundreds of cart-loads early every

moi-ning, and every noon, and every evening. The

journeyman baker, who had gone home wearied

and exhausted, at five in the afternoon, must be

called from his bed when other people are going to

theirs, before he has got half his sleep out. He
must be at his work by eleven o'clock ;

and there

he is, under the gas, and amidst the floating flour

which makes the air thick. There he is to be till

five the next evening—sometimes till six or seven—with only snatches of sleep and eating, from an

hour and a half to three hours, in all that time.

The ^^•ork is all hard—the mixing, the kneading,
the baking, and the carrying out—which some
of the men have to do.

It may be thought that the air of the streets miist

be refreshing after the night among the ovens below

ground ;
and so, no doulrt, it often is : but there

are the chances of wind and weather, dangerous
to an over-heated man who has been at work all

night : and there is the weight he has to carry,
—

sometimes amounting to 1 cwt. Then, back to the

troughs and ovens, to make another batch for the

evening demand
;

and another carrying round
before he can go home to his tea and bed, for a

mere four hours' rest.

If this is overwork on Mondays and Tuesdays,
what is it between Thursdays and Sundays ! The

complaint of the men is that, in a great number of

eases, the interval is not allowed on Friday even-

ings, and sometimes not on Saturdays : that is,

they work from eleven on Thursday nights to the

Saturday night, or even Sunday morning. It is

incomprehensible how they stand this. Nothing
can justify such a demand being made on them, or

their agreeing, on any terms, to such a demand.
To save his country from an invasion, or to rescue

fellow-beings from perishing under an avalanche, or

in a coalpit, a man may meritoriously work at that

rate Avhen occasion arises ; but not to provide
hot and new bread to London tables, from week
to week, for 17s. a-week. Not that tliei-e is any use

in requesting London or any other town to go
without fresh bread. No good comes of efforts
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to turn aside the regular stream of business.

The remedy is of another kind. INIachinery, and
methods by which bread is made more rapidly, will

put an end to overwork as destructive as the toil

on a Louisiana sugar-plantation, where the over-

seer tells you it answers better to "use up
"
so

many "hands "
per season than to reduce the pro-

duction.

These are the two main evils which too often

subsist where all the rest have been got rid of.

Kot always ;
for there are master-bakers who have

managed to reduce the hours of work without

losing their custom. It is for the trade at large to

consider whether they can do this, or whether

they will retire from the contest with machinery.
The most unlikely thing of all is tbat they can

go on in theii- present Avay of conducting their

business.

So much for the masters. Xow, what can the

men do ?

It is for them to say whether they do the best

they can for their health. When their turn conies

for an hour or two's sleep, do they go at once to

their proper bed, and get into it unch'essed and
washed ? or do they fling themselves down on the

nearest place that will hold them, among the fumes
of yeast, and the heat or the draughts which are

common in bakehouses? Do they give themselves

the best chance for an appetite by taking nothing
between meals, according to the practice of

educated and well-mannered people ; or do they
drink between meals, to support their strength, as

they say ?

AVhen work is over, do they go straight home,
to a wholesome tea and bed ? or do they turn

into the pubhc-house, and game and quarrel, and
drink till the night hour comes round ? If their

order has not the best character for sobriety, and

frugality, and good-temper, there is great excuse

for them, from the irritated condition of brain

which their mode of life establishes : but no degree
of allowance can lessen the misfortune. There are

such people as elderly bakers, and even healthy
bakers

;
and this shows that the men, to a certain

extent, hold their lot in their own hands. The
masters are perfectly justified in pointing out a

man, here and there, who has sense ;uid prudence
in the management of himself, and a good wife to

make his home the pleasantest and most restful

place he can go to, and in bidding us observe that

the baker's lot need not be a bad one ; while,

again, the men are perfectly justified in pointing
to the bad health and the moral infirmities of their

order, as an evidence that there must be some-

thing essentially wrong in the conditions of their

occupation.
We shall all come round to machinery, I doubt

not. Surely the journeymen bakers, who have

appealed to parliament and the public for pi-otec-

tion, will not quarrel with redress because it is

brought by machinery. By doing so, they would
forfeit the symjiathy which has caused already
much improvement in their lot. They will not,

indeed, have any choice in the matter, now that

the fact has become known that the " steam

bakeries
"
in the American cities afford prime bread

at G(^. which is hei-e Id. or l^d., though, su2>posing
flour to be at the same price, every other requisite

is cheaper in London than at New York. Dear as

labour is there, and all tools and materials, the

cheapness of machinery and steam, in comparison
with the long labour of the human arm and the

oven-tires, enables the American bakers to sell

cheaper bread.

It appears that the tax ])aid by London alone
in the form of the needless penny on the sixpence,
is above live millions of not dollars, but pounds,

sterling per annum. Why shoidd London go on

paying this,
—not to do anybody any good, but to

send hundreds of poor men to the grave every
year? We must rememljer that, including the

men's families, 2o,0UU persons have their lot

bound up with that of the journeymen bakers of

London.
There woidd be a veiy small reduction of num-

bers in the trade, and little or no reduction of

wages. The machinery is of a kind which does

not supersede human attendance, while doing the

most laborious part of the work. The most im-

portant circumstance is the saving of time. If

the most laborious processes are got thi'ough in

one-fifth of the time at present reqiiired, there is

an end of the long hours. If the baking is still

done in the night, the men are not toiling all the

day too.

It is a mistake to suppose that bread made by
machinery mxist be of a kind that the piiblic does

not like. Because the bread made at the Dock-
head mills has no yeast in it, it does not foUow
that American and Birmingham bread cannot be

fei-mented. The Birmingham peo2:)le like what
Londoners call bitter bread, and consider London
bread insipid : yet both kinds are made in " steam

bakeries," as the Americans call the mills. Neither

is it true that such machinery must l^e on a large

scale, so as to drive all Init wealthy capitalists out

of the trade. The bread-making on board the Great

Eastern may be considered to be on a large scale :

and so may that in such institutions as Greenwich

Hospital, Aldershot Camp, and oiu- prisons and
workhouses and hospitals : but in much smaller

establishments than these the mixing and knead-

ing is done by mechanical means
; and, as the

newspapers have lately told lis, there are small

bakehouses in London where it answers as well in

l^roportion to make a dozen loaves in this way
as a thousand. Putting all these things together,
can there be a doubt tiiat the journeyman baker's

grievances are coming to an end, by a better means
than an Act of Parliament, which woiUd be tm-ned

into ridicule by events as soon as it was passed ?

There will not be a speedy end—if an end at all—
to home-made bread

;
but the kneading will not

long be done by the cook's stout arm. There will

not probably be a si>eedy end to fermented bread
;

but men will not be wanted to work twenty or

foj-ty hours at a stretch to produce it. There will

not be a speedy end to private bakehouses, unless

the masters show themselves to be less sensible

than they are supposed to be. If they were to

attempt to go on causing their men to die at forty-

two, they mxist be pushed aside by companies or

individuals more fat to be employers of labour :

but there is no reason for supiiosing them to be,

as a class, either so foolish or so heartless. As
soon as they see how, they will be doing what is
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best for everybody, in the great work of supplying

the start' of life.

lu the interval, the men may do mueli for them-

selves ])y cleanliness, prudence, and self-control.

Pure and orderly habits of body and of life, a

good home, and an attachment to it rather than

to excitements elsewhere, are the best precaution

against the worst evils of the baker's craft, and

the only remedy for such ills as have not yet been

"ot rid of. Let us hope that some bakers of the

existing generation
—some, perhaps, whom we

know may live to make us such bread as at

present without the present sacrifice of health and

comfort. Their best friends are much mistaken

if a baker of threescore years and ten will be a

stranger spectacle to the next generation than a

greyheaded clerk or wheelwright
—those very

durable members of Friendly Societies ! When
that hapi'ens, the image of men kneading for

hours together in an imderground hothouse will

be regarded as a barbaric picture of the customs of

the antique world. Harriet Martineau.

OUE, SECOND LINE OF DEFENCES.
NO. I.

Britannia needs no bulwarks,
No towers along the steep;

Her march is o'er the mountain wave,
Her home is on the deep.

So sang Thomas Campbell, just at the close of

the last century, when men's minds were full of the

achievements of Howe, and Jervis, and Duncan,
and Kelson, and so singing he merely embodied

the national sentiment and expounded the national

faith. Xor has the sentiment been altered or

the faith been shaken from his days down to ours.

The descendants of the old Sea Kings show still—
as ever—the quality of the blood which runs in

their veins, as clearly and unmistakeably as their

nearest continental neighbours exhibit in their

strange admixture of fierceness and levity their

mixed derivation from the Frank and the Gaul.

And in one sense it is as true now as it was

then, that England's true defence is her fleet. In

1805; the presence of our fleet in the Channel effec-

tually prevented the execution of that vast project
of invasion for which Napoleon I. only asked for

eight-and-forty hours of clear Channel
;
nor in

the teeth of such a Channel fleet as Ave could now
muster is it likely that any other Napoleon would
be disposed to attempt a similar manoeuvre. But
in some other respects the times are changed.

In the first place, steam has revolutionised naval
warfare altogether. Things which were not pos-
sible for sailing ships are every-day affairs with
steam vessels. There can be no more blockades.
Concentration on a given point at a given time

may now be made almost matter of certainty.
Any accidental circumstance which might draw
off or disperse, for however short a time, a Channel
fleet, would readily be seized upon by even a

moderately skilfid adversary as an opportunity for

throwing a force on our shores, ancl, when once

there, the '•

roaring guns
" woidd be powerless to

"teach them" any sort of usefid lesson.

The enormous improvement in our artillery
since the days of the old 32's and the 24-poimder
carronades, and the "long IS'.s," furnishes another
serious element in the calculation

; in short, it is

not that our Channel fleet has ceased to be the

national defence of our shores, but that it has

become the first line only of those defences, and

that it has become necessary to throw up a second

line inside.

Of natural fortifications, in the shape of cliffs

and rocks, we have plenty ;
and it might occur to

a few innocent folks that the simplest process

mio-ht be to fill np all interstices between these

with a good substantial wall like that of China.

The practibility of such a scheme may be deduced

from the single fact, that in the 750 miles of coast

between the Humber and Penzance, there is an

aggregate of no less than 300 on which a landing
can be effected by an enemJ^ In short, to fortify

the whole coast round is of course out of the

question, and it has been wisely enough, therefore,

determined to confi.ne the present operations to

the effectual protection of vital points.

The first of these are obA-iously our dockyards
and arsenals. They supply the sinews of our first

line of defence, for the efficiency of which it is

essential that it should be supported by a line of

places where damaged ships can be re])aired, and

new ones fitted out. Moreover, no one can doubt

that any invading enemy possessed of the average
amount of brains -would make first for our dock-

yards, in order by their destruction to cripple our

first line of defence, as well as endeavom- to impair
our naval prestige. That these are already pro-

vided with certain defences, which have grown np
around them in the conrse of years, is as true as

that the same sort of improvements which have

rendered a second efficient line of defence essen-

tial, have at the same time impaired the efficiency

of the existing materials for that line, ilauy of

t.he old works have been condemned as "
obsolete,"

and "in a state of decay." We have heard of a

fort not a hundred miles from the mouth of the

Thames, from the guns of which it has long been

dangerous to fii-e even a salute. Add the fact that

competent authority has decided that practicable

range for bombardment cannot now be estimated

at less than SOOO yards* (more than four and a half

miles), and here are sufficient reasons at once for a

general rearrangement of our second line. We
will add two other vital points.

The dockyard, arsenal, manufactories, and depot
at Woolwich, the sole depositary throughoirt the

country for some of our most important materiel,

stand in some respects in an attitude of marked
isolation from all other similar estal)lishments, and

present features which we have no need here to

discuss, except to remark that they are utterly un-

defended by any system of fortification whatever.

The metropolis naturally claims some attention,

too, of a peculiar nature. A successful rush upon
it, with the enormous consequent commercial loss,

has been shown to be one of the greatest national

disasters that could by possibility occm\
The readiest highway to Woolwich, Dej^tford,

and London, is of course the Thames, whilst a road

to Chatham, our greatest naval establishment in

the eastern part of the covmtry, is furnished by
the Medway.

* As these lines are passing through the press, there come
news of experiments made with tlie Lyuall Thomas gun,
which is reported to have pitched a 1701b. shot 10,000 yards
(nearly five miles and two-thirds).
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How these two great highways are protected
'

against the inroad of an invading force at the pre-
sent moment ; how it is proposed to strengthen
and complete the existing defences, we propose
now to lay before onr readers.

We should premise that the works now in pro-

gress have been undertaken in pursuance of the

recommendations of a report presented to the last

session of Parliament by the Commissioners ap-

pointed to consider the defences of the kingdom.
In order to form an idea of the state of protec-
tion afforded to the Thames and Jledway by
their present defences, and of the nature of resist-

ance which could be offered by them to an invading
force, we m\ist jilace ourselves on board some ship

fonning part of the attacking squadron. We
must suppose our squadron to have succeeded in

threading the intricate mazework of shoals lying
eastward of the Nore, in spite of the removal of buoj^s

(which would, of course, be one of the first steps
taken by the Trinity House in case of a war),
and to have with equal success run the gauntlet of a

fleet of floating batteries, of small draught of

water, navigating among those dangerous shoals

under the guidance of officers well acquainted with
their intricacies, and to have entered on the scene

of our illustration aljreast of the Nore Light. Let
us pause a moment to consider our position. In
front of lis lie the two estuaries—of the Thames
and Medway—divided from each other by a pen-

insula, the neck of which is about five miles in

width, and which measures about twelve miles

in length, being, moreover, extended towards
lis for all purposes of navigation at least a mile

and a half further by the accumulation of sand

and mud, which is always foiuid at the confluence

of rivers. On our right lies the Essex coast, the

nearest point being Shoeburyness, famous for its

artillery practice-ground along the sands, as well

as for a substantial work which may be used either

for practice or defence. On our left is thewestern
half of the Isle of Sheppey, separated from the

mainland by the Swale, with Jvlinster heights (B),

(so called from the remains of the noble old Minster

Avhich crown them), next a dead level of a mile or

so in width, and then the town, fortifications, and

dock3^'ird of Sheerness (A), which stands at the

extreme north-western point of the island.

The actual distance from shore to shoi-e, mea-
sured from Garrison Point—the north-west corner

of Sheerness—across to Shoeburyness, is five miles

and a quarter. But here again, for all purposes
of na^'igation, the Channel is wonderfully nar-

rowed. AVith that into the Medway we shall deal

presently. As for the entrance into the Thames, a

number of shoals and sands, extending a mile from
shore on the north, and as far as the Nore Sand
on the south, reduce it to an extreme M'idth of a

mile and three quarters. The vessels shown in

the illustration are taking the ordinary course for

the Thames, which brings them within aboiit three

miles of the seaward batteries of Sheerness, and

consequently rather more than two miles from any
works at Shoeburyness. Now, it is true, that

what oiir sailors of Nelson's days nsed to speak of

with supreme contempt as "playing at long balls,"

has in our days been brought to a wonderful pitch of

perfection—8000 yards, as we have already noticed.

having been fixed for outside liombarding dis-

tance—and there can be no doubt that if the bat-

teries at Sheerness and works oii the op})osite shore

were all heavily armed \v'ith rifled-cannon, capable of

pitching their projectiles to such a distance, an

advancing fleet would be seriously harassed by
their flre. As, however, the Commissioners do
not apjiear to have thought this worth taking into

calculation, but rather to have relied on the ope-
rations of the floating batteries at this point, we
will continue our course up the river. Leaving
one diN^ision of our squadron, to whose evolutions

we shall presently return, to force their way into

the Medway as they may, we proceed to enter the

first grand sweep or bend of the River Thames,
known as Sea Reach, passing in succession on our

right Southend, Avith its mile and a quarter of pier,

Canvey Island, famous for wild-fowl sport, and
the terminus of the Thames Haven Railway, where

Cockneys embark for Margate ;
and on the left the

Isle of Grain, and a long marsh district, crowned

by the high land white cliff and the beautiful old

dilapidated church of Cliffe—or, as some will have

it, Cloveshoe—of ancient ecclesiastical fame. So far

we have been allowed to proceed quietly enough,

uninterrupted by any of those massive towers of

granite, with foundations under water, and tier

upon tier of casemated guns, which barred even

the eccentric Admiral Napier from Cronstadt

and St. Petersburgh ;
and merely remembering that

something of the sort, but done in iron, had been

very largely recommended to the notice of the

citizens of Ijondon by sundry marvellous prints

hanging in the shop windows, and representing
what looked like an enormous bell standing mouth
downwards in the water somewhere about the

Nore, and punched full of holes, out of which the

muzzles of guns innumerable were dealing death

and destruction all round among a hostile fleet of

alarming dimensions. However, it is time to be

serious, for we have now reminded into the next

Reach of the river—the Lower Hope—and a round

shot from that battery at the Ijottom of the Reach

on the right has just struck the water ahead of us,

sending up a column of spray twenty feet high,

and is now ricochetting away past us finely. This

is the Coalhouse Point Battery (I), and mounts

seventeen guns ; and, as we open the Pleach more,

a second on the opposite shore, about a mile further

on, opens on us besides. This is the Shornemead

Battery (I), and mounts thirteen guns, both raking
lis completely as we come wp the Reach. The

Commissioners, however, we find, though com-

mending the admirable position of these works,
do not consider them strong enough, and have

recommended the strengthening of that on Coal-

house Point by the addition of a powerful battery
in extension of the existing one, bringing the

principal part of its flre to bear down the river

and across the Channel, but having some guns also

bearing up the river in the direction of Gravesend.

The oi)posite battery is also to be subject to the

species of improvement, and considerably

connection with a line of works, of

which more hereafter ;
whilst a .third fort (I) is

recommended nearly opposite Coalhouse Point—
that is, about a mile and a quarter ueai'er to us

than Shornemead Battery—and imder the care of

same

enlarged m
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this formidable trilateral, -which will, when com-

pleted, mount in aU, as we gatlier, as many
as 150 heavy guns, is to he x^haced one of those

formidable booms, of the difficulty of dealing with

which we have had some experience.
AVe vrill, however, sujipose the prowess of o\ir

sqiiadron to have burst this last obstacle, run the

gauntlet of, or silenced the three sets of forts, and

rounded the point. We are now in the third or

Gravesend Reach, and are hardly clear of Shorne-

mead Battery when we are ojiened on simultane-

ously by old Tilbury Fort, of famous memory (G),

aswell as byafort nearly opposite at Gravesend(H),
and the existence of which, (though tolerably well 1

kno\\-n to the yachtsmen who frequent Wates's

Hotel—it has another name no\v, we believe, but
j

we love to stick to the old one), is hardly suspected

by most of the thousands who every summer pay
their regulation visit to the Paradise of Cockneys.

Tilbury affords a tire of thirty-two heavy guns
down and across the river, and the opposite fort of

lifteen guns ;
and these are now to be so arranged

for crossing fire with those guns of the two bat-

teries we have last past, and which were spoken
of as bearing up the river, that in })assing up
Gravesend Reach we have to run the gauntlet
of a douUe cross fire, in shape like the letter X,
as may be seen on reference to the illustration,

placing our advancing squadron in almost as un-

comfortable a situation as Avicked Bishop Hatto's,

when the rats poured in on him

From the right and the left, from beliind and before.

To complete all, a second boom is to extend—
in war time only, of course, like the first, and
then fitted with a moveable opening for the pas-

sage of friendly vessels—across the river from fort

to fort, immediately under the guns of both.

So much for the defences of the Thames pro-

perly so called. With the defences, or rather no

defences, of Woolwich, we have nothing to do

in this paper ; moreover, we have got to the limit

of our engraving, and that settles the matter.

We now return to the division of our lleet,

which we left approaching the entrance of the

Medway.
It will of course be observed, both from oixr

illustration and from any map, that Sheerness

stands sentry over the entrance of this river. Not

only do the shores contract as they approach the

mouth, but the shoals before alluded to still

further narrow the practicalile channel to 730

yards at low water, whilst their position on the

left or western bank of the river combines with

that of others, further out to sea, in setting the

navigable channel well over to the Sheppey ;
and

we are thus driven to the unpleasant conclusion

that, in endeavouring to carry our point, we shall

be obliged first of all to steer past and nearly

parallel with the whole seaward face of the defences

at a distance of less than 600 yards, and then

round Garrison Point, even nearer than that.

However, it is clear we must manage to caj)ture,

destroy, or pass the sentry before we can hope to

do anything towards attaining our end. There

are other works, too, on the opposite shore, of

which more anon.

To bombard the dockyard and arsenal not only

would be a great point gained in the way of a

heavy blow and great discouragement to the gar-
rison, but would iufiict a serious loss on the nation

generally, as it seems to us ; and it must be a great
encouragement therefore to our, or any, invading
force to find that the floating batteries once passed,
there is no protection for Sheerness from bom-
bardment. We are told it could not be protected

by permanent fortifications, except at an expense
in the shape of deep sea forts, after the fashion of

Cronstadt, which it is impossible to recommend ;

but it is very frankly added that the dockyani
and arsenal are not worth protection. Le jeu ne

rant jxts la ckanddle. How hajipy the Sheerness

folks must feel in their exposed and remarkably
attractive position !

Gavrison roiiit.

AYell, it appears we can bombard the place

when we like. We will therefore postpone the

consideration of that business, and tuim oiir atten-

tion to the fortifications. They look formidable

enough. The north line shows something like

half a mile of very serious looking batteries, ter-

minating at Garrison Point in a stiU more ugl}'-

bastion mounting a double tier of guns. This, we
are informed, is to be still further strengthened

by a powerful casemated battery ;
whilst another,

about half a mile further up the river, just where

the land defences come down to the river bank, is

to co-operate in commanding the anchorage. To

complete the tour of the fortifications, we find the

whole landward side enclosed by the usual

arrangement of angular Chinese-puzzle-looking
walls and ditches known among the initiated as

"bastions" and "
cui'tains," through which you

pass out into the country, whenever you want an

excursion, by means of gates and roads placed

sideways and edgeways, and any waj^ but straight,

and by ricketty wooden bridges with chains, over

which it is hardly necessarj^ to be requested
" not

to drive fast."

On the opposite side of the river, standing in
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muil and in -water alternately, according to tlie

tide, is an isolated round tower, looking much as

tbouyli it had strayed from the fortilications, lost

its way, and got stuck in the mud ;
the three

heavy guns mounted on its summit bear both

down our channel of approach and on the anchor-

age which is just round Garrison Point. This

tower, however, being no more considered suffi-

cient for its duty than its bulkier neighbour over

the way, is to be enclosed by another of these

casemated batteries, supported by a second on

shore close behind it, and whose guns will rake

the channel of approach, the whole being again

supported by a fort, perched on the only hill

iu a low straggling bit of ground forming the left

or western shore of the mouth of the Medway,
and known as the Isle of Grain, and which, in

co-operation with another new fort placed on the

first rising ground in the peninsida, and which

will be by-and-by noticed more fidly, is to warn
off all intruders on this—to an enemy—most

attractive isle.

Such, then, arc the formidable materials of the

apparatus intended to hinder our approach to

the entrance of the Medway. Before, therefore,

addressing ourselves to the attempt on so hazard-

ous a pass, let us see if we cannot manage some
assistance or diversion landward. It woidd be

possible, it is true, to throw a force—if the floating
batteries would allow iis—on the shore eastward
of the Sheerness batteries, just where the ground
begins to rise, and just where the shore of Sheppey
vanishes out of our engraving ; but there is but
little water except for a short period at high tide

;

and the landing of artillery, without which the

attack would be useless, would be attended with
much risk and difficidty : it would be better to

pass roimd the east coast of the island, and use the
Swale as a canal for bringing up at any rate the

guns and other stores. From the two ferries

there are good roads, one of which is shown in our

illustration, and both uniting, pass round under
the Minster heights, and find their way across the
flat eoimtry to Sheerness. Here, however, both
the Commissioners and Nature combine to baffle an
advance ; for tlie former recommend the erection
of a strong fort and two auxiliary towers on the

heights which command the road, whilst the level
of the fiat land in question is such, that on open-
ing a sluice in command of the Sheerness garrison,
the whole of the country, from the Medway to
the Thames, can be inundated, and Sheerness
isolated in a sheet of water.

Supposing, then, our advancing squadron to
determine at all hazards to try and force tlie pas-
sage, it would be raked in front as it steered down
the channel of approach by the guns of the tower
in the mud and its surrounding covered battery,
as well as by those of the battery on the shore of
the Isle of Grain, the whole seaward face of the
north line pouring in a tremendous flanking fire
all the while. Supposing it to pass tkrough this

feu (Vmftr, as it rounded the point, gun after gun
of each tier of the bastioned work, as well as of
the new fortification, would be brought to bear;
and as tlic squadron reached the anchorage, the
new battery at the angle of the landward forti-

fications, and the fort on the Isle of Grain, would

add their quota and place it in the centre of five

distinct points of fierce assault.

It is just possible, however, that so tremendous a

pounding as this might be endured, and that the

expedition might continue its course up the river.

In the first, or Saltpan lieach, it would have a

little breathing time
;
but as it turned into the

second, known by the quaint name of Ket Hole

Reach, it would be saluted with some nnmistake-

able symptoms of a further and most formidable

opposition. The channel here narrows to little more

than half a mile : the point of the isolated land

projecting on the right in our illustration is called

Oakham Ness(D). On this i)oint and on the

opposite shore two strong forts are to be erected,

whose guns shall fire at once down and across the

river, concentrating a heavy fire on the advancing

squadron ;
and as soon as these two works shall

have been connected by a boom, the Commis-
sioners think that Chatham will be well protected
from attack by the Medway.

Still, as in the case of Sheerness, there remains to

be seen what opportunity an invading force has

of combining a land attack with that by the

river ;
in other words how Chatham, the hut of the

Medway expedition, is protected landward. It

seems admitted that, in this case, there really is

something worth protection from bombardment.
A building-yard for men-of-war, of very consider-

able importance, and under process of enlargement
at this moment, whilst improvements also iu hand
iu the navigation of the river will still further add
to its importance ; an arsenal with its usual con-

comitants, large military barracks and hospitals,
—

all these seem worth no little attention : so, it ap-

pears, thought our immediate ancestors for a century
and a half back, as the present works date from

1710, and subsequently. We are informed, too, of

another circumstance in connection with what may
be called the landward view of the matter, for the

same, or very similar, strategical reasons which
induced Bishop Gundulph to build that massy
Norman keep on the banks of the Medway at

Rochester, which remains to this day like a huge
tombstone to the memory of feudalism, still exist

in all their force. Chatham and Rochester lie on
the high road from the continent to London. An
enemy who had landed near Deal, and was ad-

vancing on the metropolis, must attack Chatham
before he coidd cross the river (as there is not

another bridge but that at Rochester for miles

higher up), or make a considerable detour by Maid-

stone, and leave so important a garrison in his

rear. These military reasons for the importance
of Chatham, we think, will be comprehensible ;

there are others connected with its position rela-

tively to the great chain of chalk hills which strike

through Kent and Surrey—that huge natural for-

tification against southern invasion—not so easily
understanded of the people, and which shall there-

fore be let alone.

Chatham is a place much visited by sightseers ;

its "lines,"—even poor Tom Hood's Mrs. Higgin-
bottom saw them quite plainly, "with the clothes

drying on them,"—are or were famous in guide-
books ; and most people therefore are more or less

aM-are that the dockyard—with its biulding-sheds,
timber-yards, gun-wharf, stores, &c. &c.—lie along



Nov. 10, ISCO.] OUR SECOND LINE OF DEFENCES. 549

the east bank of the river for about a mile, and
at the foot of a steep hill, on the sides of which
are perched the Ijarracks, hospital, military church,
and other buildings of Brompton ;

and that it is

along the crest of thishill that the " hnes
" run (E)

dipping to the water on each side
;
and few who

have jjassed into the lines from the Chatham

side, will have forgotten that perilous draw-

bridge over the deep yawning fosse, and the un-

pleasant-looking guns pointing out of ominous

embrasures, and ready to make a clean sweep
of every or anything which might come within

their range.
It will also be remembered that, just above

the dockyard, the Medway begins writhing al)out

in its course like an eel in convidsious, taking a

sudden sweep to N.W., and then an equally shai'p

one, S.W., and again a third, S., and thus forming
the peninsula on which Rochester stands

;
and

some may go on so far as to recollect that the heights

occupied by the lines sink very abruptly to the

Dover Road, and rise with equal abruptness on
the other side, leaving a chasm which is filled by
the straggling dirty town of Chatham. A strong
fort (Fort Pitt) overhangs this last town, and a

chain of works in an unfinished condition stretches

thence down to the river, south of Rochester, with
the intention of isolating the peninsula on which
that city stands.

Chatham lines i)roper are about a mile and a

qviarter in length ; but a direct hne drawn from
the northern commencement of these lines to the

western termination of those behind Rochester
measm-es quite two miles and a half,

— formid-
able lines one woidd think—but not, it appears,

judged sufBcient for the protection of Chatham
dockyard in these days, and for the reasons to

be mentioned immediately.
No mention has been made, by the way, of

certain ancient and decrepit works lying a little

further down the river than the dockyard, because

they are formally condemned as " obsolete and in

a state of decay," and one of them only, Upuor
Castle, possesses any interest, and that historical.

It appears there are three directions in which an ad-

vance may be made on Chatham. The first from the

east, by an enemy advancing from the direction of

Dovei-, along the ridge on the left of our illustra-

tion, and on which CiUingham Church stands. On
this side the celebrated lines are seen to he open to

easy capture by escalade
;

a discovery which has
not improbably been gradually forced on the atten-

tion of the authoi'ities by the numerous sham
attacks which have taken place here during the
last few years. Nature, however, has on this side

placed tlie site of the dockyard out of danger of

bombardment, by hiding it behind the heights we
have before alluded to. This seems i-easonably

comprehensible, for though a boy may throw one
ball over a high waU—or a hundred for that
matter—the chances are strong that not one in

fifty hits what it is aimed at. Military engineers
in like manner, it appears, never bombard what
they cannot see, thoiigh it be a dockyard a
mile long and a quarter wide, and the distance of

which, from the mortar-batteries couldbe accurately
measured on the maps—however, far be it from
us civilians to quarrel with military ^\^sdom. A

little further on, through the chasm of which we
spoke, as the bed of dirty Chatham, a clear

view of the dockyard is obtained.

The second attack might be made from the

opposite bank of the Medway, and woidd come
from an enemy advancing from the direction of

London or the south-coast. On tliis side the dock-

yard is completely open, with nothing but the

river in fi-ont of it.

The third attack woiUd be made by an enemy
coming from the northwai'd, who had contrived to

land somewhere on the south-coast of the Thames,
between the fortifications in Lower Hope and those

on the Isle of Grain.

A bold system of defences has been devised for

protection against the two first attacks,—it is no-

thing less than a fi-esh set of lines altogether,
—

we are speaking as civilians, and not using the

word in its military acceptation.
It is shown in our engx'aviug (FF, &c.), and will

be observed to consist of a string of no less than

ten new forts, to be connected, as we gather, by
other works, beginning near Gillingham Church,
a mile outside the Chatham lines, enclosing these

as well as those behind R,ochester, descending to

the Medway half a mile higher up than the

present lines, resuming on the opposite bank,
and stretching right across the neck of the j)en-

insida, between the Thames and Medway, imtil

they join the works at Shornemead.
For defence asrainst the northern attack, reliance

is principally placed upon the natural difficulties

of the spot referred to for the necessary lauding.
One scarcely ever meets with any one who has

been there, and our engraving is ine\4tably on too

small a scale to convey any idea of it beyond that

it is a tract of very flat marshy couutrj^, with

plenty of mud between its shore and the navi-

gable channel of the Thames. A more dreary or

difficult place for the landing of an army with

siege-artillery can be hardly conceived. The

engravings of the disastrous attack on the Peiho

forts will furnish some notion of the acres upon
acres of oozy slimy mud, bare, except for a short

period of each tide, and intersected by a few

streams and creeks, with contents like pea-soup,

which form its natural boundary riverward. The

river wall sm-mounted, a vast extent of perfectly

flat marshy country is found intersected by a few

dykes and a net-work of drains. Osier-beds and

sluices ;
—here and there a shed for the cattle,

which are seen roving about by thousands as on a

prairie, are almost the only objects which relieve

the monotony, with the exceptioli perhaps of the

coast-guard station, which looks "like a Caj-cnne
for the transportation of refmctory coast-guards-

men ;
or of an occasional farm-house, equally

like a place of voluntaxy exile chosen by a

man disgusted with life and strongly bent on justi-

fiable suicide.

When it is added that the whole of this

expanse can be laid under water at short notice, it

is not surprising to find that a fort—a self-defen-

sible one— perched on a species of hillock at

Slough (K), where the land begins to rise out of

the marsh, will be sufficient to aUay aU fears in

this quarter. We shoxdd add, that it was to this

Slough fort we alluded when speaking of the
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defences on tlie Isle of (iniiii ;
of course it will

ailil the suiiport of those fuitilications to its

n.atiu-iU iluty of standing sentry over the acres of

mai-sh and mud.

MY ADVENTURES WITH A PASSPORT
IN RUSSIA.

PjVRT. I. SUOAVIXG HUW I GOT IT.

It is one of the hardest things in the world

to form a just estimate of a foreign country.

We seldom see other nations fully, and still more

rarely judge imiiartially of what we do see :

such is the temptation to under-rate and over-rate,

according to our own special tendenc}'. When
we remember the contradictory representations we

daily hear and read of the countries in our own
immediate neighbourhood, modesty may well

restrain us from pronouncing any dogmatic opinion

on those Avhich are physically, intellectually, and

morally, more remote. In the case of such a country
as Eussia, the difficulty amounts almost to an im-

possibility. Hence we have had two diametrically

opposite representations of that empire ;
both false,

because both one-sided and exaggerated. Accord-

ing to one set of writers, Eussia is a paradise ;

according to another set, it is a sort of pande-
moniimi. If you believe the one, the late Emperor
]S'icho]as was an angel ;

if you believe the other, he

was little better than a devil. He was neither : he

certainly had not an angelic appearance ; but, often

as I have seen him, I never could detect any signs
of the opposite physiognomy in his countenance.

I confess I am not surprised at these contradic-

tory accounts. llussia is, in itself, a land of

contradictions. The proverb, that extremes meet,

might have originated there. The Eussian empire
is too large and diversified to be characterised

by a single ei^itliet. It includes a larger number
01 distinct races blended together than any
other country in the world : it is the home of

almost unnumbered tribes, bound together by the

tie of a common governmeut, but separated from
each other in every other respect. There you
may see, in one nation, all the grades of civili-

sation, from the most primitive barbarism to the

highest refinement.

Even the climate ranges from the most oppres-
sive heat to the most insufferable cold, because
its territory extends from the Frozen Ocean almost
to the Torrid Zone. Nay, on the same spot, I have
seen the thermometer rising to a hundred degrees
in the shade, in summer, and becoming useless—

through the freezing of the quicksilver-
—in

winter. But even this is not ail : I have expe-
rienced the extremes of heat and cold on the same
day. Travelling once in an open carriage from
Siberia to St. Petersburgh, one evening in June,
alter a hot summer day, i was soaked through
with the rain

; during the succeeding night, my
wet clothes froze on my body, and were gently
thawed by the next morning's sun ; and, by the
time 4 p.m. came round again, I was so boded as
to envy a duckling in a pond. The same contra-

dictory elements exist in the manners, habits, and
institutions of Eussia. 1 once saw a clever Eus-
sian thief pick a pocket with one hand, and cross
himself in prayer with the other.

In attempting to account for these incongruities,

we must not lose sight of the fact that Eussia is a

hybrid : a cross-breed between the east and the

M-est ;
related to both, yet distinguished from

each. This has been its traditional character for

ages ; but, in modern times, influences have been

brought to bear upon it, which have still further

complicated its original contrariety. The old Sla-

vonic stock was already the most oriental of all the

European races, in habits and tendencies, as weU
as in geographical position. But the eruption of the

Mongol and Tartar hordes, in the thirteenth cen-

tury, tended to a further isolation of Eussia from

the rest of Europe : and, though the successors of

Tchiuggis Khan did not long retain their conquest,

they left their footprints upon the nation ; and, to

this day, you may read upon every page of the

national character of Russia,
"
Tchinggis Khan, his

mark."
To make the national discrepancies still more

glaring, Peter the Great violently forced back the

current of the national life into the westward

channel
;
and his policy has been carried out by

his successors, who have artificially imposed an

occidental civilisation upon a people whose

oriental tendencies are constantly at work. We
have too much lost sight of this consideration

in our estimate of Eussia. We have judged a

semi-Asiatic people by a European standard. We
expected to see a horse : and, lo ! we find it is but

a mule ; and we express our disappointment in

looks of contempt and words of scorn. The favdt

is our own ;
we disqualify ourselves from admiring

what is really good, by comparing it with what is

good in a difl'erent order of things. We might
have known that the animal was a mide

; and,

when we have once cheerfully recognised that fact,

we may see that even the mide has beauties and

good qualities of its own.
This oriental tendency may be detected in every

department of Eussian thought and hfe. One of

its most striking developments is to be seen in the

jealousy with which all foreigners are regarded.
The Eussians cannot get rid of the impression that

you must have some sinister end in view in visit-

ing their country.
An Englishman can scarcely foi-m an idea of

the petty annoyances to which a foreigner is

subjected on his arrival at St. Petersburg. He is

first required to give, in writing, a long and cir-

cumstantial declaration on a variety of subjects :

he has then to undergo a personal examination at

the bureau of the secret police ; and woe be to

him if he falter, or make a single false stej), or say

anything that seems inconsistent with his written,
and perhaps forgotten, declaration. If his examina-
tion prove satisfactory to the police, he will receive

a passport at the foreign-office. This precious pass-

port system, now happily abolished by the other

northern powers, is carried to absurd lengths in

Eussia
; indeed, if you wished to invent a practical

burlesque on the principle of passports, you could

not do better than adopt the Eussian plan of sur-

veillance. You cannot legally enter a town, or

sleep at an inn, or even spend a night at a friend's

house, without a passport. You cannot change
your residence, even if you were going to live next

door, without first sending your passport to the

police-office.
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To an Englishman, accustomed to move as

freely as the air he breathes, without any one

daring to ask Ms business, vmder fear of being sent

ftbout his own business, the passport system is one
of the greatest nuisances in existence.

The Russian jjassport, in addition to the owner's

name, address, profession, and so forth, contains
a minute description of his personal appearance.
Sometimes, in this description, curious mistakes
are made. A passport, which I had in St. Peters-

burg, some time ago, depicted me in terms
which led to iiupieasant cousecpiences. It so

hap})ened, that seven years after I originally re-

ceived it, I had occasion to return to Russia. I

took my passage by the steamer which plies
between London and Croustadt ; but we had
not lost sight of the shores of England, before I

remembered that I had not provided myself with a
new passjjort, and I knew very well that, without

it, I could gain no admission into Russia, except as

a suspected personage. The next few days were
anxious ones for me. At first, the weather being
rough and stormy, a touch of sea-sickness made it

a matter of supreme indifference to me whether I

had a duly attested label or not
;
but as the weather

cleared up, and my mind cleared up with it, I

became thoroughly awake to the awkward scrajje
in which my forgetfulness had placed me. I

spoke to no one about it; I kept the secret locked

up in my ov/n bosom. But, after much inward

musing, I lixed upon a line of action. We were to

stay some hours at Copenhagen on oiu- way, and
J resolved to spend those hours in an attempt to

jn-ocure a posthumous passport there.

Unfortunately it was six o'clock in the morning
•when we landed at Copenhagen, and the captain
of our steamer distinctly forewarned us all that
he woidd start precisely at ten. I had only four
hours to Avork in—and so early in the morning,
too I I hired the iix'st car I saw, and, in-omisiug
the driver a double fare, ordered him to gallop oil'

to the English embassy. I had become acipiainted
with the Secretary of Legation during a former visit

to Copenhagen ;
but the Ambassador, the late Sir

Heury "Wyun, who had been in England at that

time, unfortunately 1 had never seen. j\Iy great
hope was, of course, in the secretary. What was
my dismay when I found that he was not at
home ! I inquired for Sir Henry, and ascertained,
for my consolation, that he was at that moment
comfortably dreaming of diplomacy in all the

luxury of eider-dov/n quilts, and would not be
visible till nine o'clock. Off to the Russian

embassy, to see if early rising is a virtue univers-

ally abjured in the diplomatic world ! Alas, I

found that his Russian Excellency was as comfort-

ably preserved from the toil of oiiice as his brother
of England. The only hope left to sustain my
patience was, that the Russian Excellency woidd
be visible an hour earlier than the English. Full
of gratitude to the Russian dii^omatic world for

being a-head of the English in the virtue of early
risiug, but otherwise in no very pleasant frame of

mind, I went to renew my acquaintance with
Thorwaldsen's celebrated group of statues, the
Christ and the Twelve Apostles. The sublime

composure, the serene majesty of the Christ (in

which, by-the-bye, Thorwaldsen's own magnifi-

cent head is reproduced), with the Divine i)romise
inscribed above,—"Come unto me, all ye that
labour and are heavy laden, and 1 will give
you rest

"
;
—did certainly calm my angry

feelings, and made me heartily ashamed of giving
way to petty annoyances. I left the church in a
se?ener frame of mind than I had entered it, and
better fitted i)atiently to bear whatever might be

my lot.

As it turned out there was enough to endure : two
of my precious four hours were gone ; and I had not

yet advanced a single step towards ol^taining the

indispensable passport, and only two short hours
remained before the steamer woidd start positively
for Cronstadt, and I shoidd perhaps be left

behind.

The clock was striking eight when I re-entei-ed

the Russian Embassy. As I was sitting in the

reception-room, a shabby-looking man, robed in a

dirty old dressing-gown, passed by me and entered
a room.

" Why did yon not speak to his Excellency ?
"

asked an attendant.
" Is that the ambassador ?

"

" Of course it is ; what did you expect ?
"

I could scarcely realise it. I knew that the

baron was one of the most accomplished diploma-
tists of Russia, a thorough classical scholar, a

master of most of the modern languages, and the

idol of the di'awing-room ; and, accustomed

though I was to the negligence of a iUissian

deshabille, I could scarcely imagine that the

shaljby-looking old gentleman, whom I had seen,
was really the elegant and i^olished representa-
tive of majesty. So much for judging by out-

ward appearance. ^Vhen the baron re-appeared,
I scrutinised him moi'e closely ;

a massive pro-

jecting brow, thick, bushy eyebrows, stern piercing

grey eyes, and a most hard and resolute mouth and

chin, gave no small indication of intellectual

power, and, at the same time, proclaimed that

that power \\ as under the control of a stern and
relentless will.

When I had explained my business, he severely
and almost angrily asked me, why I troubled hint

about a jjassport.

"Go to the office," he added, "and give it to

one of the clerks ; he wiU see that it is properly
vised."

' '

Ah, 1 )ut, your excellency,

port," said I, seeing that my
to be perfectly frank with him.

"What do you mean ?
"

' ' The fact is, I forgot to

Eugland."
"And you have the impudence to come here

and exjiect me to give you one, w"ithout knowing
anything aljout you !

"

I frankly told him my history.
"And you expect to palm off that plausible

tale on «ie .'

" he said. "It sounds very pretty;
but I would recommend you to go on the stage

—
there is a sphere for your talents ! A very liiiely

story ! An Englishman, coming to Russia, Avhich

the press of his country is every day crying down
as the most despotic and restrictive country in the

world, actually furjets his passport ! A very

likely story, indeed ! I know why you have no

T have no pass-

only chance w"as

procure one in
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dir, -you arc too
passport !

—you could not get one,

well knoA\-n to our agents."
"luilced?"
"
Yes, indeed. You Englislimen fancy that we

know nothing about you. The fact is, we know
more about you than you do yourselves : we have

our agents in Engh\nd, who know more of your
alFairs than you imagine. It is an important part

of my duty to prevent improper persons from

entering Russia ;
and how am I to know that you

are not an improper person?
—indeed, you look

very much like one."

Up to this time I had been perfectly cool
;
but

at this point I was roused into uttering some

strong expressions, which I had cause to repent
afterwards. I had forgotten that (as will soon be

seen) I was still in the ambassador's power.

Leaving him under a strong feeling of irritation, I

jn-oceeded to the English Embassy, and had an

interview with Sir Henry Wynu. I was delighted
to lind a frank, bhiff, line old English gentleman,
\\bo heartily expressed his wish to heliD a fellow-

countiymau to the iitmost of his power. Still,

he was rather incredulous at first, and made the

same objections to my story, though in politer

teinis, as the E.iis3ian minister had done.
" Of course I don't mean to doubt your word,

sir; but your story is strange
—very strange;"

was the substance of his comment. When I

alluded to the Secretary of Legation, he said :

"It is very strange and very unfortunate that the

only gentleman j^ou know at the Embassy should

happen to be the very man that is away."
However, I succeeded at last in convincing him

that I was no impostor, and that my statement,
however str;inge, was true. Forthwith I received

a passport ; na}'', the dear old gentleman was so

very kind as to lill up the form in his own hand-

writing. Perhaps you suppose that my difficulties

v/ere now over. Far from it : they had only com-
menced. I had to go back to the Russian Em-
bassy to have my passport counter-signed ; and
this was the necessary process which I had for-

gotten in the warmth of my indignation. How to

face his Russian Excellency again ? that was the

question. There was no help for it
; so, putting

a bold face on the matter, I went to the office.

A clerk disappeared with my passport : and, in

his absence, my solitary reflections were anything
but pleasant. After the scene which had taken

place that morning, it was but a forlorn hope to

expect that T should be more favoiu-ably received
now. I remember distinctly that there was a
clock in the office, which, in the death-like still-

ness, worried me by so deliberately ticking oil my
precious moments. I looked up at the dial : it

was close upon ten o'clock. Tn a few minutes the
steamer would be gone. Presently, the clerk

returned, and told me that the Baron wanted to
see me himself. "Oho!" thought I, "in this

case, even such a simple thing as the vise of a

passport cannot be managed by a clerk."
When I entered the room where the ambassador

sat, I found him conversing in an undertone with
a gentleman whom I sujiposed to be his secretary.
I was the subject of their conversation

; and they
evidently did not intend tliat I should understand
what they said, for they chose the Russ to talk

in. Now, though an Englishman by race, I was

born in the Russian empire, and the Russian

tongue Avas familiar to me from my childhood ;

was, indeed, something like a second mother*

tongue. So I understood every word they said.

" It is very curious," said his excellency :
"

if

the English Ambassador had not known him, he

surely would not have given him such a passport

as this; and yet, if the fellow had known the

ambassador, he would not have been fool enough
to come here first this morning."

I could not gainsay the logic ;
it was evidently

a deep mystery to the ambassadorial intellect.

Unable to solve the mystery, he looked up, and,

fixing his stern searching eyes on me, seemed as

if he v.'ould read me through and through. I met

his eye without quailing before it. Clever diplo-

matist as he was, I felt that I had checked him ;

and the consciousness gave me assurance and

strength. For a fev/ moments, the scrutinising

looks that passed between us seemed likely to

merge into a battle of eyes. Thanks to a singular

power I have of keeping my eyes open without

fiinching, I gained the victory in this preliminary
skirmish. Finding that he could not frown me
down , the Baron j)roceeded to qiiestion me ; and

the diplomatic fencing commenced in right earnest.
" Are you acquainted with Sir Henry Yv'ymi?"

he asked.

Now I knew, from his conversation with the

secretary, which way that question tended ; and,

feeling that it was dangerous, I resolved to jiarry it.

" Your Excellency has already informed me," I

said,
" that you know more about us than we do

ourselves : you surely need not apply to me for

such a paltry piece of information ;
about a matter.

too, relating not to England, about which you
agents, but to Copen-

your Excellency's own
know so much from your
hagen, which lies under

eyes."
" If you know Sir Henry Wynu, why did you

apply to me for a passport this morning, instead

of going to liivi at once ?"
" Your Excellency must pardon me for presum-

ing to correct you : I did not tell you that I knew
Sir Henry ;

I merely left it to your Excellency's
imiversal knowledge." Not that I coidd not

satisfactorily answer his question ; but I began to

feel a sort of malicious pleasure in teasing him ;

and, moreover, by irritating him, I hoj^ed to

divert his attention from the original qiiestion
which was so dangerous.
" Answer my question, sir ! Y/hy did you not

go fi-rst to Sir Henry?"
" Aha !

"
thought I,

" I have gained my object :

his Excellency has forgotten the most dangerous
and most important part of the question." Aloud
I said :

"
Simply because your Excellency happens

to be an earlier riser than Sir Henry ;
and the

steamer by which I came was to have sailed at

ten o'clock."

After some more passes between us, in which T

twitted him again, and more than once, about his

I

universal knowledge—and this time not merely
because I was amused at his official sensitiveness,
but because I thought that that was the way in

which I coidd the soonest bring the interview to

a close—the ambassador gave up the cross-exami-
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nation—as if owning himself foiled foi' once by the

simplicity of a true story.
"

I can make nothing of the fcllov.'," he said in

Russ, turning to the secretary :

" what to do ?"
" I don't see what you can do but vise the pass-

jiort ;
I scarcely t]:ink it advisable to dishonour

the English ambassador's pass except in extreme
cases."

" This i?. an extreme case."
"
Scarcely : your Excellency has no proof."

" But there is strong suspicion."
"
Exactly ; and therefore I would affix the private

mark of suspicion to the passport."

Accordingly, my passport was countersigned
and returned to me

;
and I hurried back to the

steamer. I found it still at the quay, jmSng and

snorting, and evidently w^aiting for me. It was
with inexprGssil)le satisfaction and relief that T

stepped again on deck, and received the congratula-
tions of the captain and my fellow-passengers, to

whom I told my story by way of apology for de-

taining them beyond the pi-oper time. So far I

had triumphed ;
but I had overheard enough to

make me dubious of the final result.
' ' The

private mark of suspicion !

"—those terribly mys-
terious words kept haunting me all the way to

Cronstadt. How much might they imply ? I

knew that they portended something unpleasant :

I afterwards ascertained that thej' might involve

Siberia and the knout. I examined the passport

at leisure, and tried to detect the private mark of

suspicion. I could see nothing. It might be in

the form of one of the letters ;
or it might be in

the flourish at the end of the Baron's signature.
I studied the document as I have never studied

any similar document before or since. But at last

I gave lip the attempt in despair.
PART II. SHOWING WHAT EECAIME OF IT.

When we arrived off Cronstadt, a number of

Russian gentlemen came on board the steamer to

examine our passports. I was summoned into the

saloon, where I found the Board of Examiners

sitting in solemn conclave, with an old naval

officer at their head. Now it so happened, by one
of those freaks of fortime, or, rather, one of those

appointments of Pro^'idence, which seem so strange

to us mortals, that I subsequentlj'' became well

acquainted with the president of the Board ; and
he afterwards gave me a piece of information

which it is necessary for my readers to possess at

this stage, in order that they may understand
the really perilous position in v.-hich I stood. It

seems, that, just about that time, some attempts
had been made to assassinate the late Emperor
Nicholas ; and, in consequence of those attempts,
the secret pohce w^ere more than usual on the

alert. Moreover, they had just been informed by
their agents in London that some desperate Poles,

who had dodged Nicholas during his visit to Eng-
land in 1S44, but had been kept at bay by the

admirable precautions of the English police, were

about to proceed to St. Petersburg for the express
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puriiosc of iiiurtlcring the Czar. These Poles,

whether real or sujipositious, had applied for pass-

ports in London ; Imt (to make the case against

me blacker) being -well known to the Riissian

agents, and having thns been foiled in their at-

tempts, they were expected to proceed to some

intermediate foreign port
—such as Hamburgh or

Copenhagen
—and try to procure some passports

there. My case seemed to tally witli this descrip-

tion so completely, that the reader will at once

perceive my danger. Only a week before we

arrived at Cronstadt, a man had come by steamer

from Hamburgh, and had Ijeen taken up on sus-

picion ; being unable to clear himself, he was

thrown into prison ; and, after describing his case

to me, the old president subsequently added, very

significantly and mysteriously,
" and where he is

now—God knows."
Whe-n I entered the saloon for examination, I

found the Board engaged in a learned discussion

on my name. I have the misfortune to possess a

very long and uncommon family designation,

which, as far as I know, is shared by only two

other families in England ;
and the unfamiUar

sound at once increased the suspicions and pro-

voked the criticisms of my scrutineers. Happily,
the debate was in Russ

;
and I inwardly chuckled

over the advantage which my knowledge of that

language gave me.
" Who ever heard of such a name in England ?

"

said one of the Board, who evidently prided him-

self on his sui)poscd knowledge of the English.
"If it had been '

Shmeed,' or ^

Veeliams,'—but
'

I

' " and he repeated my name, torturing it

most abominably in the pronunciation.
" Have any of you, gentlemen, ever heard of

an English name like that ?" asked the old presi-
dent.

"No !" was the universal response.
"!Mr. Interpreter," continued the president,

addressing an Englishman, or pseudo-Englishman,
beside him,

' ' ask the captain of the steamer "

(who was standing behind) "if he knows any
other Englishman of that name

; but mind you
put the (question in a whisper, that the man may
not overhear you."
The mysterious whisper took place, while I had

considerable difficulty in maintaining due control

over my risible faculties
;
and at length the inter-

preter said aloud, in Buss, that the captain knew
no other Englishman of that name, and had never
heard it before he saw me on board.

" It can't be an English name," said one.

"It must be an assumed name," added another.
" You mean because he wished to conceal his

real name," said the English scholar.

"Now gentlemen," resumed the jiresident," look at the man himself
;
does he look like an

Englishman ?
"

" No !

"
shouted the commissioners in a chorus.

"Look at him well : what does he look like ?"
" A Pole 1

"
cried all, at once.

'_'

Woe is me !

"
thought I :

"
this is becoming

serious."

"Mr. Interpreter, ask the captain aloud if he
has any Poles on board

; and, while he is asking
the question, you, gentlemen, lix your eyes upon
the man, and see if he blenches."

Thus kindly forewarned, I screwed up my
nerves, not to refrain from starting, but to keep

my countenance. The qiiestion was asked
;
some

half-a-dozen pairs of eyes were sternly fixed on
me

;
I am not sure, but I believe, that I looked

tolerably imconcerned.

"He does not blench," said one.

"Mr. Interpreter," continued the president,
" ask the man if he has ever been in Poland."

"
Yes, I have," was my answer.

" Does he speak Polish ?
"

"No."
" Does he speak Buss ?

"
woidd, I thought,

be the next question : but the wiseacres never

thought of that qiiestion which might have perilled

my position.
After several other questions liad been asked and

answered, the Board began to deliberate on my
case

; and, as they never dreamt that I knew Buss,

they suffered me to remain and overhear a debate

so interesting and important to myself. They
were imanimous in thinking, that it was a very

susjjicious case indeed
; but, when they came to

consider what they should do to me, they fortu-

nately diliered in their opinions. The majority
seemed inclined to adopt the severest measures,
and send me off to prison, as they had sent the

Pole the week before : and, in that case, my fate

might have resembled his ; and I might never have

returned to this country to record my adventures.

But there was a minority who thought that course

too premature and harsh, and wished to transfer

me to the Minister of the Secret Police at Saint

Petersburg. Seeing that the violent party were

likely to win the day, and not being ambitious to

share the Pole's fate, I thought it high time to

make myself heard. I took advantage of a sea

sonable moment to ask Mr. Interpreter, if the

Board wanted my presence any longer.
" I don't know that they will let you off at all,"

he repHed, with all the pomp and importance he
could assume.

"What do you mean, sir ?
"

"
Why, it seems that yours is a verj'' suspicious

case
;
and the majority of the examiners think of

ordering you to prison," he replied, seeming to

take a petty delight in trj'ing to frighten me.
"Indeed!" 1 said : "then will you be good

enough to interpret what I say to the Board ;

word for word, mind you."
The Interpreter at once saw the false position

in which he had placed himself, and wished to

shuffle out of it. But I held him to his duty, and

persisted in my demand to address the Board. By
this time, their attention was drawn toward us ;

and I proceeded :
—

"Gentlemen, the Interpreter tells me, that you
think of sending me to prison."

My words were not faithfully rendered; they
w-ere modified so as to soften the guilt of the In-

terpreter's presumption and imprudence. Still, as

he gave the substance of what I had said, I took
no notice of his gloss, and proceeded to draw their

attention to the fact, that my passport was in the

English ambassador's ow'n handwriting. Perceiv-

ing that this seemingly insignificant circumstance
had (as, from my knowledge of Russian nature, I

had anticipated) made a deep impression on them,
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I Avont oil to clinch the nail by telling them, that it

WHS useless to frighten me l)y threats of impri:ion-
ment ; because I was well known to some of the

leading English residents (in Saint Petersbnrg),
M'ho were expecting my arrival, and would be sure

to make inquiries. This settled the matter
;
and

they transferred me at once to the Chief of the

Secret Police at Saint Petersburg.
I was out of danger, but by ii > means out of

the way of annoyance. I was put under police

surveillance
;
and my passport was withheld for

many days. Day after day I had to dance attend-

ance on the Foreign Office, and the Secret Police

Office ; I was driven backward and forward, like

a shuttlecock, from the one to the other.

At the Foreign Office, I was examined by a gen-
tleman who was an adept at the task. It would
be useless to record all the questions and answers

which passed between us
;
but the conclusion of

my interview with liim is worthy of detailed

recital.

"Were you ever in Prussia before ?
" he asked.

" Yes."
" How long ago ?"
"It is seven years since I left Russia.'

At a sign from my examiner, an attendant left

the room : and, while I was answering some other

questions, he returned with a paper in his hand.
" Here is your old passport."
I Avas perfectly amazed. Not more than a

minute or two could have elapsed since I said that

I had left Russia seven years before. During these

seven years, hundreds of thousands of travellers

must have come and gone, and hundreds of thou-

sands of i^assports been deposited at the Foreign
Office

; and, yet, at a minute's notice, the officials

could lay their hand on the passport that was
Avanted. The whole thing seemed done by magic.
Such is the ^lerfcction to Avhich the passport sys-
tem has been carried in Russia. With tlie excep-
tion of a fcAv criminals, or reputed criminals, who
have eluded justice, the Russian Government could

say where CA^ery individual Russian is at this mo-
ment. It is the triumph of oriental despotism.

" How is this ?
"

said my examiner, after turn-

ing oA^er the leaves of my old passport. "You
now call yoiu-self

' John Knox '

but, in your
old passport, you are called ' John Edward —— :

'

an alias ? Eh ?
"

For the moment, Iwasdumfounded
;
I could not

imagine how such a mistake coidd have crept in :

and, from a sinister smile, Avhich played on my
tormentor's countenance, 1 concluded that he took

my silence to be a confession of guilt. But, hap-

pily, a bright idea suddenly flashed across my mind.
A Russian frequently signs his father's baptismal
name (after his OAvn), Avith the affix "ov," which
means " son of

;

"
thus, in applying for a pass-

port seven years before, I might liaA^e subscribed

myself
^' John Edwardor," {Jolin, son of Edward) ;

and the Russian copyist might easily make a mis-

take, and set my name doAA'n as '^ John Edward "

in the body of the passport. This I suggested to

the examiner.

"Never fear," said the impei-turbable func-

tionary.
" The truth AviU come out: you must

have signed your name yourself at the end of the

passport. Here it is— ' John EdwardoA-.'
"

"Thank God, it is all right," thought I, breath-

ing more freely ; for, in the suspicious circum-
stances in which I stood, the most insignificant
atom of evidence for or against me acquii-ed a
fictitious imj)ortance.
"Ah ! but here is a more material discrepancy,"

continued the relentless functionary: "the de-

scription giA'en of you in your old pa.ssport does not
at all correspond Avith your present appearance."

" Seven years necessarily make a great change
in a man's appearance."

"
Yes, but not such a change as this : I cannot

recognise your jiortrait in this descrij>tion. Listen.
' Face round '—I call your face decidedly long :

'

Hair, red
'—your hair is nearly black. ' Com-

plexion, fair
'—your complexion is Avhat I should

call dark. '

Chin, smooth and round '—it is true

your whiskers may have begun to flourish since,
but your chin could scarcely have lengthened so

much in so short a space of time."

I was utterly dismayed. T do not know that I

had CA'cr read that striking descrijition of my per-
son before.

" I met with a severe accident a few years ago,"
T gasped out. " It injured my health, and I dare

say I do not look quite the same as I did before

the accident."

"And has that accident dyed your hair as

well ?
"

"It must have been a mistake of the person
who filled up the passport."

"
Ordinarily 1 do not notice such discrepancies,"

said the stern and merciless official: "but, when
there are other suspicious circumstances, thej' be-

come important elements in the decision
; and, as

yours is too serious a case to be left to my discre-

tion, I must transfer you to the Chief of the Secret

Police."

The Chief of the Secret Police a\tis then no less

a man than the celebrated Count Orlo\' ;
the

faA'ourite of the late Emperor Nicholas, and the

Chief Plenipotentiary of Russia at the Paris Con-
ferences which terminated the Crimean war. He
was the man, to AA-hom Nicholas is reported to

have said, in one of his saddened moods, "There
is only one honest man in Russia :

"
and, AA-hile the

faA'ourite was bowing his acknoAvledgment of the

supposed compliment, ncA'cr for a moment doubt-

ing, that hf, the immaculate Orlov, Avas the "one
honest man," whose presence the clear-sighted
autocrat recognised and rejoiced in, Nicholas dis-

pelled the illusion by quietly adding—"and that

is mijseJf." Yet I kneAv A'cry well that no one had

greater influence OA-er Nicholas ;
and that, next to

the Czar himself, no one had so much poAver in

Russia. This Avas the formidable personage, with

Avhoni I Avas about to be brought into such close

contact ; and, under the aAvkward-looking circum-

stances which surrounded me, I confess that I

shrank from the ordeal. I resolved to be per-

fectly frank AA-ith him
;
and I believe it was my

frankness that saved me.

My interview Avith the Chief of the Secret

Police was of the most exciting character. At
first my worst suspicions seemed about to be

realised. Count Orlov gazed at me, and sounded
me in the most searching and inquisitive manner.

He questioned and cross-questioned me scA-erclj' :
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he turned luc inside oiit, and outside in again ;

aiid, if I had faltered for a moment ;
if I had

equivocated in the slightest degi-ee ;
if I had made

a single statement that was imtrue ;
he would

have detected me. But he could not discover a

single flaw in my statement : and, when he had

linSly released me from my painful position, I

left him with a higher opinion of his character

than I had previously entertained, and a more

intense detestation of the system which required

a man of such superior attainments to inflict

petty tortures, and, to make unworthy inquiries into
'

the purposes and intentions of a stranger who con-

ducted himself fairly and openly.

But, long before I had done with Count Orlov,

and, therefore, long before I had obtained my pass-

port, I had become thoroughly sick and tired of

the spies, who, I felt, were upon my track

wherever I went. I could not walk into the

streets without some one dogging my steps; I

could not sit down to a meal without some curious

eyes watching my movements ;
I could not retire

to my bed-room without some one standing as

sentinel outside the door,—it was horrible ! The

very air seemed to be oppressive and stifling. In

those few days of police surveillance, I learnt to

sjnnpathise with the feelings which drove poor
Tasso to madness. At last, I could endure it no

longer ;
I could not resist the desire to give them

the slip for one day ; just for one sweet day of

liberty. I consulted a friend
;
and he told me that

I could easily do it by spending the day at Cron-

stadt. It was true I coidd not legally go there

without a passport ; but it was customary for the

English residents, instead of showing their pass-

ports to lay down a piece of money, at the ticket

office. This practical mode of thwarting the ob-

noxious spies of the Secret Police by a bribe had
become so imiversal and so successful that it was

quite possible to escape detection, so I resolved to

take my friend's ad\"ice.

Early the following morning I went to the

quay, put dov/n the honorarium instead of the

passport, together with the fare, at the ticket

office, and took my place, undetected as I thought,
on board the steamer M-hich plies jietween St.

Petersburg and Cronstadt. It walBBtoglorioxis

morning in Jime, and I was in the higKr^c spirits.

The sense of relief, the consciousness of liberty,
was exquisitely sweet, clouded though it was by a

fancy, for one moment, that a pair of eyes, be-

longing to a somewhat official-looking gentleman
in plain clothes, were fixed upon me rather sus-

piciously ; but I resolved to shake ofi" this gloomy
impression, and, in spite of all the police in

Paissia, to enjoy myself for the day. And I did.

I spent the day in examining the famous fortifica-

tions of Cronstadt, which Sir Charles Napier was
to have taken in a week, but which, I beUeve

(though not a mOitary man), the united forces of

England and France could not have captured in a

year. In the afternoon, I was at the pier in good
time for the last steamer to St. Petersburg. I

put down the small bribe again instead of the

passport, but, to my dismay, the clerk would
receive it.

" You must show me your passport,"
growled.

not

he

' ' But is it not usual for gentlemen to lay down
a coin instead of the passport ?

"

" I have nothing to do with that ;
I cannot let

you pass without a passport."
" I have not one with me."

"Where is it?"
" At the Foreign Office at St. Petersburg."
" Then you can't pass."
" What am I to do ? Can I write for it ?

"

"
Certainly not ; you must apply for it per-

sonally ; otherwise, you'll never get it."

" Then I will go and apply for it in person."
"You will not be allowed to return to St.

Petersburg without a passport."
" What am I to do, then ?

"

"I don't know."

Now, as I saw other gentlemen admitted with-

out passports, I came to the conclusion that I

was a marked man. I was regidarly caught in

a trap. But how to get out of it ? It was

evident I could not get back to St. Petersburg,
so I resolved to take it coolly, to sleep comfort-

ably at an inn tiiat night, and in the morning,

perhaps, some mouse might be found that would

kindly nibble through the cords of the net in

which I was caught. I v/ent to the English
hotel and ordered a dinner and a bed. As I

was sitting at dinner, sipping my wine with that

feeling of independence which, as an Englishman,
I naturally felt at "mine inn," a waiter ap-

proached me with—
" Did you order a bed here, sir ?

"

"Yes, Idid."
" Woidd you be so good as to give me your

passport, sir?"
" What do you want with my jiassport ?

"

" We must show it at the Police Office."
" What ! can I not sleep at an inn without

showing my passport ?
"

"
Certainly not, sir

;
it is against the law."

" I have no passpoi-t with me."
"
Oh, then, you cannot sleep here, sir."

After repeating the experiment at another inn,

with, precisely the same residt, I was obliged, as a

last resoiirce, to walli out into the streets. It

was so light and bright, under that northern sky,
that it looked all night as if the sun had just set ;

and I felt joUy enough, and could scarcely regret
that I had been obliged to turn out. But, about

two o'clock, I met a policeman, who asked me
what I was doiug in the streets at that time of

night, when honest folks v,*ere in bed. Tliis

courteous question I answered in the Quaker
fashion, by asking him what was his opinion of

his own honesty, as he was in the same predica-
ment with myself.
"Show me your passport," was the only reply

he condescended to give.
" Confound the passport !

"
thought I.

" These
infernal spies will imprison me at last."

"Well, where is your passport ?
"

"I have none with me."
" Then you cannot walk the streets at this time

of night without a passport."
"What am I to do ? I cannot go to an inu,

because they won't let me in without a passport ;

I cannot go home, because they won't let me out

without a passport ;
and now you say I miist not
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\Vcalk the streets without a passport ; where am I

to go ?
"

"I don't know."

"May I go and throw myself into the sea, off

j^onder ]ner, without a pass])ort ?
"

"
Oh, yes ; you may do that.''''

That is about the only thing one can do without

a passport in Russia. The result of it all was,
that I surrendered myself to the worthy Minister

of Justice (or injustice), and was actually conveyed
to St. Petersburg under the care of that verj'- 2)air of

eyes which had looked so suspicious on board the

steamer. I afterwards discovered that those prying

eyes had never lost sight of me throughout the

day ; they had dogged me from fort to fort,

from inn to inn, fi-om street to street, and were
never taken off from their guard over my
innocent head tiU they had seen me safe and
sound in St. Petersburg. Many thanks for their

loving watchfulness and care.

When T look back on these adventures Avith a

passport in Russia, I cannot but feel how they
served, after all the annoyance, to enhance the

blessings and value of a free country. The jtass-

port system in Riissia is a relic of Oriental b.ar-

bax'ism
;
a badge of slaverj- ;

a sign that the Rus-

sians can call neither body nor soul their ovrn, biit

must have them ticketed and labelled with their

owner's name. "Alexander II., Autocrat of all

the Russias, passport No. 5471." It was all

ver}^ well for our ancestor Gurth the swineherd
and the slave to endure ; but free-born men,

living in a free country, will never bend their

necks to wear a collar. The passport is another

sort of ticket-of-leave, and the system is one

equally associated with villany and corruption and
much piiblic inconvenience. To submit to the

ignominy of carrying a label aboixt you, certifying
who yoii are, as if you word were not enough ; to

be oljliged to show this ticket to every little

pettifogging functionary, who may choose to de-

mand it ;
to be liable to a cross-examination by

said functionary on every little minutia everj"-

time he happens to have a grudge against you, or

fancies that yoii have not bribed him liljerally

enough ;
this is a degradation to which none but a

convicted criminal ought to be subjected. I have

been in almost every coimtry in Eiirope, but I

have seen no country where the brand is luirnt in

so deeply as in Russia. When I last returned

home from the North ;
when I trod once more

upon the free English soil, and breathed once more

the free English air, I felt a weight taken off my
soul

;
I experienced a sense of returning strength

and manhood ; and I thanked God that my home

is in glorious Old England !
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LAST WEEK.

It is the fashion to say that the day of great

men is at an end, and people discuss the subject

nuicli as follows. There is such a uniformity of

education and of ojiportunity, that there is very
little to distinguish A. from B. Hero-worship

expired with the newspaper and the railway. In

order that it may exist there must be a dim

shadowy background. Men fall prostrate before

a cloud ;
but where all is clear and palpaljle to

the senses, they handle, they criticise, they discuss,

they doubt. Hence the reverence for the heroes

of antiquity. Imagine the Right Honourable

Pericles, member for the Hymettus Burghs, to be

well dissected from day to day in the " Clerken-

well Coxirier," as the clear-sighted editor could

dissect him when a War Peloponnesian, or other,

was in progress, which the great statesman did

not conduct exactly in conformity with the views

of that eminent publicist. Fancy Demosthenes

on the wrong side, or indeed on the right one, and

how, to the eyes of pai-ty men, those roaring
sentences, which we were all taught to admire in

our youth, would degenerate into "miserable

stuff,"
"
nisi-prius pleading,

" "
catchpenny trash,

"

and so forth. The man lived and spoke two
thoitsand years and more ago. The human race

have ceased to care about Philip of Macedon and
his doings. Indeed the only remains now of what
was once deemed so important are a few Klephts
owning a doubtful allegiance to a Bavarian Kinglet
(who was it lived at Munich when Demosthenes
wore wig and gown?), and the tirades of eloquent
abuse with which young gentlemen, struggling for

First Classes, are so familiar. If our Own Corre-

spondent had accompanied Jidius Cajsar during his

wars in Gaul, and Mr. Renter had helped lis hour

by hour to the very latest intelligence of his

doings amongst the Belga=- and others, how some

amongst us would have cried him iip as a "
fine

energetic fellow," a " soldier to the back-bone
;

"

but how the peace-party woidd have groaned over

him, and dubbed him a monster in human form, a
cat-o'-nine-tails in the right hand of Destiny !

How his fame would have gone up and down
exactly as he was fortunate or unfortunate in his

operations. Excelsior is the motto of the bubble
;

it must soar upwards, and upwards still. Let it

pause for a moment in its flight, and all that
remains of its iridescence and its glory is a droji
or two of soap and water, not over clean.

Such is the fashion of talk about modern great-
ness—or rather about the possibility of greatness
in modern times. There is some truth and some
untruth about the theory. That it can scarcely
be altogether true would appear from the fact that
there are three or four names just now which are

uppermost in the minds of ail, and the bearers
of these famous names really are what the old
Creek hexameter men would have called shepherds
of the people. There is Joseph Garibaldi for one.
Who will say that the days of hero-worship are
gone by m hen we read of the homage paid to that
great chief ? Aspiring young men ! the real trouble
13 not so much to get your greatness acknowledged
as fairly to earn the acknowledgment by noble
deeds enacted for the good of others, without

selfish motive. It may well be that in very few
cases the homage of the human race will be paid
in so immediate and palpable a form as it now is

to that great Italian leader. It is not allowed to

every man to put on a red jersey
—to conquer a

kingdom—and to give it away for the greater

hajipiness of all concerned within six months.

Men, however, may be great in other ways. No
doubt Michael Faraday in his laboratory—just on
the eve, or on the morrow, of a great discovery—
receives his reward as well as Joseph Garibaldi at

the conclusion of a well-fought day. After all,

the evvivas, and the laurel crowns, and the tri-

umphal arches do not count for much. The

thought that he has been the instrument in the

hands of Providence to put an end to so much
misery, must be that which makes such a man as

Garibaldi feel happy in himself. There is something
about his ways of going on which makes his de-

tractors appear ridiculous. Even Dr. Paul Cullen

squirts dirty water at him with an imcertain hand.
The Papal people, who are rather adepts at ciu'sing
than otherwise, can't get their curses to hold water
when they curse Garibaldi. As you read the
bead-roll of medireval abuse, and the curses come

rumbling out like potatoes out of a sack, you feel

that they are quite out of place. It is Dr. Slop

cursing Obadiah in his vitals, and in aU the acts

of his life, because he has tied a string round a

bag in too complete a manner. Joseph Garibaldi
is not "iniquitous," "impure," "the enemy of

God and man," because he dislikes Cardinal Anto-

neUi, and would much prefer that Pio Nono should
take up his residence somewhere else than at

Rome. Garibaldi has been attacked in a far less

vindent manner, and in a much more wholesome

spirit by public ^Titers in our own country. Of
this there is no gi-eat reason to complain, because
he has been handled just as any great Englishman
would have been handled who was—what is the
usual phrase?—"occupying a prominent position
in public life."

We do criticise the acts of our leaders in this

country in a very unsparing way, and well is it

for them and for us all that this is done, so that
we may not fall into the senilities and anilities of

hero-worship. But never in oiw time has this

amende honorable been so qiuckly paid as in the
case of Joseph Garibaldi. On IMonday he was a
kind of crazy buccaneer for going to Sicily. On
Tuesday he was the remarkable man whose story
was like an Arabian tale. On Wednesday our

great thinkers wagged their fingers at him, after

the fashion of the witches in Macbeth, for think-

ing of an attempt upon the mainland. The
Sicilian rocket was to fall down by mere gTavita-
tion as the Neapolitan stick. On Thursday, the

"remarkable-man theory
" was brought to light

once more. His acts stidtified jn-ophecy, and
defied criticism. Dobbs admitted his error. On
Friday it appeared that Dobbs was right after all.

Garibaldi, who was at best a splendid partisan
leader—a fact which Dobbs was free to admit—
had attempted a bit of statesmanship

—
really now !

Worse still, he was aliout to fight a battle against
regular troops, and the result was not only to the

ingenious Dobbs, but to every dear old gentleman
in the Senior United Service Club, but a foresrone
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conclusion. On Saturday the great battle was not

only greatly fought, but greatly won. (.laribaldi

was a great General. Dobbs had i)ut his visii on

him. It was all right until Garibaldi's tirst re-

verse, when his English friend would have turjicd

upon him, and denounced him as an impostor.

Yes, Garibaldi had proved to Dobbs's satisfaction

that he could set a squadron in the held
;
but let

him still beware of statesmanship.
Well—well, Arthur Wellesley, after his Penin-

sula and Waterloo, was dubbed by the late

Daniel O'Connell a "stunted corporal," but he

survived it. On Sunday poor Garibaldi had com-

mitted a great error, he had thrown himself into

the arms of Mazzini, or Mazzini liad thrown him-

self into his arms—in point of fact, something was

wrong about the embraces ;
and Dobbs, admitting

all the while that Garibaldi had about him the

makings of a great general, was more and more

convinced that as a statesman he was weak, shal-

low, and incomiietent. On Monday it turned out

that Garibaldi, who had had some small business

on hand (while Dobbs was dining out in London),
such as meeting a regular army with his hasty

levies, coming to an understanding with the

Sardinian Government, maintaining the requi

site attitude against Lamorici&re, whilst La-

morieicre still existed as a political and

military entity, had really not done so very badly.

He hacl had a very difficult game to play at Naples
whilst engaged with the enemy in front, and had

only spare minutes to play it in. He had, how-

ever, contrived to keep now one ball, now another,

in the air until the moment had arrived for deci-

sive action ; when, lo ! he was found to have done

the very thing which Dobbs himself had pointed
out as the only proper course—namely, handed

the southern portion of the Italian peninsula and

the island of Sicily, which by his wisdom and his

courage he had all but purged of the Bourbons and

their adherents, over to Victor Emmanuel. True to

the declaration of the last ten years of his life

Garibaldi still believed that the best chances of

independence and safety for his comitry lay in the

union of all the x^rovinces under one sce[)ti'e.

Dobbs withdrew the epithet of Massaniello—and

was appeased.
Has not this been the tone of a certain portion

of English society towards Garibaldi during the

last few months ? No great harm is intended, but

the habit of English political life is to drag
down all men to the intellectual level of the

speakers or writers. They weigh them in their own
scales, and measure them with their own rules.

On the whole, it is well. They have more to

learn from Garibaldi, than Garibaldi from them—
and they will accept the teaching in the long
run. Have we not lived through a period when
the present premier of Epgland was known as
"
Cupid," and the mere mention of his name pro-

voked a smile or a sneer ? Now, the reason why
this mention has been made of Garibaldi is, that

although very wise people tell lis that the day of

hero-worship is gone by for ever, it would appear
that

j
ust now the whole action of Europe turns upon

the decisions of half-a-dozen men, and Garibaldi is

one of them. Indeed, until he had announced his

positive decision of handing over the Kingdom of

the Two Sicilies at once to Victor Emmanuel he

may be said to have been the foremost amongst
these marking men. What has he been about
last week ? To relate what these half-dozen men
have been doing for the last seven days, would
be the shortest methoil of giving a true chronicle

of the week.

Just now Garibaldi has taken Capua. In Southern

Italy his task is well-nigh completed. It is said

that when this is fairly accomplished, he will

return to his little island of Caserta, and put
off dignity

—at least as much of it as beadles

would care about—more easily than he put it on.

There are not wanting rumours that when the

Italian matter is finished, he meditates an ex-

pedition into Hungary. The notice of this

movement, indicated to the troops under General

Tuit's orders, seems ominous enough—and yet
one should guess, that if the disaffection amongst
the Hungarian soldiers in the Austrian service be

as profound as it is said to be, both the Hungarian
and the Italian question will receive a more

pacific solution. The theory of the financial men
is, that i^ustria is at the present moment prepared
to bargain away and sell Venetia for a suitable

consideration. The Austrian authorities appear to

be shooting the Hungarian gunners at Venice

for spiking the guns which they should turn

against 0;esar"s foes.

This preliminary matter of Garibaldi's once

disposed of, Europe falls back into its normal

s ate—which state now appears to be one of depen-
dence upon the resolutions to be adopted by the

French Emperor. Now, what is this man about ?—he who wears the shoes of stillness, and who
bears the sword of sharpness, like the hero of the

Fairy Tale ! To be sure, last week, he has been

draftiuir a few more battalions to Rome, and has

managed matters so effectually, that if it were

thoucfht desirable to dislodge them from that

illustrious city of ruins and recollections, the task

woiild not be a very easy one. This, however,
has ostensibly been the smallest of what our

French neighbours call the Imperial pre-occupations

during the last week. Louis Napoleon, during
that brief section of time, has had the good sense

to close with Mr. Whitworth. He has put our

own tardy government to shame, and secured for

himself means of offence and defence superior to

our own. Besides this, Louis Napoleon has thrown

himself into the theory of the currency, and is

about to appear before the eyes of Europe as the

great Banker of the world. If the intelligence be

true—and it appears to be true—and if the

announcement is not a mere blind—a golden shield

held before the l^reasts of his soldiers—it is well.

Europe, just now, has more to gain from peace
than from war.

But if Louis Napoleon takes to banking in good
earnest. Lord Overstone had best look to himself.

The pound sterling
—that Fetish of the ' ' well

regulated" English mind—is in imminent danger.
Beware the Ides of March—or rather, the Second

of December ! Our ledgers are exposed to a

coup-cVetat. The financial may be moi-e potent
than the military arm after all

;
and the French

Emperor, who seems to have given up the idea of

attempting a disembarkation upon our coasts, may
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reach Capcl Court by double entry after all. The

•\vorkin.i,'s of the company popularly known as

the " Credit MolilUcr," may give some clue to the

fashion of the Imperial thought ui)on such sub-

jects. Ckedit, if we mistake not, is to be the

keystone of the system, without those precau-

tionary reserves which the late Sir llobert Peel

woulil have deemed indispensable for the success

of his tinancial operations. This matter should

be regai-ded seriously. The announcement of it

is the most important event of Last Week.

Europe may have somewhat to dread from France

gorged with prosperity
—but still more from

desperate and bankrupt France.

Poimds, shilhugs, and pence—or rather francs

and centimes—apart, what has Louis Napoleon
been about for the last seven days ? He has been

endeavouring to restore harmony between himself

and the Parisian workmen irritated with the high

pi-ice of lodgings and the dearness of tobacco. He
has been marking his definitive ruptiire with the

parti iwetre which has served his turn, and may
now be cast aside, or at least reduced to obedience

The fag-ends of cigars, and the broken fragments
of pipes, which have been cast by the workmen
on the path where he takes his usual walk, have

produced more effect upon the mind of Louis

Napoleon than the headless arrows of the Ultra-

montane clergy.
To the workmen the Emperor deigns to explain

his tobacco policy, and there is little doiibt that if

the explanation does not suffice to conjiu'e away
the storm of cigar-ends and broken pipes, Louis

Najioleon will give way. He is too wise a ruler

to drive men desperate by putting out their pipes.
Obstinate old George IIT. lost his North American

provinces for a pound of tea
; Louis Napoleon will

not put his crown in danger for an ounce of

tobacco. For the priests he has a different word.
Cromwell coidd not have taken a higher tone with
a High-Chnrch bishop of his day than the French

Emperor now does with his recalcitrant clergy.

They must follow as he leads, or— ! The English
Protector gave the Irish malcontents in his time
the choice between emigration to Connaught, or
to a point which lay still further south—and this

is miich the tone adopted last week by Louis

Napoleon with his protesting bishops. The day
of genixflexioBS and pilgrimages in company with
the gracefid Eugenie to the shrines of the Breton

peasant is at an end. Louis Napoleon now leaves
the Holy Father exposed to the full force of cir-

cumstances, and what he calls the inevitable logic
of facts. Well, just now the "inevitable logic"
means the occupation of the late Papal territory

—
save the patrimony of St. Peter—by the national

troops. It means the presence of an overwhelm-
ing French force in Pome and the patrimony of
St. Peter itself. It means a bankrupt exchequer,
and the benefit of the act—or worse—for Pio
Nono ere the coming winter is at an end.

So far of Joseph Garibaldi and Louis Napoleon :

let us not lose sight of our own First Minister, and
his doings, during the Last Week. Lord
Palmerston is as much the expression of the aspi-
rations and wishes of English society, at the latter
end of the nineteenth century, as Garibaldi is of

struggling—and now well-nigh triumphant—Italy,

or Loixis Napoleon of France, weary of revolutions

and loving glory well, but money still more.

Time was when these islands were ruled by the

great revolution families or the Whig connection.

Then George III. and the yoxinger Pitt, with their

batches of new peers, had it all their own way.
Then the Radicals and Heformers practically ruled

over us for a term of years, and great lords and

great statesmen, and all who aimed at the peer's

coronet, and the seals of office, were compelled to

pay court to the populace. These were the palmy
days for political adventurers. There has come, at

last, a time when Englishmen are weary of these

things, or, more properly speaking, are content

with what has been gained, and do not care for

revolution piinciples or quintessence of Whiggerj^,
or great Tory Peers, or High Prerogative Attorney-
Generals, or Demagogues, or the Five Points of the

Charter. See, last session, what a failure residted

from the attempt to galvanise the dead movement
of 1831-32 into fresh life. Times are changed.
It is idle to look in Jxdy for last winter's snow, or

to water apple- trees in December with hot water,
after the fashion of Triptolemus Yellowly, in

search of a second croji. Lord Palmerston is the

man who has had the wisdom to discern how
English society is to be ruled during the cxirrent

decennial period.
In the absence of all strong political passions

and feelings, the statesman who is a good-humoured
embodiment of the public opinion of his counti-y
is our appropriate chief. When we are not run-

ning crazy al^out a war, or engaged in mad specu-

lation, the characteristic of English society is com-
mon sense. Lord Palmerston is common sense

personified. He knows how to deal with men,
and thei-efore men like to deal with him. He is

neither a fanatic nor a sceptic in religion ; he will

hold his own against the Court, when need is, and

yet maintain the authority of the Crown ; he is

touchy, and perhaps a trifle too well inclined to

parade the British Lion in his dealings with foreign

powers—in our very hearts we are all inclined to

give that noble animal an airing now and then.

He is not too great an orator. In the year 1860
we would no more consent to be ruled by a great

orator, than by an eminent tragedian. Although
he every now and then falls into the mistake of

treating a pohtical adversary with something very
much like contempt in the House of Commons,—•

as a set-off, when addressing himself to the conn-

tiy—he has all the exqxiisite tact of Scarlett when

"going to a jury." Nobody knows better than
Lord Palmerston the value of a sandwich com-

posed of two commonplaces and a bad joke. This

style of oratory is not great, but it suits us just
now. Then there is the genial humour of the man
when out of harness. Despite of his seventy and
odd years—and what .dull people call the cares of

State—the English Premier is as ready for an
afternoon's rabbit-shooting as a great schoolboy.
With all this he is in very truth a statesman of

great experience—of close discernment—of high
administrative ability

—and a lover of his country.
Lord Palmerston's Yorkshire progress, with a
cheerful word, and a cordial grasp of the hand for

all who came across him, may fairly be reckoned

amongst the events of Last Week.
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THE SILVER COED.
BY SHIRLEY BROOKS.

CHAPTER III.

When a Freucliman's wife disappears (if the

fact is likely to be known among his friends) he

selects his seconds, and practises his thrnst in

tierce. When the same misfortune hajipens to an

American, he fills his pockets with revolvers, and
bides his time. When an Englishman is so un-

happy as to find his castle left nnto him desolate,

he considts his solicitor.

Let it be distinctly \inderstood at the outset of

our narrative, that Arthur Lygon, shocked, stag-

gering, bewildered, was loyal and trne to the

woman whom he loved. For not one moment did

the husband of Laura admit to his heart a single

thought that accTised her honour and his own.
The first idea that would occur to most men, sur-

rounded by such circumstances as those described

in our opening chapter, would be, not unnaturally,
that conjugal relations between the wife and the

husband were over for ever and ever. That first

idea would have been the very last for Arthur

Lygon, or, rather, it never arose to him at all.

After a long and wearying night, during which

every possibihty that his brain could suggest as

the cause of the sorrow that had come upon him

presented itself with sickening iteration, until the

gradually deadening facidty refused to be driven

along the dreary paths of conjecture, and the

bright dawn found him pale, nervous, and agi-

tated, Lygon's true heart was still brave and firm

enough to resist, unconsciously, the entrance of

any base thought. His wife had encountered

some fearful misfortune, and to rescue her, and

restore her to the home whence she had been

lured, or forced, or driven by some agency
which it was his to trace and punish—that

was Arthur Lygon's business. And when,
after that terrible night-watch, he stood at his

opened window, and cooled his forehead in the

soft air of the summer morning, he had no angry
words to utter, no sighs for his own ti'ibulation,

no reproaches against an undeserved destiny to

pour out, after the fashion of heroes who are sud-

denly grieved or wronged. His one thought was

for the delivery of Laura from the imknowu

enemy. A most unpicturesque, ineffective hero,

indeed, ami one ujton whom such a chance of

melting pathos and of fiery declamation was wan-
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touly wasted, but you must take him as he is.

The loss is mine. I mourn for the eloquence that

he might have launched into the night, the vows

•which" he might have called on the rising sun to

attest and register. In lieu of such a record, I

have to do the humblest duty, that of telling the

exact truth. Miserable and disturbed, he waited

for the day, and when the morning was somewhat

advanccd.he bathed, dressed, and left his room

as calmly, to outward appearances, as he had done

on the preceding day.
With prompt resolve that there should be no

shadow of sus^ncion in his household, Mr. Lygon
had, within an hoiir from receiving the mysterious

message, gone down-stairs, and in the presence of

the children, but not addressing the falsehood to

them—we are strange creatures—had informed a

servant that a very dear friend of himself and of

Mrs. Lygon lay at the point of death in Hereford-

shire, and that she had most properly hurried off

in hope to be in time to see the departing lady.

He managed, as if accidentally, to drop into the

explanation a word or two implying that the

dying friend was rich, thus certain to convey an

impression which woidd be at once acceptable to

domestics, for whom the information was intended.

He trusted that in five minutes they would be

cunningly nodding their heads in approval of their

mistress's cleverness in looking after the interests

of her family ; and he was not deceived. He even

went through the ceremony of the dinner, and
his silence and thoughtfidness were easily accounted

for by his servants. It had been cruel work,

howevei', to contend against the chatter of the

children.

"Has the lady ever been here, papa?" de-

manded Frederick. " Do we know her ?
"

"Xo, no, dear."
" Have / seen her? " asked Walter, who, as the

eldest, deemed that his prolonged experience had

probably embraced the acquaintance in question.
"
No, Walter. But we'll not talk about it any

more, dears. The loss of one whom we love is a

very sad thing, and at present we do not know
what it may please God should happen. So we
\vill not speak any moi-e about it imtil we hear
from mamma."

And, as may easily be supposed, the few hours

during which it was necessary to support aj^pear-
ances seemed anything but few or brief to Arthur

Lygon ; but they passed. His children's last

kisses were warm upon his cheek when he once
more locked himself into the room in which a

happy father had, on three anxious, happy days,
presented a newly-born child, for the kiss of a

pale but smihng mother—of her who had left him,
and all of them.
When Mr. Lygon, accompanied by little Clara,

proud of being her father's companion, and almost
prouder of being placed in charge of carpet-bag
and cloaks, reached Lipthwaite, he drove straight
to the house of Mr. Berry, but found that the
latter had taken his pony and ridden across to the
Abbey. Mrs. Beiry had gone into the town, but
the servant, who knew Mr. Lygon well, and was
rapturous at the sight of the little girl of whom
much had been heard, but who had never visited
the place where her beautiful mother had been

married, was as ready with the hospitality of

Cromwell Lodge as the owners could have been.

Lunch was to be ready in ten minutes, and an

early dinner should be got for Miss Clara, and, in

the meantime, would she have some strawberries

and cream after the jom-ney ?

"Thanks, Hester, thanks. But, no, we will

not have anything at present. We'll leave our

things, and take a walk. I want to show my little

girl the Hill and the view, and when we come

back, I dare say that your master or mistress \s-l11

have returned."

Hester made another struggle to administer

refreshment of some kind.

"Indeed she does not want anything," said Mr.

Lygon. "It is but two hours since we break-

fasted. Look here, Hester, I see the great tele-

scope is still sticking out at the library window."
' ' Master is never tired of looking through

that, sir, and finding out all that goes on up on

the Hill."
"

Well, if he comes in before we return, tell

him to look there for us. Now, Clara, darling.
"

"But let me just cut a paper of sandwiches

for Miss Clara," pleaded Hester. "The air up
there gives people such an aj^petite, if we might
guess, master says, by the awfid great baskets

they take up with 'em."
' ' We shall be all the readier for lunch, Hester,

thank you," said Mr. Lygon, leading Clata away
with him.

The child was delighted with the walk, with the

little tree-bridge over the clear water, in which she

actually saw a fish, and with the ascent of the

height, and her merry chatter rattled out unceas-

ingly. She was never much at a loss for talk, but the

best orators are aided by accidents, and when Miss
Clara's discourse was helped by siich sparkling
incidents as the scramble of a real squirrel up a

tree close to her, by the vision of a little snake

writhing across the path, and the meeting a boy
with a hedgehog, which he presented to her in

the kindest and imcouthest manner, and which she

carried a good way, to the extreme detriment of her

prettily-fitting little green gloves (when releasing it

being utterly out of the question with her, her
father transferred it to his jiocket), it may easily
be imagined that her voice was very busy with the

echoes of our hill.
' ' Oh ! if mamma could only see this lovely place,

"

she exclaimed, as they turned out of some shade,
stood on the rocky edge, and saw the rich country
below flooded with the sunshine of a summer
noon.

"My child, she knows every bit of this hill,

and all round it, as well as I do, and better."

And indeed it was true, for it was around, and
about, and over the hill that Laura Vernon had

guided Arthur Lygon in the happy days when he
was persuading her to let him be her guide over
the Hill of Difficulty caUed Life.

" Oh ! I wish she was here."

"So do I, love," said ]Mr. Lygon, in a voice
which he endeavoured, not very successfidl}', to

make a cheerful one.

They followed to its end a path which was
about two-thirds up the hill, and v/hich, winding
through a thick shade, terminated on an open, on
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which the bright white light shone in all its

jDOwer. Here Lygon stopped, iiointed out to

Clara a few of the points in the landscape, and
then told her to wander abont, if she liked, as

he would lie down, and look at something he had
to read.

" Don't go too far from me, and keep out of the

sun, darling. Call out to me, if you miss your
way."

" But you will take care of the poor little

hedgehog, papa?"
"All care, dear."

And the happy child departed on her explo-

ration, singing gaily, and with her head full of

hedgehogs, squirrels, snakes, caves, and all the

wonders of the new world into which she had
been brought.

# * * * *
' '

Papa ! papa !

"

It was, however, only a cry of delight and
excitement that roused him from his own thoughts.
A few steps brought him where he could see her,
above him.

And a prettier little fairy of the forest had not

been seen on the old hill. In a setting of green
leaves, her light dress stood out like some strange
new flower, and as her dark hair fell over her
shoulders—the hat on the ground was much too

full of wild-flowers, coloiired stones, and other

treasures, to be at all available for its ordinary

purpose—and stirred in the slight breezes, her

bright face, flushed with heat and delight, quite

glowed while she stood intently watching some

object below. Even her father's troubled eye
could not fail to note her rare beauty.
"I see the house, I see the telescope!" she

cried,
' ' and a gentleman at the door is waving a

handkerchief at me."
And she waved her own in return, with infinite

energy, and her eyes sparkled as she perceived
that her fairy signal was recognised.

They returned to the lodge, and found not only
Mr. Berry but his wife, and were heartily wel-

comed by the former, and were received with all

proper and decorous attention by the latter.

"But how shabby to come without Laura,"
said Mr. Berry.

"
Clara, how could you let papa

leave mamma l^ehind ?
"

" But mamma has gone into the country herself,
so we couldn't bring her," explained Clara.

Foreseeing the question, Mr. Lygon had pre-

pared himself with the reply. Mr. and Mrs. Berry
had known his wife from girlliood, and the half

explanation which Lygon had made at home
woidd, he felt, be hardly sufBcient for the Berrys,
who were tolerably well acquainted with the

names, at least, of all her intimate friends. He
had come down to give his full confidence to Mr.

Berry, but had not the slightest intent!!)n of

entrustiug it to the solicitor's wife, whom indeed
he loved not.

"Yes," said Mr. Lygon, promptly—perhaps a
little more promptly than Vv'ould have been quite
natural had there been no secret to keep. "Poor
Mrs. Cateaton—did you not meet her at our house,
Mrs. Berry, when you came to town the year
before last—"

"I do not seem to remember the name," said

Mrs. Berry, looking him very straight in the face
with her cold, light, but not very clear eyes.

Mrs. Berry was some ten or twelve years
younger than her hiisband. In earlier life she
had seemed passably pretty, when seen in a group
of yoimg girls, a sort of ])artnership which, to a
careless eye, invests all the members of the firm
with shares in the personal advantages of each.

But when an observer, drawing back from the

party, calmly and silently limited the i)artncrsliii),
and assigned to each young lady her own portion
of the united assets, he did not make much of the

contributions of Marion \Vagstafi"e. Against a

i^leasaut though cold smile, a clear blonde com-

plexion, rather a good figure, white, but not small

hands, a readiness of speech, some neatness in

language, and perfect self-composure, whicli one

might transfer to the wrong side of the account by
calling it self-complacency, the accoimtant had to

set the light eyes that have been mentioned, and
to add that they were objectionably watchful, and
never in i-epose. He had also to note that the voice

which proceeded from those iinsympathetic-looking

lips was, though clear, liable to become too high
for a sensitive ear, and though this woidd have
been of no consequence, had the habitual utter-

ances been kindly, he would have remarked that

Miss Wagstafl"e's/o;-fe was in retort, and that even
in the lightest conversation her share was usually
the detection of a friend's ignorance, or the correc-

tion of a friend's English. Marion was tall, and

height is a merit in its way ;
but not especially so

when one avails oneself of it as a tower of espial,
and rejoices in the ability to look down with undue
ease upon the misdoings of a shorter world ;

—and
so did Marion Wagstatfe use those extra inches.

Certainly she was not an amiable girl, but, dress-

ing well, smiling readily, and keeping her light
braided hair very neat, she somehow took her 2>lace

among amiable girls, and used to be in^'ited a

good deal by people who would scarcely have cared

to say that they liked her. She could not sing,
biit had grappled determinately with the key-
board, and what mechanical labour can attain

there, Marion had seized, and marked the time vnth.

commendable precision when she played quadrilles—everybody has some virtue.

This was the account as it would have been
made up, errors excepted, when she was two-and-

twenty. In comjileting it, to be rendered at the

date of our story, the age had to be doubled, and

important additions had to be made. Among
them was her having become possessed of about

four hundred a year in her own right (by the

beq\iest of a distant relative, Avho was most auxious

to leave her property not only away from her near

relations, but in a quarter whence it was morally
certain that no weakness would send back a shil-

ling to the bafiled expectants), and her leaving
secured the hand of the pi'osperous solicitor of

Lipthwaite. How Edward Allingham Berry was
induced to marry a woman who was certainly
aboiit as unlike himself in character as possible, it

is not for me to try to explain. He was rich, and
therefore the addition of riches might have been an
aid in bringing about the union. But he was a

thoughtful man, and could scai-cely have admired

her shallow smartness
;
a kindly man, and could
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not but dislike her incesscant antagonism ; a sincere

man (attorncyism deducted), and must have been

annoyed by her mysteries and reticences. How-

ever, tlioy married, and it is just to say that the

iinamiable -woman l)ecamo a most foolishly in-

dulgent and devoted mother, and that the blow

which took her children from her was more ter-

ribly felt than the world beheved that Marion

Berrj' could feel. ^STevertheless, it did not soften

her, though it went well nigh to crush her. The

cold smile was almost as ready on the thin lips as

of old. Such was the jierson who was looking at

Mr. Lygon, and Avaiting further explanation of

Mrs. Lygon's absence from Loudon.
" Why, papa," broke in Clara,

"
yon told

Walter that the lady had never been at our

house.
"

"No, no, dear," said Mr. Lygon, calmly. "I
told him that he did not know her. But I thought,
Mrs. Berry, that you had met Mrs. Cateaton.

What p\it that into my head ? However, she is

exceedingly—dangerously—ill, and she telegraphed
for Laura to go down and see her."

" What part of the coimtry ?"
' ' Herefordshire.

"

"
]\Iy aunt Empson comes from Herefordshire.

She will be hei-e in the course of the afternoon,
and perhaps knows the lady. What—"

"Ah!" said Lygon, quickly, for he wanted, of

course, to ask a question just here instead of

answering one. " What part of the country does

your aimt come from ?"

Did he expect to win the trick? Mrs. Berry
suspected nothing, but habit induced her alwaj's
to take everj- conversational advantage.

"
Why," she said,

"—nm—dear me—tst—tst—
I hope that I am not losing my memory as well as

my eyesight
—what is the place called ? I shall

be able to teU you in a minute. What is the
name of Mrs. Cateaton's place

—that may bring it

tome?"
"Long Edgecombe," said Mr. Lygon, who

thought an invented name was safer than a real

one.

"I don't remember that name; but we'll look
at the map presently, and that will remind me of

aunt's j)laee."
" Meantime we'll have some lunch," said Mr.

Berry. "You can't think how glad I am to see

yon, Arthur. And one word's as good as a
hundred—v.-e're not going to have a lly-a-v/ay
visit from you this time, especially as you have
brought Miss to see her mamma's country. To-day
we'll have a chat and a ramble, but to-morrow
we'll give her a long drive, perhaps to Bingley,
and Saturday we'll talk aboiit by and by. Lord
Annonbury's grounds are open on Satiu-days, but
I'm afraid not the house, and that's the best part
of the sight—but I'll ascertain."
And over these and other of the kindly schemings

of a host who is delighted to see his guests, Mr.
Berry talked during the lunch.
"Do you like leaving your house to the care

of ser\-ant3 only?" said Mrs. Berry. She did
not mean to be inhospitable, but it was in her
nature to take the least pleasant view of every-
thing.

" One woidd rather not, of course," replied Mr.

Lygon.
' ' But Price is qiiite a person to trust at

need."
" But there was no need for you to leave until

Mrs. Lygon came back."
" Civil speech, my dear," said Mr. Berry, "con-

sidering that Arthur left town to come to us.
"

" I don't imagine that Mr. Lygon suspects me
of intending to be uncivil, Edward,

"
said Mrs. Berry,

putting on the grievance-look which some women
assume with such promptness.

' '
I supjiose that

he would have too much self-respect to visit where
the lady of the house was capable of anything of

the kind."

"Well, take some wine with him, then," said

Mr. Berry, laughing,
" and show him that yoii

are very glad to see him."
' ' I am taking bitter ale, as yoii know I always

do in the morning, Mr. Berry, but Mr. Lygon
wants no assurance that he is welcome."

"Then he shall take wine with me," said Mr.

Berry.
" Your health, Arthur, and the missus's,

and yours, iliss Clara, and may you make as

pretty and good a woman as mamma."
"As good and as pretty, / should have said,"

observed Mrs. Berry, "if it had been necessary to

say anything about prettiness at all. May you be

a good girl, Clara, as far as any of us can be said

to be good, and nevermind about the looks."

And Mrs. Berry sipped at her bitter mixture.

Those may call it ale who have no national feel-

ings, no love of national traditions, and no sense

of the responsibilities of language, but there is

one pen that shall never so disgrace its Mother
Goose.

" Never mind about the looks !" repeated Mr.

Berry, cheerily.
" But I do mind about the

looks, and I mind about them a great deal. I

hate ugly people, and I always used to like them
to be on the other side of a case in which I was

engaged. One made out one's costs with such

gusto when one thought what a hideous face the

enemy woidd twist over a good bouncing item."

"Mr. Lygon knows best," said Mrs. Berry;
" biit if I had a child of that age in the room I

should desire her to go and walk in the garden
rather than hear such teaching."

Clara's eyes turned to her father's, and they
exchanged that look of love and confidence, that

all but siippressed smile, which mean perfect
mutual understanding, and leave little need for

words.
" Not a bad notion, though," said Mr. Beiry,

"as we seem to have done lunch. Let us all

go and look at the garden. Take another

glass of the Madeira, first, Arthtir. You may
trust it."

It might not appear to an ordinary observer to

be of much consequence whether Mrs. Berry
became freckled or not, but as that person herself

entertained a different opinion, and saw lit to go
away and proA-ide herself with a brown hat and a

blue sun-shade, she afforded Arthur Lygon an

opportunity of saying a word or two, in an under-

tone, to Mr. Eerry.
" Of course," replied his friend.
" It is very nide to whisper in company, j^apa,"

said Clara, laughing saucily.
"So it is," said Mrs. Berry, re-entering, duly



Nov. 17, 1S60.1 THE SILVER CORD. 5C5

protected against the sun. ' ' I am glad the little

girls are taught good manners in these days."

They went out into the garden, and Mr. Berry,
in directing Clara to the path that led to the

strawberry-beds, performed a clever manojuvre,

for the child went skimming away like a glad bird

to the place he pointed out, and ISIrs. Berry, in

accordance with her nature, immediately followed

the child to prev^ent her um-estrained enjoyment.
Yet Mrs. Berry had been a mother, and, as has

been said, a doting one.
" I am here to consult you," said Arthur Lygon,

hurriedly, the moment her sharp ears were out of

range,
' '

iipon a sad affair. How can we speak
without interruption ?

"

' '

Easily. But a word. Not an affair of your
own ?

"

"Indeed, yes."
The elder man touched his friend's hand for a

second only.
"You want to telegraph to tov/n," he said.

"I'll drive you over to Marfield, as it is just as

well that our Lipthwaite gossips
—you under-

stand."

They walked to the strawberries, at which
Clara had made her first dash with all the delight
of a child who had never seen such things, except
in dishes, and to whom, therefore, the red fruit,

lurking under the leaves, seemed downright trea-

sures—jewels.
"Come off the mould, dear," Mrs. Berry was

crying to hei',
" and come off at once, or you will

stain your frock."
" Let her stain it," said Mr. Berry, deprecat-

" That Mrs. Lygon may infer, even if she should

not say, that I am incompetent to take the

charge of a child for a single day. I am obliged
to you, Mr. Berry."

' ' ]Mrs. Lygon has not to form her opinion of

you after all these years, my dear."
' ' If she happen to have formed a good one, I

prefer that she should retain it, Mr. Berry."
' ' All right, my dear. But look here. Wliich

of the horses had I better have put to the chaise ?

For here is Lygon, like all the Londoners I ever

knew, no sooner gets out of town than he wants to

be sending a message back, and so I must drive him
to Marfield. There's a telegraph station there.

"

"But why not telegraph from Lipthwaite?"
replied Mrs. Berry.

"Why," replied Mr. Beriy, artfuUy,
^^
you put

me on my guard there, with what you said about

Thomas Letts being fool enough to let his young
wife come into the office and learn things, and how
that business of Wendale's got mnd. A message
to Somerset House may not exactly concern little

Mrs. Letts."

"I am glad that a hint I take the liberty of

giving may, sometimes, be worth attention," said

Mrs. Berry, immediately dispatching a gardener
to order the chaise.

" I would go with you," said she,
"
only aimt

is coming over."

Arthur Lygon felt more kindly towards that

relative than he had done when her name was
first mentioned. He hoped to see the lady on his

return. Clara would stay, and say so.

Clara did not look exactly delighted at the idea

of 1)eing left Avitli Mrs. Berry, but was much too

good a child to show discontent. In a few minutes
more the gentlemen had driven off.

"That's not the way to Marfield," said Mrs.

Berry, watching the chaise as it turned to the

right, at the cross road, instead of keeping on

sti'aight, up Bolk's Hill. That was an oversight
of Mr. Berry's, who was so anxious to hear what
Arthur had to say, that he hurried on to Rinckley
Common, the place he had mentally decided on

for their conversation.

They were speedily at the Common, a wide,

wild-looking, high-lying expanse, studded with

gorse patches ;
and here Mr. Berry pulled iip.

"We could as easily have shut ourselves up in

the library, you know, but then it would have
been known that we had been shut up for a

talk," he said.

They left the chaise, and the horse, accustomed

to such intervals of work, set himself quietly to

graze.
' '

Now, my dear Arthur, what is it ?
"

CH.VP. IV.

Much as Arthur Lygon had to tell, it needed

but few words to tell it, and it was told.

Mr. Berry looked at him earnestly, sorrowfully,
for a few moments.

" You have told me all ?
" he asked.

"All," replied Lygon.
" And why have you told it me ?

"

"Why?" returned Arthur. "Are you sur-

prised that in such a sorrow I should come to con-

sult the oldest and the best friend I have in the

world ?
"

"No," said Berry, "I am not surprised, and if

the word were not out of place on such an occa-

sion, I would say that I am gratified. At aU

events you do what is both natural and wise. Of

course I accept your confidence, and of course I

will do my best for you. But now go on."
" I do not understand. I have given you every

detail."

"Of Laura's flight, yes. But come, be a man.

You riivst speak out, if any good is to be done."

"But I have no more to say," said Lygon,

surprised, and a little impatiently. "I repeat

that I don't imderstand you. Ask me any

question.
"

" That is just what I am doing, but you evade

my question."
" I evade a question ! Put it again."
"
Wliy did Mrs. Lygon leave your home ?

"

" My God," said Arthur,
"

is not that the mys-

tery which you must help me to solve."

"I repeat, be a man, Arthur. Come."
" I swear," said Lygon,

" that your meaning is

a mystery to me."

"Arthur," said Mr. Berry, "it is not kind of

you to force me to iise words that even hint at

shame. But if you will have it so, tell me. Do

you believe that Mrs. Lygon left your house with

a lover, or to join one ?
"

The young liusband turned a ghastly white, and

he felt his limbs tremble under him at the pre-

sence of the foul phantom which these words had

i
called up. But he confronted the phantom only
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to ilenoimcc it as a He, aiicl to trample through it

on the instant. Another moment, and his eyes

flashed with an honest anger, and the paleness had

\ittcrly disapi)eared, face and brow speaking as

plainly as the e3'es.

"I am answered," said Mr. Berry.

"Take an answer in words, though," said

Arthur Lygon, in a hoarse voice. "If " His

friend interrupted him.
" Let no iiUe words pass between us," said

Mr. Berry, gravely.
" We have bitterness enough

to deal with. You would say that the idea I

ventured to raise came Isefore you for the first

time, and is so false, so abhorrent to your nature,

that nothing but your feeling that 1 did not

speak in levity, but as an old man who would

serve a young friend, prevented your stril^ing

me down upon this grass."

"Something of that," said Arthur, recovering
himself.

" Not the ^'iolent thought you woiild

suggest
—^but—well, Berry, it is a wickedness to

have spoken the words of her—in connection with

her name."
"It is," said Mr. Berry, "and I feel it as

deeply as you can do. But you forced me to

put that w-icked qiiestion by evading a more
harmless one. You will not continue to do so."

' '

Berry, you speak as if you thought I were

keeping back something which I ought to say."
' ' So you are.

"

" Ask for it, and hear it."

"If 1 put it again, it will be in words that

may offend you."

"Nothing that does not affect her can oifend

me— nothing from you can or shall." And he
held out his hand.

" A good woman," said Mr. Berry, retaining
his hold on Lygon's hand, "does not leave her
husband's home for any faiilt of her own. In
that case, if she leaves it, the faidt must be
his."

Arthur Lygon looked the other full and fairly
in the face.

"I answer your look," said Mr. Berry. "I
have seen a good deal of the world—both sides of

it—and knowing how lightly people can absolve
themselves from offences of their own, you wdll

pardon me if I push my question. You
have done nothing to drive Laura from her
home ?

"

" I !

"
repeated Arthur. "

T, who love her better
than my life, and only ask to spend my life in

making hers happy ! I drive her away ! Are you
mad ?

"

"I believe all you say," said the old lawyer.
"But you need not be told that women have
strange ideas, and that matters which we pass
over as trifles sometimes determine their whole
lives. Y'ou have nearly satisfied me, and yet
I should like you to teU me, in plain English, one
thing."

" I beg of you—ask it."

"You are a handsome man—you were a
favourite with women—I do not believe that you
•would deliberately do wrong ; but has anything
sun-ived from the old days, or is there any
momentary folly that can have reached Laura's
ears ?

"

" On my honour,—no. On my honour,—no.

And if it soimds foolishly when I say that not

only do I love her heartily and thoroughly, but

that she seems to me so incalculably superior,

both in mind and body, to anything I have seen

since my marriage, I can't help that. I swear to

you that you have got the truth."

"And I am right glad to get it. That is

enoiigh, my dear Arthur. And now the ground is

clear, in one sense, though the making it so

increases our difiiculties ten-fold. Husband and
wife being alike without fault as regards one

another, and yet being separated, we approach a

mystery. I suppose we shall break into it, but we
!

must see."
" Eemember, I have nothing else in life to live

for," said Arthur, passionately.
"
Yes, you have, Arthur, much. Even if the

mystery shoidd baffle you to your dying hour, you
have that child beyond the hill, and two other

children in London to live for, besides your
duty."
"A cold word, that," said Arthur,

" and you
must believe it very potent with me, when you,

just now, imputed to me that I could be false to

the best woman in the whole world for the sake of

some wretched intrigue. But we will not talk of

that now. Answer me, Berry, for my head has

been in one whirl, and only the necessity of

hypocrisy has kept me straight
—answer me, what

is the first thing that occurs to you as the key to

this accursed mystery ?
"

"You must give me time."
"
No, but your first thought? Don't refuse it.

If yoii could know^ what kind of night I have sjient,

madly plunging my hand into darkness, as it were,
to try to grapple with a belief, with an idea, you
wovdd not refuse it."

"I have not a definite answer to make. I

coiild, perhaps, say something ; but it would, in

all probability, be wrong, and to lead you astray,
at such a moment, woidd be a sin. Yet—stay.
I might be raising another horror, in simply telling

you to dispel one idea which perhaps has not come
across you. Tell me, Arthur—and do not think me
fencing with your question—have you, yourself,

settled, or tried to settle, upon any conviction ?
"

Arthur Lygon again turned pale.
" One thought," he said, in a low voice,

" came whispering near me in the darkness, and
woidd not be driven aw^ay. It is not my
thought, but it would come, and return, though
I cursed it off. Mind, and for God's sake remember,
the thought is not mine, nor is there the slightest
foimdation for it in this world. I scarcely dare

repeat it."

Mr. Berry gazed earnestly into the pale agitated
face, and in answer to his reiterated demand he
saw the lips of Arthur Lygon form themselves for

the utterance of one expected word.
"Do not say it," said Berry.
" It has crossed your mind, too, then?" gasped

Arthur, his face becoming still ghastlier.
"No."
" Ah !

"
said Lygon, the tears almost forcing

their way to his eyes, "then you have another

solution."
" Do not press me, that is a kind fellow, iintil
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I shcall tell you that I am ready to speak. At
present, and suddenly collecting all the reminis-

cences I can, and without time to marshal them,
or to weigh their value, I think I may say—and I

am really striving to use words that shall be as

indetinite as I can make them—I think I may say
that there are conjectures which we are bound
to exhaust befoi-e we dare "

"
Stop," said Arthur Lygon, "you have iised a

word which you woiUd not use lightly
—reminis-

cences. Are they connected with my life or hers ?

You can answer that without consideration."

"Yours," said Mr. Berry, quickly.
It was an untruth. The word on which Lygon

had lixed, his friend had used unadvisedly. And
before the last question was put, such thoughts
came, darkening, around the memories which

Berry spoke of, that he feared, without more
cautious 2'r6paration, to let Lygon enter the

circle. He judged it safer to exclude him by
that single word of reply, which, however, ^ould
have been

"Hers."
" Mine ?

"
said Lygon.

" The weight that you
would take from my mind, if you coidd show
that anything in my hfe had been the spring of

this. I should enter so cheerfully, or at least so

courageously, upon the quest which we have now
to begin."

" In defiance of those words of warning in the

parting note ?
"

"They are not her words. And if they were,

they must have been forced from her by some

strange and damnable cheat. While I speak—a

light ! Has some one lied to her in the spirit of

what you were imputing just now ?
"

"Would Laura endure any charge against her

husband—at least without laying her hand in his,
and asking whether he dared retain it."

"You are right, and my thought wrongs her,"
said Arthur, slowly.

His lingering utterance did not escape the
notice of his friend, who, however, made no
remark ujion it, then.

"You must give me time, I repeat," said Mr.

Berry.
' ' A day is not now of consequence, as

you allowed the first hours to pass without taking
any active steps."
"Would you have had me treat her as a

criminal," asked Arthur, "have had her described
to the police, and notice given to stop her at

the sea ports, and on the railways ?
"

"You have not done it," said Mr. Berry," and as it is now too late, we need not consider

what a husband might have been justified in

doing. Such steps as you have taken seem very
prudent, as there is nothing for any one to say
against Mrs. Lygon, did she return to-morrow."

"If she return to-morrow ten years, no one
shall say a word against her," said Arthm-.

" I am a hard old lawyer," said Berry, touched ;

"but I think I believe that love like that felt

by you is too true to be ultimately unrewarded.

Yes, I believe that you will be delivered out of

this misery."
"I pray that I may," said Lygon, "for it is

indeed a misery hard to be borne."

{To be eoniimKd.)

THE MONTHS.
NOVEMBER.

One of the grand distinctions between towns-

people and country-people is that townsfolk have
a positive dislike of certain seasons of the year,
while rural folk never dream of such a thing.
The familiar abuse of the month of November
comes from Loudouers mainly ; and, for the i-est,

it may be traced to dwellers in streets. They have
not opportunity in the short daj's to get into the

country, and see what the woods are like, or even
the highways, during the month which connects
autumn and Avinter. People who ride, and
have spirit enough to leave the slopjjy streets, and

go forth from under the low-hanging fog and
smoke which hide the top of the church-spire,
will always bear testimony to the rewards which
the courageous walker gathers from rural objects
in November as in every other month. Squires,

farmers, and labourers, ought to know most of

the inconveniences and irksomeuess of bad weather
and short days ; yet it does not occur to them to

hate the month on account of these things ; it has
its own advantages and pleasures, and for these

the couutry population is not ungrateful.
We have got rid of the old prejudice about

November being favourable to siucide. Our modern

registration has proved to us that that imputation
is false ; the number of suicides in November

being less than in almost any month of the year.
When the notion grew up, men were not such

good physiologists as they are now. They were
not aware that suicide does not ensue from low

spirits alone, but from a state of brain which may
occasion low spirits, but is quite distinct from
them. There are seasons of the year which, by
affecting the circiUation, and consequently the

digestive and nervous systems, provoke to suicide

much more than gloomy weather and short days
can do. There is less self-murder in this month
than in some of the brightest of the year.
The gloom in London is certainly both incon-

venient aud dispiriting. I do uot remember that

I cared much about it when I lived there : but

now, when on occasion I alight from the train on
a November morning, and find the railway oriicials

attended everywhere by a cloud of their own
bi-eath, and poking about AArith a lantern, or ap-

pearing and disappearing in a yellow fog, I do

wonder how half a million of families in London
streets can keex> up their cheerfidness. In the shops,

indeed, the people behind the counter are smiling,
as usual, amidst the gaslights which are burning
on till noon. The most anxious persons visible

are perhaps the cab and omnibus di-ivers, who
have, in addition to the regidar care of driving, to

peer forward into the fog, in blind apprehension
of what may be coming. There is something dis-

mal in reading or working by lamplight at home
at midday, or in [joring over one's book at the

window to avoid the necessity. If the fog should

at length suddenly clear off, and show the parks

overhung by the x)ale blue sky of autumn, and
their almost leafless trees touched by the level

rays of the setting sun, the Londoner maj' form
some idea of what November is in the country.
We have mists in the mornings, of course ; and

the girls come in from their early morning walk,
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exhilarated by the exercise, but -uuthout having
seeu anvthiiig bcyoiul the width of the road, or

the height of their own heads. Wliile we are at

breakfast, we see the fog becoming whiter and

thinner, till it breaks into portions, and begins to

open and rise. Here we see the j^rofile of a tree,

and there a whole shrub with some marigold or

lingering dahlia beside it. Then a pencil of

yellow rays makes an emerald jiath across the

grass, and lights up the ivy on the toolhouse wall.

Then the clearance goes on rapidly, and the last

wreaths are wafted away, to shine like white
fleeces in the pale blue sky.
On such days we make sure of our ramble

early. We know the value of the first half of the
month by our almost invariable experience of the

change in the middle of it. AYe reckon on nothing
in the way of weather after Martinmas (the 11th),
and we seldom pass the 15th vrithoiit losing the
sunshine.

As for what we see, it is a sort of ripening and
extension of what we saw in October. The

thrushes and greenfinches are busy among the
hips and haws • but the birds' nests are becoming
visible in every hedge, as the winds carry off the
last yellow leaves. There, where the little blue
or white or brown eggs were so snugly hidden in
the foliage, and the henbird sat so close and still,
the nest is now exposed to aU eyes—perhaps
hanging m shreds from the thorns, and deserted.
Now and then, if there is a prodigious bustle
among the birds at their meal, or an agitation
among the fieldfares that have settled down on

the fallow beyond, we know what to look for;
and there, wheeling or swooping, is the hawk—
hungry, and bold accordingly. The small crea-
tures are almost all gone into winter quarters.
The fieldmice are snug at home in their larders.
We have too much reason to know where the rats
are. The squirrels are less and less seen, except
in the warmest noon hour. The frogs have gone
to bed for the winter in the mud at the bottom of
the ponds, and the badger in some hole in the
bank, and the hedgehog in some dry lioUow.
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This absence of so many old acquaintance reminds
us that we shall see the bat no more this year.
It is hanging head downwards from the rafter of

some barn or belfry, wrapped in its skinny wing.
The snails and slugs have burrowed underground,
and there are only tv/o or three moths remaining.
The moles are digging nests as fast as their

clumsy ways permit. We begin to make much
of the robin as he perches on the garden paling
of every cottage we pass. He is still somewhat

shy ; but, before a mouth is over, he will bo at

our windoAV, in a ver}'- confiding mood.
Some remnants of beauty hang round these

cottages still. The Pyracantha makes a bright

disjilay of red berries beside the windows ; and in

the warmest corner, between the porch and the

wall, one is sure to see either the last dahlia of

the year, or a tall hollyhock. The China rose

will show blooms till the snow comes, or after,

for we have often seen a bud or bloom drooping
imder its burden of snow, and even (as I remem-
ber happened once) frozen into a glass dish in the

drawing-room, and looking in no way the worse
for its- cold captivity. There is one sunny cottage
where we look for trails of the Tropicolum cana-

riense, on the front of the porch, among the ivy,

long after it has gone to tatters elsewhere. The

greatest profusion I have seen of that beautiful

climber was on a porch near Bolton Abbey ;
and

the latest is within a walk of my own house.

These precious last flowers of the season en-

dure into November, in sheltered nooks, even
when frosts have blackened whole regiments of

dahlias by the middle of September in exposed
situations, in the same way that a tree may offer

a theme to a moralising Lake poet, weeks after

townsfolk suppose it a settled matter that every
leaf in England that can fall has fallen. The late

tourist Avho thinks October, and on into Novem-
ber, the best time for the dales, knows what it is

to come upon one of those nooks in Borrowdale,
or on the side of Scawfell, in which the wind
seems never to stir, and where the birch or the
ash or sycamore retains its leaves till something
happens to push them off. The voices and the

tread of travellers maj^ do it
; so the artist Ijegs

them to pass on quietly, and leave him to sketch
the form and seize the colouriug, and put the

remarkable date below.

My girls have not admitted that the sketching
season is over. They want to study the ramifica-

tions of the wood, knowing that without this they
can no more draw trees than the figure-painter can
draw his personages without having studied the

anatomj'- of the human frame. One object in our
noon walks, therefore, is to find the best hedge-
row timber, and the finest single trees and groups
that the woods afford. There arc snug lanes and
warm woodpaths where one maj' sit stiU for half

an hour Avith impunity. Yet, how the shelter of

the woods is gone ! And with it,- how much of

their motion ! And how the sound is changed !

When the trees were in full leaf, opposing large
masses to the winds, and swaying before the pres-
sure with a sweeping roar, the hoarse tumult was

v.holly unlike the \abrating rise and fall of sound
occasioned by the passage of the winds through
unbending trees. It takes a much stronger gust

to shake the forest trees now than in midsummer
;

and the music is less like the sv.-eeping waves

upon a shingly beach than the sea-organ which
thrills one's heartstrings when a squall overtakes

a tight-rigged ship in the Atlantic. Pinewoods
alone ai'e constant to their winter music through-
out the year. Every breeze that touches them

strongly enough in any season wakens up millions

of fairy harps, which, imited, set the air trembling
with the most moving harmony that Natm-e affords.

Except in the north of Scotland, there is scarcely

enough of pine forest for us to understand what
this music may anioimt to

;
but travellers in the

Cai-olinas or in Canada, or in Norway, or in the

Baltic provinces of iiussia, will bear out all that

poets can say of the harp music of Nature's

orchestra.

While one daughter makes a study of a bare

ash (for the oak she must wait till the spring buds

push off the crisp russet leaves), the other dashes

down upon paper the colouring of an ivy-clad
trunk of an elm. It is, to be sure, a wonderfid

picture
—the vivid green of the ivy leaf seen from

behind, and the glitter of its front sm-face ; the

various browns of the stem ;
the russet fern grow-

ing out of the emerald moss in the fork; the grey
tufts of withered weeds, and the red and yellow

ground—these make a gay picture of gloomy
November. The yew is another cax^ital subject ;

but it is one of the commonest—its berries in re-

lief against the dark f(ihage tempting the brush of

the young artist as irresistiblj^ as the beaks of

hungry birds.

The most picturesque figure we meet in these

rambles is, beyond all question, the ratcatcher.

Jane has never quite got over the start given her

by one of the brotherhood one afternoon, when, in

the remotest part of a green lane, she was sitting

wholly engrossed with her sketch. A heavy finger

on her arm made her look uji ;
and there stood

the tall, brawny old fellow, looking down upon her

with an exceedingly disagreeable grin. He had

come up so softly on the grass, and had kept his

dog so quiet, that he was like an apparition. She

hoped he would pass on : biit he had evidently no

such intention. He pulled out of a dozen pockets
as many rats, bloody about the muzzles, and

opened out his store of gossip of the neighbour-

hood, laying his finger on her arm at every em-

phatic point. Her pencils were soon put by, and

she was on her way to the nearest end of the lane,

her new friend tiu-niug back with her, as if for

the pleasure of conversation. She walked as fast

as her beating heart woidd allow, while he, vnth.

his swingiiig stride, was perpetually on the point

of getting before her. How she wished he would

go forward ! But he wanted to learn from her

who lived here or there, and whether there were

only ladies in yonder house, and whether the gen-

tlemen in another were travelling or at home. I

suspect he was amusing himself with the supposed
fears of a young lady living in a lone house ; for

.she evaded all his attempts to learn where she

lived. She made a call in the village to escape

him
; but, just as she was turning in at the home

gate in the dusk, her picturesque friend appeared
at her elbow—wallet, dog, broad-brimmed, crooked

hat and all, with rats on his arm and a straw in
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his mouth. He sent by her his compliments to

nie, ;uul he wouhl call to-morrow to see if I wanted

his skill, lie did call, and we had the strange

scene of the driving of the rats from OTit of stack

and barn ;
and also, I believe, the ordinary con-

clusion—of a sly reinstatement of a pair or two,

to make work for a future occasion.

This is the worst season of the year for

the nerves of timorous people li\dng in the

country. The refuse of the hopijicking class, and

of the imported reapers, the intemperate and un-

thrifty, desperate at meeting winter without

resources, are dangerous, if at all, in these dark

long nights, when fogs shroud evil-doers. It was

in this month that a tenant of mine, living in the

midst of his tields, far away from any acquaint-

ance that he could depend upon, entertained a

very remarkable guest for an hour one night. His

wife is subject to embarrassing visits from sturdy

beggars when he is known to be absent ; and, as he

has had experience enough of vagrants, sleeping
in his hay or among his pigs, to have formed

habits of great caution, he looks well to the

bolts of his hay-house window, not relishing the

idea of finding the ashes of a pipe, and the marks
of men's figures on the hay in the morning ;

and
he admits no strangers at night, except to an

outhouse which contains nothing combustible but

straw to lie on. One evening, a woman uncom-

monly tall, with a bal:)y under her cloak, begged
for shelter,—mere shelter, as she had bread with
her. She was shown the outhouse, and professed
herself grateful. When the farmer and his wife

were moving to go iip to bed, and the one servant

was already asleep in her closet which opened
upon the kitchen, the woman knocked. She
wanted nothing that woidd give any trouble ;

merely to be allowed to lie down before the

fire till the morning, when she would be ofT at

daybreak. The farmer did not much like it,

nor did his wife ; but the flood of a mother's

eloqiience about her baby's need of warmth
overwhelmed them. They let her come in, and
make herself a bed of the matting on the floor.

An hour after, the servant was awakened by a

shght sound, and saw, through the crevice of her

door, the tall woman get up, throw her baby
down on the brick-floor with astounding violence,

strip off cloak and petticoat, and appear as an
armed man. He never once looked towards the

closet, having no idea of any one being there, but

softly drew back the Ijolts of the door, stepped out,
and began a low whistle. Quick as thought the

girl was after him, shut and bolted the door
; and

alarmed her master. It would have been too rash
to follow the guest : so there was a popping of

guns from the windows, and a Hghting up of the
house. The cloak was kept with care, as possible
evidence. The baby was a bunch of straw.

Far worse than the burglary which is the dread
of lone households, is the incendiarism which has
sprung up in modern times. Rick-burning was
scarcely heard of in the old days of tinder-box
and dark lantern. It became a fashionable crime
thirty years ago : and we have never since felt so
safe as we were before. I well remember the
November in which the practice had become a
nightly one in the agricultural counties. I was

an active and zealous lad at that time, delighted
to carry out my father's pleasure as a magistrate,
and never tired of cantering about the district,

with watch and ward, hints to the magistrates,
and news of siispicious appearances. Nothing
could induce me to go to bed till I had accom-

panied my father and the servants through our own
and neighbouring stackyards, searching for skidks,

wires, vitriol, lucifers, phosphorus, and all ab-

normal appearances. I was up and looking out,

several times in the night : and I once saw the

actual kindling of the lire, not many yards off. It

was about one in the morning. 1 had looked and

listened for some time, and was just about to turn

from the window when I observed a tiny blue

spark,
—I could not tell exactly where : for it was

jjitch dark everywhere else. In a moment, before

1 could think or move, the blue flame ran along
the ridge of a stack, and spread over it ; and then

burst out into a yeUow blaze. We were on the

spot in the shortest possible time. I stumbled

over a wire : but we found nobody, and could

make no impression on the fire. The insurance

offices have never liked farmers' custom since,

high as were the terms offered for the insurance of

farm products and stock ; and tramps have sunk

lower than ever in rural opinion.

Nobody can wonder at this who considers what
the diffusion of lucifer matches now is, and how

impossible it is to teach caution to ignorant and

barbaric people. How many villages are there in

which hicifers are kept out of the reach of chil-

dren ? We read occasionally of infants dying from

sucking lucifers. Arrived at the next stage, that

of delight at making a flame, children will put
forth all their little cunning and strength to get
hold of a box of matches. This way happened the

great Woodford fire, in August of last year, which

destroyed food to the amount of many thousand

pounds :
—

dairy-houses and stables, stores of agri-

cultural implements, coach-houses, farm-house,
and a row of cottages. This way happened the

great Wdliugham fire, in September of last year,
when a hamlet of cottages, a farm and its produce,
and property worth 10,000?. were destroyed by
the folly of a child, who struck a lucifer-match for

sport, and threw it down among the straw of a

stackyard. Thus happen the fires which follow

the movements of tramps, who are like the chil-

dren for recklessness. They he down on straw to

smoke themselves to sleep, and drop the pipe
when they begin to snore. Having crept into the

hay for the night, they indulge in a pijje at day-

break, and start without looking whether they
have dropped any hot ashes. If I admitted

November to be a gloomy month, it would be on
the ground of niral incendiarism, more than any
other. In ti'uth, I have seen too much of it ; and
I doubt whether all the efforts of my family and

neighbours are of much avail in lessening

danger. We set an example of dispersing

l^roduce over our land, instead of collecting it

into j^ards where every stack almost touches its

neighbour ; and of keeping a good supply of

water, and wet mortar always accessible ;
and of

taking the same care of lucifer matches that we
should of poison ;

and of ins2)iring children with a

wholesome awe of striliiug fire. StUl, we often

the

our
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see a baby clutching at the matches which boys of

five 01- seven are Hourishiug about, without regard
to time or place. With fire insurance offices losing

their profits by the act of one hve-year-oltl child,

one would think the case pretty clear and strong ;

yet there is no village which has not a soft, slat-

ternly mother, or a reckless father, who will

leave everything to the chance of their children

doing no mischief.

While this danger has increased, another has died

out. There will hardly be any more fires

from the old Powder-plot. It was a serious

grievance,
—that 5th of November celebration,—

in all the country towns and \'illagcs, up to a

few years ago. The farmer had perhaps no

greater trial of temper throughout the year ; and
the shop-keeper and country-gentleman recpiired
all their amiability to get through the first week
in November. I am speaking of the Protestant

citizens. As for the Catholics, they must have

been saints to bear it. Every dry branch that

could be abstracted from any tree ; every gate
that could be got oft" its hinges ; hurdles from
the fold, benches from the park; any stray

stool, or shutter, or crate, or half-door from a

shop ; hen-coops, knife -boaixls, pails, washing-tubs,—whatever could be got hold of that would

burn, was siu'e to disappear, and be no more
seen till it was detected flaming away in the middle
of the bonfire.

The Protestant washerwoman and grocer and

farmer, were to be pitied ;
but how can the wrongs

of the Catholic scpiire and his schoolmaster, and

agents, be described ! They were despoiled of

their property, which was burned before their

faces in insidt to their religion. Their neighbours
took this to heart some time before the celebration

was generally discoimtenanced ;
and we, for our

part, abolished Guy and all his works several

years since. As the rustics and the children did

not know what they meant by their Guy, there

was no making them understand why he should

come to an end to their detriment ;
and to secure

the neighbourhood against discontent, and against
"bone fires" on the sly, we turned the 5th of

November into a Thanksgiving Day, something
like that of New England. Everybody gives libe-

rally, under the sense of relief common to Protest-

ants and Catholics. We have a short service in

church and chapel in the morning ;
a dinner for

the labourers ; wrestling-matches, and a dance in

the squii-e's big barn. The people who were most
at sea about Gixy can comprehend a thanksgi%ang
and rejoicing for the fruits of the earth.

In the mountain districts of the country, the

5th of November fires were certainly a jiretty sight,

kindling and flaming on the crests or spurs of the

hiUs, showing the outlines of the woods, and still

gloM'ing red when all the black figures in the fi-ont

of them were gone home to bed ; but there is pro-

bably no town in England, and no parish in any
county, which does not rejoice that the vindic-

tive service is dro^jped out of the church ritual,

and the insulting triumph over fellow Christians

hushed in the better temper which Time brings
round.

The other old-fashioned celebration which marks
November—Lord Mayor's Day—is of little interest

beyond London ; and there everybody knows more
about it than any country-cousin can tell. AVithin

nineteen years the day has been distinguished

by a truly national interest. As the birthday
of the heir to the throne, the 9th of November
is welcomed over a far broader area than even

the United Kingdom. There are fifty colonies,

planted down all over the globe, which have the

same interest in the anniversary that we have.

Last year, eveiybody in all those settlements was

rejoicing that the Prince had prosperously reached

the age of capacity for reigning. In two years
more there will be congratulations on the privi-

lege which he shares with every man in the

nation,—the attainment of his actual majority.
Last year, the blessing was more to the nation than

to himself ;
—we Avere saved from the danger of

a ride by proxy, which can never be insignificant,

however (as in this case) improbable. The event

of 1862 will be the more important to the Prince,
as to be a man among men must ever be the

highest privilege to a true man. ^Meantime, the

Lord jNIayor's ancient festival derives new bright-
ness from its implication with the destinies of the

Prince of Wales.

As soon as play is done, people have to go
to work again. London, called "empty," up to

the close of last month, is reviving,
—beginning

to give dinners, to attend the theatres, to organise
the means of living and enjoying, for the multi-

tude who will flock hither for "the season." The

press feels the load of the new books of the season.

The fishmongers are bespeaking ice for their

cellars. The shopkeepers are exhibiting furs and
warm garments. The milliners are engaging their
" hands "

for the crushing work of the coming
months, before taking their final flight of the year
to Paris, to study the fashions. The lawyers are

in their haunts again. The parsons mount their

pulpits, ciired of their special
" sore throat

"
for

the time, by having stretched their limbs, instead

of their voices, in stout exercise at home and

abroad. The physicians, who stole away to avoid

becoming patients, have come home openly, and

are being fast forgiven by their sick acquaintance
for leaving them. On the whole, London may
perhaps enjoy setting to work again almost as

much as going forth to play.

Townsfolk are much mistaken if they suppose
that rural labour relaxes and almost stops because

the year is declining. The notion was once true,

perhaps. When Bishop Latimer's father was a

farmer, the winter was a stoppage in the life of

the husbandman, as it was in that of the fisherman.

Though our ancestors ate much more fish than

we do, the fishermen laid up their boats and gear
in November, and settled down in their chimney-
corner for the whiter ;

—not wholly at play, per-

haps, for they could make nets and prepare lines ;

but not dreaming of braving \\ind and w^eather

in their calling. This must have been, I should

think, after the return shoals of herrings
—the

November shoals—had gone by.
It was much the same in the farm-houses when

the freat work of killing and salting meat for the

coming half-year was achieved. There was little

to do in the farmyards and stalls in times when
cattle could not be kept alive through the -winter,
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for want of i'odJcr. Tlic couple of com's, a team

of horses, for wliich hay ami straw might be mus-

tered, were about all that had to be tended,—
except, of course, poultry. The other beasts—
kine and swine—M-erc disposed of in salting-tubs ;

and when the beef and bacon were under smoke

or in the rack, there was little more to do, unless

with the ilail.

So much the more Avas done by the fire-side,

where a hundred things Avere made which we go
to shops for now.

There may be more of these domestic handi-

crafts in farm-houses even yet than is supposed by

people who live among shops. Let us see what

the November work is in old-fashioned rural

districts.

St. ^Martin's summer is a marked season there ;

—the few days of fine, calm weather which

usually occur about Martinmas. It is a mistake

to confound this with "the Indian summer" of

North America, as is so often done. We often

read of
" the Ijidian summer "

as consisting of

weeks of weather like our jMartinmas
; whereas,

as everybody knows who has passed a "faU" in

the United States, the- Indian summer lasts three

or four days, and no more.

The cause of the phenomenon is not under-

stood, remarkable as are the appearances. The
stillness of the atmosphere is profound. The nut

falling in the wood, the tread of the squirrel on
the dead leaves, the sjilash of the wild-duck in

the i^ool, seem like loud interruptions of the

silence of Nature. The sunshine is mild,—even
dim

;
for a haze hangs over the whole coimtry, so

marked that the supposition Avas, to the last mo-

ment, entertained that the fires of the Indians in

the forest and prairies were the cause of the whole

phenomenon. It was wonderful that it should

occur, every year, quite punctually, and last four

days ; but this was the popular explanation of

the warmth and the haze till the Indians were

gone far away, and the apparent smoke hung every-
where, as before, in the absence of fires to account
for it.

The inhabitants do not use their Indian summer
as we do our St. Martin's. They give themselves

up to the delicious languor that it induces, and
loiter in the low and late sunshine, seeing the

golden cob fall from the gracefid maize-plant, and

watching the latest flights of wild-fowl in the

upper ah-, and catching the red and yellow leaves
as they flutter to the ground. We, in our precious
ten days of fine weather, have much to do.

The most important work is planting. Our
woodmen and gardeners say that they will
answer for ninety-nine trees in a hundred (in ordi-

nary seasons), planted at Martinmas, and for not
one planted after Candlemas. Hollies, so difficult
to move to their satisfaction, must above all be
humoiu-ed in their requirements. So we meet
waggons, and carts, and wheelbarrows, laden with
young trees

; and Ave hear the spade in neAV plan-
tations, and in gardens, and on lawns, and are

tempted on all hands by the beguiling spectacle of

planting. We all like to lend a hand, either in

shifting the new tree to its place, upholding it,

disposing or sousing the roots, earthing it up with
dry soil, or staking it, to keep it upright imder any

attack of wind. Then, the felling must get on
Avhile the Aveather faA'ours ;

and it is important to

build up the wood stacks, or secure the peat,
])efore the rains come. The sheep must be tui-ned

out iipon the turnips, and the eAves sheltered, and
the bees brought in under Avinter cover. LaAvns

and fine pastures must be manured now, or half

the benefit will be lost ; so, Avhile the ant-hills are

IcA^elled, and every drain and channel in the

meadows is cleared out, the dung- cart and the

load of crushed bones are coming along the lanes.

EA'cry foot of ground A^acated by any garden crop
must be trenched before w^et weather

;
and all

made manure must be not the less attended to.

All the leaves that can be collected by the women
and children living within hail must be heaped up
in some place where they can be properly treated

for next year's manuring : and all compost, or

material intended for it, must be saved from being
washed aAvay by the expected rains.

Last month's rains ha\dng set the water-mills

going, and the winter demands for straw being

always scA^ere, the threshing does not wait for

bad Aveather, and the grain goes to the mill as

soon as somebody tells that the great Av^heel is

turning. The gardeners are giving the final

pruning to the fruit-trees ; and the households

Avho love their orchard are clearing the stems of

moss, and Avashing or coating them with Mme
and soot. There are early peas to be sown ;

and there is celery to be earthed up, and broccoli

to be preserved ;
and dahlia roots must be taken

up, and the beds deeply dug and mauvired. If

Ave wish to open the ncAV year Avith the promise
of hyacinths, Ave must pot them noAv, and put
them into the dark for six weeks, Avith a slight

watering once a fortnight. By NeAv Year's Day
they Avill be sprouting Avell, and before January is

OA'Cr they will be in bloom. This seems to be

plentiful occupation for the few short days of

Saint ]\Iartin's summer, Avhich is also far from

being faithful in its attendance. But there is one
more work Avhich ought not to be delayed.

There are few ueighboui-hoods in Avhich the

labourers are so certain of subsistence during the

winter as not to need the special care of the richer

residents. The ordinary, and the best, way of

exercising this care is by proA^iding seasonable

work. Now, therefore, is the time when engineers
and landscape gardeners, or landowners who haA'e

a taste of their oavu, or think tliey have, are busy
in settling the details of alterations and impi-ove-
ments in public and private property. November
usually sees the beginning of changes and embel-
hshments which Avill benefit generations to come.
Pleasant as it is to watch old Avomen and children

busy in sweeping and clearing the grass-plats and

Avalks, it is more so to see the stout labourers

shouldering their tools, in the daAvn of morning,
cheerful in the pi-ospect of a Avinter's employment
on the ucAV drive in the park, or the squire's new
plantation, or the cut Avhich is to make road or
stream more available for public use. Within the
house there is as much for busy hands to do.
When the cry of the stag is heard from the deer-

park, and the gobble of the turkeys, and the
screech of the peacock from the paddock and laAvn,
the dismal last squeal of the porker comes fi-om
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tlie piggery. It is the season of sausage-making
and black-pncldings (for those who like them), and

pork pies (which everybody likes), and for the

curing of hams and bacon. The cook's office is

rather a dignified one this mouth. There are the

very last preserves
—

apple jelly, for one—to be
made : and oysters in their many forms occupy
her

;
and hare, whether in soup, or boned, or

jugged ;
and geese, with the concomitant giblct-

pie or soiip ; and the delicious grayling which so

many of our rivers yield ;
and the si)rats which

date from Lord Mayor's Day, and for the sake of

which gentlemen will dine or sup in the kitchen, that

the frying-pan maybe within a second of their plates.
These are among the dainties of November.

After these busy short days there arc long even-

ings which are not idle. In cottages and in farm-
house kitchens, in old-fashioned districts, men are

as busy as the women. They are mending their

tools, or cobbling their shoes, or patching their

waistcoats, or making tackle and traps for tish and
rabbits, or weaving baskets or bee-hives, or malt-

ing netting of wire or twine, or splitting rods for

hoops ; or, where there is room, making hurdles

or hen-coops. This is a field where ingenuity and

dexterity are sure to be duly honoured.
In other sitting-rooms, in parlours, and draw-

ing-rooms, what is doing meanwhile ?

It is a season for entering upon a course of

study, of a language, or a science, or a period of

history. It is the season for opening the annual
domestic iShakspere club

; the weekly or fort-

nightly meeting which bi-ings two or three neigh-

bourly famines together to read a play. No
Slimmer evening can put down by comparison the
chai-ms of the Shakspei'e club, where there is no

constraint, but enjoyments as diversified as the
resources of the idol of the night. This is the
season for music, and for a dance before bed-time,
to send all warm and cheerful to their rest. It is

also the season of some bitter storms, of gusty
days and wild nights, and moaning blasts, and

dashing floods. It has its evil and its good, like

all the seasons of Nature and human life : but I

think I have shown that it is a mere dwelling on the
dark side of things to be always talking of this

month as "
gloomy November."

A RUK FOE A PLACE.

NoTAViTiiSTANDiNG the annual increase in the
Civil Service Estimates, and the efforts which, we
learn from "

Punch," are being made in Dean's
Yard to raise the examinations to the proper
standard, the Service is not what it was. We use
these words in the popiUar and dejireciatory sense,
with the conventional shake of the head as we
write them, which our readers may have observed
to be their usual accompaniment. The present
system has a tendency to check the graceful bene-
volence of the Prime ^Minister

;
and is there any

virtue which a beral nation, like the English,
coiUd wish to see more strongly developed in that

functionary ? Snug berths are on the decrease.

There is a mean and revolutionary idea becoming
prevalent that men should work their way up-
wards

;
in fact, that it is better to enter the ship

through the hawse-hole than by the cabin win-

dows. It has become more difficult now for a

secretary of state to reward, with a quiet two
thousand a-year, the Eton chum who stood ])oint
to his bowling, or the Christchurch man who kept
on the same staircase, and helped him to screw in
the dean. But some five-and-thirty years ago, such
an exercise of benevolence was not only possiljle
but practicable, and occasionally pi-actised.
On a fine May morning, in the year 182—

, 'Mr.

Scenter was pacing the High Street of that large

sea-port, Shortpond, with very rapid steps. He
had not got more than a dozen yards down the
left-hand side before he met Air. Chaser. Now,
Chaser was a man whom he knew so Avell, that he
felt bound to stop and speak a word to him,

though evidently chafing at the delay." Heard the news ?
" he inquired.

"
No,—what is it ?

"
replied Chaser.

"
Filliter died at nine this morning."" You don't say so."

And they nodded and passed on.

Now, be it known to oiu* readers, that the
lamented Filliter had been his Majesty's Insjjector
of Hampers and Comptroller of Carpet-bags in the

good port of Shorti^oud. The duties connected
with that office were admirably performed by sub-

ordinates with whom Filliter had the good sense

not to interfere, feeling that he should }irobably
obstruct pubhc business if he did. He therefore

limited his attendance at the Hamper and Carpet-

bag office, appearing there only on the last day of

each quarter, when he signed his salary-receipt for

five hundred pounds.
Mr. Scenter walked on pretty rapidly until he

reached the Blue Lion. A quarter of an hour
afterwards he was rattlins: along the London road
as fast as a postchaise-and-four coidd take him.

He had good reasons for his haste. He had had
the honour of blacking the Prime Minister's boots

in earlier days, as his fag at Eton, and the ac-

quaintance had not been allowed to droi). When
Lord C came in, it was clearly understood that

something was to be done for Scenter. They had

only been waiting for a vacancy to occur, which

might be worth his acceptance. The office of

Inspector of Hampers and Comptroller of Carpet-

bags at Shortpond was the very thing. Pleasant

visions floated in his brain as he lolled back in the

chaise and enjoyed the exhilaration of rapid

motion ; for the post-boys had been made clearly
to understand that their tip would depend on

their pace.
It occurred to him that an additional two thou-

sand a-year was the exact sum which, as he had

frequently obser^'ed, woidd make him comfortable.

When he reached the end of the first stage, he

continued his meditations in the inn-yard, pacing

up and down, as he waited for fresh horses.

He was still debating about a second himtcr,

and a pair of greys for Mrs. S , thinking which

purchase he should make first, when a second

postchaise-and-four dashed into the yard, with

horses a shade more blown than his own.

Out of this vehicle stepped Mr Chaser. Now
Mr. Chaser's relations with the noble lord at the

head of the government were not very dissimilar

in their nature to Mr. Scenter's, as the latter gen-
tleman now remembered.
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If lio liad tliouglit of it about an Lour before in

the Uijih Street uf Sliortpoud, it is possible

that lie would not have been so communicative

on the subject of Filliter's death.

As the two men met, the first glance they

exchanged told each the other's object.
"

(.)f course we are bound on the same errand?
"

said Scenter.

"Then we may as well travel together," said

Chaser.
" The winner can pay the .shot."

"
By all means." So the bargain was made.

By the tacit consent of both parties the sub-

ject of the appointment was tabooed during their

journey. After seventeen hours' posting, they
arrived in London at half-past three a.m.

"Nothing to be done for the next four

hours," said Scjnter, "so I shall take a snooze.

I shall be stirring pretty early in the morning,

though."

"Perhaps it would be as well," replied Chaser ;

but whether this was intended to apply to the

former or the latter part of his friend's observa-

tion, there was nothing to show.

So Mr. Scenter walked ofl" to bed, giving the

strictest orders to the boots to call him at six.

Mr. Chaser waited in the cofifee-room until his

friend had retired, and then took a hackney-
coach to Lord C 's.

He found no difficulty in obtaining admittance,
but when he said he must see Lord C im-

mediately, it was quite another thing.
" His lordship did not come back from the

house till past two, and I know he was very
tired, and cannot possibly be disturbed."

"I must see him all the same," said the per-

severing Chaser,
" and immediately too."

" Is it despatches, sir ?
"

"Of more importance than despatches," was
the reply.

"
Very sorry, sir, l)ut it is quite impossible ;

it would be as much as my place is worth."
" Hoiv much is your place worth?" inquired

Chaser with the most perfect coolness, for it was

whispered that Lord C was not the best pay-
master iu the world.

To this query the domestic did not find a ready
reply, so Chaser pushed two bank-notes into his

hand, and passing him, charged up the staircase

three steps at a time. The contemplation of the

signature,
" Abraham Newland," to which perhaps

his eyes had not lately been accustomed, pi-e-
vented the servant from stopping him.

Chaser soon found his way to Lord C 's bed-
room. That nobleman was aroused by his knock
at the door.

" Who's there ?
"

"
Alvanley Chaser."

" And what gives me the pleasure of seeing, or
rather Ijlinking at, Mr. Alvanley Chaser at this
hour of the morning ?

"

"Filliter is dead."
" And who may Filliter be? or rather, I should

say, what may Filliter have been ?
"

"Inspector of Hampers and Comptroller of

Carpet-bags for Shortpond."
" I understand."
" May I have it ?

"

"Well, you are certainly the first in the field,

and I suppose if I wish to have my night's rest, I

had better say
'

yes,' at once."

Chaser turned to the pen and ink on the dress-

ing-table and began to write.

"Won't you take my word?" said Lord
C .

" Why, you know between man and man I

should prefer your word to anybody's ; but, as a

minister, I should like to have your signature to

this."

Lord C laughed, and put his autogi-apb to

the formal promise Chaser had written out.
" And now I won't disturb you any longer."
" Thank you ;

come to breakfast."
" I shall be most hapi^y. Adieu."

And Chaser returned to the hotel, gave
orders that he shoiUd be called at eight, and went

comfortably to bed.

Mr. Scenter arose at six in the morning. To
tell the truth, notwithstanding the fatigue of his

journey, he had not been able to sleep. At six

then he arose, and arranged himself carefully for

an interview with the great man. It is strange
how careful men are upon these occasions,

although, upon cross-examination, they would

aver that their personal ajipearance could make
no difference to the residt of their application. On

reflection, Scenter would have felt that his chance

might have been strengthened, if he coidd have

become an Eton boy once more ; but that a round

jacket and ink-stained trousers would scarcely

become a corpulent gentleman with a bald head.

Nevertheless, during his drive to Lord C 's,

he was tormented by a hole in his glove, and ana-

thematised the laziness of London hosiers,

whose shops were not likely to be opened for some

hours to come. He arrived at Lord C 's at

seven. He had the advantage of being known to

the servants, for he had dined at the house more
than once, when he was last in town. He was in-

formed that Lord C would be down at half-

past nine, and a douceur obtained the promise that

he shoidd be shown in before any one else.

This promise was faithfidly kept. As Scenter

waited in the library he was surprised that he saw

nothing of his friend. He comforted himself with

the reflection that the servants might possibly
have kept him in the hall.

As the clock struck the half-bour he was ushered

into Lord C 's presence.
In a very few words he stated the fact of

Filliter's death, and asked for the appointment.
"

I am very sorry," replied Loi-d C ,

" I

should really have been very glad to have obliged

you, but it is already promised."
"Promised!" said Scenter. "Why, he only

died at nine o'clock yesterday morning."
" It is more than promised," replied Lord C ,

"it is already given away. In fact, I have

affixed my signature to the appointment."
"Then I will not detain you, my lord."
' ' You had better stay and have some break-

fast."

Alas, Scenter did not feel equal to breakfast

at that moment. Therefore he declined the in-

vitation, unwisely, for he might have heard of

something else ; and there were many other ap-

pointments for which he was as fit as he was
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for the control of tlie hampers and carpet-bags
at Shortjiond.
He departed sorrowfully. It is to be feared

that if there was one crumb of comfort on which
he allowed his imagination to feed, it was on the

belief that Chaser had been equally nusuccessfiil.

C)f this morsel he was destined soon to be de-

prived. As he descended the steps of the house

he met Chaser coming np.

"It is no use," he said to that gentleman,
"
yon are too late."
" For breakfast ?

"
intiuired Mr. Chaser.

' '

No, for the appointment ; it has been given
away."

"
Yes, to me," observed Chaser,

" at four this

morning.
"

After this the conversation was not prolonged.
H.

NON SATIS.

'Tis not enough to see thee, like a star

That rises on our sight when eve is clear,

Which all may view—but all must view afar.

'Tis not enough to watch thee, as the moon
Gazes on earth with stedfast face, but ne'er

May voice with voice exchange and intertune.

'Tis not enough to meet thee as by chance
In lighted rooms, and feign a cold repose,

—
Whereas I tremble to thy slightest glance.
'Tis not enough to cross tbee in the glare

Of day, when serried friends thy path inclo.se,
—

Content the sunlight of thy smile to share.

Ko ! I am jealous of aU senseless things
That near and touch thee—of the fluttei-ing wind

That daUics round with fond, fomiliar v,-iugs.

And dares to kiss thine eyes and lift the tress

From thy blue temple ;

—of the jewel blind

Upon thy bosom pillow'd, passionless.

And I could rend the flower that thou dost pluck,
And drhik its odour with thy nostrils fine,

Aud taste its honey which tlie bee did suck.

Oh ! I could kill thy sleek caressing hound
That feels thy hand, and ))lameless may entwine

Thy feet, whene'er he choose to bound.



576
ONCE A WEEK. [Nov. 17, 1S60.

For I woxild have tbce, as the luiser boards

His idol gold, loek'd close with pondc-ioiis key,

In olicst of l.razen bands round ebon boards.

1 could not rest until with sails unfuri'd

. 1 bore uiy treasure o'er the secret sea,

To some oasis of the desert world.

Because I want thee ALL ;—and nothing less

Than thy iclmlc heinff would my heart suffice,
—

Thee and thy love entire I must possess.

No jot withheld,—no atom of thy love

Passing the sphere of adamantine ice,

Within whose vault we must in oneness move.
I3ERNI.

THE KOMAIS^CE OF THE RANKS.

^ If any one of ovir readers desires to acqiiaint

himself witli all tlie dreary formalities, drudgery,

and minutia? of a soldier's life, he may consult

at his leisure a volume called the "Queen's Eegii-

lations and Orders for the Army," a portly octavo,

numbering some 450 pages. He will there learn

that even in the piping times of peace, there are

irksome duties, besides "
standing for twelve hours

together in the trenches up to the knees in cold

water, or engaged for months together in long

dangeroiis marches, harassed, perhaps, in his

rear to-day,
—harassing others to-morrow ;

de-

tached here, countermanded there
; resting this

night out upon his arms, beat up in his shirt the

next, benumbed in his joints, perhaps without

straw in his tent to kneel on." He will also then

find some exciise if a weary man takes his calumet,

or throws himself on his camp-bed, and does not

read quite as assiduoiisly as his more fortunate

brother citizens, especially when his only library
consists of the few books which he can conA^e-

niently carry when subjected to frequent change
of qiiarters, and his only additional resources

are the meagre circidating library of a garrison
town ;

whilst often, if on recruiting service,

or detachment in some remote neighbourhood,
he will be denied even those meagre means of

relaxation.

There are, however, even in the volume whichwe
have mentioned, a few amusing pages ; they are

headed "titles, badges, devices, mottoes and distinc-

tions of regiments of cavalrj% artillery, engineers,
and infantry, to be borne on their standards and

guidons, or on their regimental colour." A few
remarks grounded on these interesting pages, and

partly illustrated from Mr. Cannon's valuable, but
still incomplete History of the British Army, will
not be without their use, when the formation of

depot battalions is tending rapidly to the weaken-

ing, and perhaps extinction of the old esprit de

corps, wdiich is to a regiment the foundation of its

chivalry and well-doing. The blazon on its co-

lours, the distinctive honours bestowed by the

sovereign, and the old traditions give a life to indi-
vidual regiments, which it would be perilous to its

good to lose. It has been the policy of the military
authorities to foster this spirit, by giving to par-
ticular corps a national distinction

; as in the case
of English regiments which carry the Lion-crest, the

badge of the Order of the (iarter, with its motto,
or that of the sovereign ; and in the instance of

Scotch regiments which bear the cross and motto of

St. Andrew ; just as the Irish regiments are dis-

tinguished by the Harp of old Erin, or the badge
and motto of St. Patrick ;

and the Welch regi-

ments are known by the Prince of Wales's

phime and motto, or by the Dragon and Pdsing

Sun of the principality : whilst in remembrance

of the time when Hanover was an appanage of the

British crown, the White Horse and motto of

Brunswick have been in some instances retained.

Since the year 1782, county titles have been

also borne by particular regiments, in remem-

brance of the places where they were first raised
;

although, subsequently, some of the original desig-

nations have been changed. The following coun-

ties are represented :
—Bedford, Bucks, Dorset,

Durham, Cornwall, Devon, Essex, Hants, Leicester,

Lincoln, Northumberland, Monmouth, Notts,

Huntingdon, Middlesex, Hertford, Norfolk, Glou-

cester, Paitland, Stafford, Wilts, Lancashire, York

and Lancaster, York, Suffolk, Kent, Warwick,

Westmoreland, Cumberland, Oxford, Northumber-

land, Worcester, Derby, Somerset, Northampton,

Cambridge, Salop, Surrey, Hereford, Derby and

the Borders. Several counties give name to more

than one regiment, whilst York furnishes a still

larger proportion. The titles of four of these

corps, the Loyal Lincoln Volunteers, the Bucks

and Stafford Volunteers, and the 82nd Prince of

Wales's Volunteers, remind us of that magnificent
force which within little more than a year has been

raised in this country, where conscription and com-

pulsory service are alike unknown. In Ireland,

Connaught and County Down, and the town of

Inniskilling ;
and in Scotland, Lanarkshire, iJoss-

shire, Argyleshii'c, Perthshire, the town of Cold-

stream, and the city of Edinburgh, still give names

to regiments. The 26th are "
Cameronians," and

the 7yth "Cameron Highlanders."
It was not until the year 1694, that a military

board determined the relative rank of regiments
in England by priority of formation : and in the

case of Scotch or Irish corps, by the date of their

being placed on the establishment of England.
At a still later date, on July 1, 1751, a Eoyal
warrant was issued requiring the regimental num-
ber to be embroidered upon the regimental colour,

thus causing the previous inconvenient method,
of designating a corps by the name of its

commanding officer for the time being, to be

abandoned.
The origin of particular corps is a subject of too

great a length to be considered in the present

paper ;
the mottoes and badges of some regiments

are of historic, whilst others are of a still more

special interest. The 1st Dragoons are known by
"
Spectemiir agendo ;" and

"
Vestigia nidla retror-

sum" the Coldstream Guards,
" NuUi Secundus,"

used in the vernaciilar,
" Second to None," by

the 2nd Dragoons in allusion to their position

upon the Army List ; the 16th Lancers have the

apt words,
" Aut cursu aut comings armis !

" the

15th Hussars give the modest promise of "Mere-
bimur;" while the Scots' Fusilier Guards rejoice
in the double motto of " En ferus hcstis,"
and "Unita fortior ;'' the 2nd Infantry bear the

words,
" Pristinas virtutis memores," and " Vel

exuvice triumphant." The former motto was won
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by tliat regiment iu 1703, at the siege of Tongres :

their badge of the Paschal Lamb, the ensign of

Portugal, was granted to it in honour of the

Queen, Katharine of Braganza, iu IGGl, as they
ai'e known as the Queen's Royals ;

but it was per-
verted into a cruel slander when the regiment was
commanded by Colonel Kirke, in 1GS5, when
their popular designation of Kirke's lambs, was
attributed to their presence at the "

Bloody As-

sizes," of Judge Jeffreys. The " Quo fata vocant,"
of the oth Fusiliers, took origin, probably, in a

regimental order of merit, established in 1767.

The "
Antelojie" of the 6th Foot, has been i-eferred

to the circumstance of their capture of a Siianish

standard, at Sai-agossa, in 1710. The "Sphinx,"
of the 13th and other regiments, commemorates
their share iu the campaign in Egypt, in 1801.

The l'2th, 39th, and 56th, and other corps wear
their "Castle and Key," with the motto "jMontis

Insignia Calpe,"
—the Arms of Gibraltar, given

by Heni-y IV, of Castile—for their heroic defence

of the "Castle-Key" of the Mediterranean in

17S3. The 39th I'eceived in 1757, the royal au-

thority to adopt the motto "Primus in Indis," in

1757. The royal tiger of Hindostan appears on
tlie colours of the 14th and 17th, as the reward of

gallant service. The elephant appears also a badge.
The " Firm" of the 36tli dates back upwards of

seventy years. The "Biitannia" of the 9th Foot,
confirmed to them in 1799, probably refers to

their part in the war of the Spanish Succession.

The ISth bear the Arms of Nassau in memory of

their storming of Namur, in 1695, under the eyes
of William of Orange ;

and the word "
China,"

with "the Dragon," for their campaign in 1840-2.

The " Green Dragon" of the 3rd Buff's, granted iu

1707, has a different origin ; it was one of the

royal supporters of Queen Elizabeth, in whose

reign the regiment was formed out of the loyal
London citizens

;
and it still possesses the pecidiar

privilege of marching through the streets of the
"
City" with music playing and colours flying.

When the 31st were embodied, the 3rd received

the poiiular appellation of the "Old Buffs," by
way of distinction to the "Young Buffs :" both,

however, derived their name from their accoutre-

ments of buffalo leather. The " Bold Fifth" is a

sobricpiet of long standing ; they wore a red and
white feather, and subsecpiently a white plume,
in honour of their rout of the French Grenadiers,
at Morne Fortune, in the West Indies, when their

success was so complete that every man was able

to furnish his cap with the white plumes of the

enemy. The 87th have the proiid distinction

of the Eagle of the Sth French regiment of the

Line, as it was the lii-st taken in action during the

Peninsular war, having been captured at Barossa,
in 1811. The kettle-drums of the 3rd, or King's
Own Light Dragoons were taken at Dettiugen ;

and when the 34th Foot embarked for the Cri-

mean Avar, they were compelled, oiit of courtesy
to our Allies, to leave in store in England, their

entii-e corps of brass drums, having taken them by
a curious coincidence from the 34th French In-

fantry, at Arroyo dos Molinos. The King's Royal
Irish, Sth Hussars, iu 1715, were permitted to

wear buff sword belts, suspended across the right

shoulder, as a memorial of their rout of the Spanish

cavalry, at Almanza ; they were also the well-

known "Pepper's Dragoons," whom George I. sent
to overawe the Jacobites at tory Oxford, while he

gave a line lil)rary to whiggish Cambridge,—a
delicate distinction which provoked this witty
epigram in reply to a Cambridge sarcasm :

—
Our royal master saw with heedful eyes,
The wants of his two Universities.

Troops he to Oxford sent, as knowing why
That learned body wanted loyalty.

Books he to Cambri(l,t.'e gave, as well discerning
That that most loyal body wanted learning.

The 41st carry the Welsh motto, "GweU angeu
na Chywilydd ;

"
the 7Sth, the Gallic " Cuidich'n

Rhi;" the S5th are known by
" Aiicto splen-

dore resurgo ;

"
the ArtiUery and Engineers, by

the words "Ubiquo," and "Quo fas et gloria
diicunt ;

" and the amphiljious Marine, by the

well-chosen motto,
" Per mare, per terras." The

"Death's Head" and the motto, "Or glory," have
been carried by the 12th Lancers since 1759, when
Colonel Hale determined to compose the regiment
of men of decided character, emulous of the gal-

lantly of General Wolfe, whose death he had wit-

nessed on the heights of Mount Abraham. The
name of the "

Carabineers," 6th Dragoon Guards,
dates bacli to 1691. The 56th are popidarly
knoAVTi as the Pompadours, as, Avhen raised in 1756,
their facings were originally puce, the favourite

colour of the worthless Madame de Pompadour ;

and when their facings were changed, their colonel,

failing to obtain "
blue," the distinction of Koyals,

for the regiment, adopted purple as the nearest

approach to it. The Royal Horse Guards are

ordinarily known as " the Blues," from the colour

of their uniform. It is an old mess-room joke
and legend, that the tailors having used up all

their scarlet cloth, were compelled to make up
the deficiency in cuffs and collars, by fragments of

various colours
; and this was the origin, (so the

veracious " oldster" assui-es the "
youngster,") of

the facings of the British Army. The 13th

Light Dragoons were known from the colour of

their facings as "the Green Dragoons," to which
their motto,

" Viret in aiternum" refers, and was
confirmed in 1836, the green facings having been

restored three years before. The 97th are known
as "

Celestials," from their sky-blue facings. The
"Lincoln Green" of the 69th, is a subject of their

pride. The dingy, and ill-assorted black-and-

white worsted braid of the 50th, caused them to

be known as the "Dirty Half-hundred." The
sombre dress, blue-black and green tartan, worn

by the companies raised for the protection of

Edinbiu-gh in 1730-2, was the origin of their name
"Freicudan Dhu," the "Black Watch," iu coutra-

distinction to the scarlet of the Line, who were called
" red soldiers,"—an appellation which Avas trans-

ferred to the 42nd Highlanders, who were formed

out of their ranks in 1740. The 2Hd Dragoon
Guards, are known as the "Queen's Bays," from

the fact of their being mounted on bay horses

in 1767. The "Fighting Oth," were also called

in the Peninsular war " the holy boys," from a

sale of Bibles. The 57th, from their bravery at

Albuera, were known as the "Die Hards:" the

62nd for their courage in America, were famous
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ns "the S|)ringers." The Light Comp.any of

the 4r)th wfiir the distinctive mark of a reel ball

instojul of green, the usual eolour ;
in 1777, the

Americans were so galled by their tire, that they

vi.wed that they would give them no quarter, and

the gallant felli)ws stained their feathers red to save

their friends from sutlering by any mistake. The

'_'"Jnd vear a si)rig of oak in their shakoes on the

t^>ueen's birthday, in memory of services rendered

to Coorge II. at Dettingen. The "iSth wear the

plate in front and at the back of their shakoes, in

memory of their gallant defence in Egypt against

a charge of cavalry in front and rear, and are

known as " the Slashers," owing to their terrible

use of the short swords, then worn by the infantry,

during the American war. The S7th are called

the '•'Faugh-a-ballagh Boys," from their famous

faction-tight ciy of "
Fag-an-bealac," "clear the

way,"' at Barossa.

The 14th Dragoons carry the ''Prussian Eagle,"

as it was called in 1798, in honour of the

Duchess of York, the Princess Eoyal of Prussia.

The titles of "King's Own, "Queen's Own,"

••Eoyal," the "Prince of Wales's" (82nd and

10th Hussars), "the Princess Charlotte of Wales'
"

(4ilth), the " Earl of Ulster's" (97th), the " Duke
of Wellington's" (33rd), have all been won by

Most disastrous chances,

By moving accidents by flood and field,

By hair-breadth scapes i'the imminent deadly breach.

One curious circumstance is on record. We all

know that regimental colours are consecrated, and

generally find their last home in the aisles of a

cathedral, or in the Hall of Chelsea : but in 1763,
the colours of the 25th Regiment, then com-

manded by Lord W. Lennox, having been rid-

dled with shot, at Minden, and hanging in mere

strips from the stafi", were interred in New-

castle-on-Tyue, with military honotirs. On the

other hand, the standards captured at Culloden,
were Inirnt by the common hangman.
A few more notes, and we must draw these

sketches to a close ; although we are tempted to

dilate on pedigrees and achievements, and the

succession of colonels of the various regiments.
In 1572, troops of horse were called cornets

;
and

companies of foot were styled ensigns. In the

reign of Charles 11. the junior officer of horse was
knoAvn as a "cornet," and in 1679, a corporal of

horse, saluted as a "brigadier." The dragoon
derives his name from the Elizabethan tire-arm,
called dragon, from the monster which tigiired
on the muzzle ; the Carabineers represent the

Spanish Light Cavalry first mentioned, in 1579, as

Carabius, possibly, from their use of the carbine—
a weapon employed on board of the vessels called
"carabs." The Scotch Fusiliers, now the 21st

Foot, raised in 1678, were the first to take that

name, which is one of French origin, denoting a

weapon lighter than a musket : while the bayonet
was invented at Bayonne about the same period.
The helmet and the cuirass are the last relics of
the old armour of our troops, since the gorget, a
diminutive breastplate, has been discontinued ; the
sash, once worn round the waist, was designed to

give means of removing the woimded otiicer to the
rear : the aiguilette of the Cavalry represents the

cords with which they bound up their forage, and

the cord on the belts of the Household Cavalry

was once attached to the priming-horn of the

bandolier. Scarlet was worn by the soldiers of

Henry V. ; green and white were the Tudor

colours ;
in 1 678, Evelyn describes Grenadiers (a

French term) in piebald red and yellow : and it

was only in the reign of Queen Anne that scarlet

was definitely established. The officer's cockade

of the time of the Georges has been removed to

the hats of servants, and naval officers alone

retain it. The serjeaut no longer carries a halbert.

The Prussian sugar-loaf cap, immortalised by

Hogarth in the ^March to Finchley, is a costume

of the past. Pigtails and pomatum, the three-

cornered cocked-hat, gaiters, and docked horse-

tails, have all happily followed the same example ;

while the Polish caps of our Lancers date back

about forty years, and the bearskins of the Guards

to the reign of George III. The three-tailed bag
of lilack silk worn by the officers of the 23rd

Fusiliers is, probably, a relic of the queue. The
iiuiform of the present day is certainly more con-

venient and handsome than, if not so picturesque as

that of an earlier period, and when stocks are un-

known, shakoes made of an improved shape, and

knapsacks better adjusted, we may, perhaps,
believe it incapable of improvement.

Glorious, indeed, it is to read on the colours of

our regiments the scrolls labelled with the names
of hard-won fields, in every quarter of the globe;

they are subjects for an honourable pride, and

incentives to a generous emulation. Let i;s have

examinations, and motives and necessity for study
on the part of both candidates and actual officers,

though we cannot fail to remember that many a

gallant fellow, whom we remember incajiable of

application to books, down in the lowest form of old

Winchester, did good service at Alma and Inker-

mann, and by an acquaintance with manly sports
has raised up a cheerful spirit amongst his men in

the piping time of peace. A mere pedant in any
class of life is a poor creature. We do not want
"the gallant militarist that has the whole theorie

of war in the knot of his scarf, and the practice in

the chape of his dagger." The future battles of

England v.'ill never be won by men who cannot
"set a squadron in the field, nor know the

di-\asiou of a battle
;

"
never by the mere success-

ful competitor who achieves his superiority by
force of memory, or the craui of a few months.

The bookish theorie

Wherein the toga'd Consuls can propose
As masterly as he

; mere prattle, without practice,
Is all his Soldiership.

Mackenzie E. C. Walcott.

THE GLOW-W^OEM.

Amongst the several luminous insects of this

country, the Glow-worm is imdoubtedly the most

interesting. Who that has walked Along shady
lanes, and in woodland scenery, where these in-

sects abound, on a calm, warm summer's CA^ening,
but has been delighted v,n.th the eflfulgence of

these creatures, sparkling like little stars of earth,
and glowing like night-tapers with beauty ? Shake-

speare, with his wonderful knowledge of nature.
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has not failed to observe that as morning ap-

proached, the light of the Glow-worm was ex-

tinguished
—

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near,
And 'gins to pale his ineffectual fire.

The poet Waller also described the same fact.

He supposes a man to have found a glow-worm for

the lirst time, and thinks he has possessed himself

of—

A moving diamond, a breathing stone ;

For life it had, and like those jewels shone :

He held it dear, 'till, by tba springing day
Informed, he threw the worthless grub away.

But let us inquire a little into its natural his-

tory, and this will not be found without its inte-

rest. Some doubts have occm-red as to the food

of the glow-worm. From actual observation, it

has been ascertained that its larvre feed on snails,

decayed worms, &c., and ax'c decidedly carnivo-

rous. Neither old nor young touch plants as food.

The larv£e are very voracious in their habits ; biit

it is su])posed that the perfect insect eats but

little, if it does eat, it probably feeds on animal

substance.

The female is without wings, and is far more
luminous than the male. She may sometimes be

found crawling up a Ijlade of grass, to make hei'self

more conspicuous, and in ordei'—
To captivate her fovourite fly,

And tempt the rover through the dark.

The males have wings, and may be seen hover-

ing over the females in twilight. The male is a

dusky, slender scarab;eus. The females have the

power of extinguishing or concealing their light :

and Mr. White of Selborne thinks that they
put it out altogether between eleven and twelve

every night, and shine no more that evening.
This wise provision of nature may probably be for

the purpose of preventing their being preyed upon
by nocturnal birds. Indeed, it has been supposed
that nightingales feed on them ;

and certainly the

favourite haimts of these birds are often in local-

ities where glow-worms abound. It may be men-
tioned that as soon as the female has deposited her

eggs (which by the way shine in the dark), the

light disappears in both sexes.

Persons who eat peaches, apricots, and other
stoned fruit (and who does not ?) may often find a
little centipede about an inch and a half, or two
inches long, curled up in the centre of the fruit.

This insect, if placed in a glass, and looked at

when it is dark, will be found to be consider-

ably luminous. Blumenbach asserts that another
luminous insect gives such a strong light, that
two of them placed in a glass, gave sufficient light
to read by. The fire-flies of hot countries have

wings, both male and female
;

so that when they
occur in great quantities, they exhibit a brilliant

spectacle to the inhabitants. That pest of farmers,
the wire-worm, is, we believe, luminous.

Messrs. Kirby and Spence give an interesting
account of the Blater noctilucus, with which we
will conclude this article. This insect has the lu-

minous property in a very high degree. It is

an inch long, and about one third of an inch

broad. It gives out its ijrincii)al light from two

transparent eye-like tubercles placed upon the

thorax ; but it has also two luminous jiatches
concealed under the wings, which are not visible

except when the insect is ilying, at which time it

appears with fine brilliant gems of the most beauti-

ful golden-blue lustre. In fact, the whole body is

full of light, which is so considerable, that the

smallest print may be read by moving one of these

insects along the lines. In the West Indies, and

particularly in St. Domingo, where they are very
common, the natives employ these living lamps
instead of candles, in performing their evening
household occupations. Southey has introduced

this insect in his "
Madoc," as furnishing the lamp

by which Coatel rescued the British hero from the

hands of the Mexican priests :
—

She beckon'd and descended, and drew out

From underneath her vest a cage, or net

It rather might be call'd, so fine the twigs
Which knit it, where, confined, two firefiies gave
Their lustre. By thab light did ]\Iadoc first

Behold the features of his lovely guide.

Edward Jesse.

THE FAMOUS CITY OF PEAGUE.

The ancient city of Pragiie is splendidly situated

upon a liiU overlooking the new town, with

which it is connected by two bridges across the

river Moldau, which divides these civic hemispheres
as widely as Hyde Park separates the social worlds

of Tyburnia and Belgravia ; for, though the imperial

palace and the residence of the Cardinal Prince Pri-

mate of Bohemia are the most prominent edifices

of the Hradschin, still the Eraperor Ferdinand iu

the halls of his ancestors, and Prince Schwarzenburg
in the saloons of the Archieiiiscopal Palace, are as

much deserted by the fashionables of the new
town as though the interesting old stone-bridge
and the new suspension-bridge did not exist, and
the river formed an insuperable barrier to com-

munication between the ancient and modern

cities. But, though deserted by fashion, the

objects of interest are a thousand-fold greater iu

the Hradschin than anything the Neu Stadt can

offer — the lovers of novelty alone excepted.

The cathedral forms a very prominent point for

miles round. Situated in the main court of the

palace, above which it towers, its pinnacle is

seen at an immense distance by whatever road

the capital is approached. The style of its archi-

tecture is that known in England by the name of

the Early English : and, should it ever be com-

pleted, it will be one of the most worthy of notice

of any of the great cathedrals of Europe. Though
the chancel alone is in a finished state, it is amply

large enough for every service of an archiepiscopal

cathedral to a city of upwards of 180,000 in-

habitants. There is a covered gallery communi-

cating between the cathedral and the palace, to

enable its inhabitants to attend Divine service

without passing through the great court.

On the side of the cathedral, fronting the palace,

is one of the most remarkable specimens of the early

art of founding extant in Europe, and one which

particularly excited the admiration of our great

armorial antiquary. Sir Samuel Meyrick, in his

visit to this city. It is a bronze equestrian statue
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of St. Cicorge, of tlio cleventli century. The

scale- ai"niour :iiid all the detaOs of the hor.se-furui-

ture aio Iti'autifully executed, and in as excellent

j)rcservation as though but recently delivered

from the utdii v of tlie artist.

The oldest part of the jialace now standing was
built by L'harles IV., in the middle of the foiu--

tcentli century, though it was modernised in the

sixteenth ;
the present fabric is of much more

recent date. Its size appears truly gigantic to

those accustomed to look only on the metropolitan
residence of our own sovereign ;

but it is by no

means too caj>acious for its several I'equirements,

being not only intended as the abode of the

various branches of the imperial family, but like-

wise containing under the same roof the different

saJh's a2ii)ropriated for the meeting of the senate

and the transaction of governmental duties. At
the furthest end, overlooking the Moldau, are the

Imperial Chapter of Canonesses, an order instituted

by the benevolent Maria Theresa for indigent ladies

of high descent, who under this institution enjoy
privileges otherwise far beyond their reach. The
abbess of this order must always be a member of

the imperial family, and, iipon her marriage or

death, another archduchess must be appointed to

succeed her by the Empress. But let not the reader

suppose that because the lady president is styled an
Abbess any severe monastic rules of seclusion are

required. These ladies mix in the heaiL monde, as

do the gayest of our own dames of fashion,

dancing with a vigour rarely equalled hy a London

The Bridge at Prague.

belle, or arc to be seen nightly at the theatre in
the Ijox provided for them in the rides of their
order, as laid down by their kind foundress : they
never need a

r//«;7r-j-o««^', as, whatever their age, once
chanoinesses they cease to be mademoiselles, and
if but seventeen they are styled

"
madame," and

considered fit to be a, f/arde-dame to any immarried
lady, however much their senior. Servants and
equipages are at their disposal; they receive a
trifling pension, and are free to marry if they
plca.se, but of course then cease to be chanoinesses.
All that is required of these fortunate ladies is to
attend chapel every morning ; on certain occasions
to appear l)efore their Abbess in a particular
costume, consisting of a black mantle and a Marie
Stuart hat with long white lace veils pendantfrom the sides, most gracefid and becoming to the

young and fair
; and when in society of an evening

to wear black dresses with the w-hite order-ribbon,
fringed with gold, under one arm and gathered on
the opposite shoidder into a large knot, with a
medallion-likeness of the Empress Maria Theresa
pendant from the centre. That portion of the

palace appropriated to the assembly of the senate
bears date from the seventeenth eentur^^

Leaving the palace, we pass the archiepiscopal
residence, and stand in front of a very handsome
pile of buildings forming an entire side of the
Hradschin Platz, the property of the Grand Duke
of Tuscany, inhabited solely by his agents, men
of business, and their families, but which,
judging from the present tide his aflau's have
taken, I-I.I.H. may, ere long, be happy to have
set in order for his own use. Higher, ujion
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ci bill, the culminating point of the city, are

the convent and gardens of the White Monks,
so called from their dress of white serge. The

object of pecidiar interest to strangers in tliis

establishment is the magnificence of their library
and collections of MSS. maps, charts, and globes.
It possesses also some very valuable paintings,
the merits of which are now much defaced

from being daubed over with coarse reparations.
The gardens are extensive, and open to the public,

and command a fine view of the city, across the

river, of the Neu Stadt, and far away to the

heights beyond. At the time of the troubles, iii

184S, these White Monks of Strahoff were looked

on suspiciously by the government from their

well-knowu leaiimg to the Czeck insurrection.

On descending the hill through the principal
sti-eet the attention is often painfully drawn to

the clanking of chains, and we find it proceeds
from miserable beings who are employed in cutting
wood for tiring at the ditferent houses—wood

being the sole article of fuel consimied in Bohemia,
where all rooms are heated by large china or

iron stoves. The parti-coloured dress of these

wretched beings
—one half their persons clad in

black, and the other half in yellow, the imperial
colours—show them instantly to bo convicts, if

the chains confining their legs have not before

revealed their position as felons. It is the

government system, instead of confining prisoners
in their cells, to employ them in various xiseful

: labours, and the most usual work is cutting wood

Walleiisteiu's House at Pra^'ue.

for the public, a jioliceman being in charge of each

group while thus occupied.

Turning out of Nicholas Platz, a spot of much
interest is shortly before us—the Waldstein's
Palace—once the abode of the renowned Wallen-
stein, and now in possession of his nearest
descendants through the female line, that hero

ha\'ing left no son to perpetuate his glory and
avenge his fate. " Put not your trust in Princes,"
everyone may well exclaim with King David, on

remembering irhat was done and sacrificed for his

sovereign by that noble man, and what was the
treacherous end he met with by the decree of the
monarch he had served so long and faithfully.
His gallant charger, which shared with him so

many dangers and glories, is stuffed and stands in
a hall of this princely mansion, looking really
life-like, so well is the skin preserved, and so true

' the action. In a magnificent salle in the centre of

the house are sometimes held the prettiest and most

tastefully arranged fiower-sliows the writer has ever

I

seen—turf and moss so artistically laid down in beds

;

over flower-pots that they are entirely concealed

i from view, producing the effect of all the wonders
and beauties of nature springing from and growing
oiit of the ground itself—a deception which might
advantageously be copied in our own country.

! Coimt Irvin Nostitz's galleries of statues and

paintings are also worth a visit before the traveller

1 leaves the Kleiue Seite. And, should the weather
I be very oppressive, an hour's lounge in the

j gardens of Prince Lolikowitz, under the chestnut

groves, would agreeably complete his moi-uing's

i exi^edition, though we should recommend him not

finally to cross the bridge without taking a peep
at the church and hospital of the Knights of St.
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John, more gener;illy kmnvn as tlie Kniglits of

Malta, ami tiic olTuial residence of their Grand

M;istfr ft)r Bulieinia, uhicli joins the church.

(To he continued.)

BLACK VENN.
CH.A.PTEn I. NATURAL.

The sujpcrb curve of the cliffs, east of the little

liorougli town of Lyme Regis, describes an arc of

about .SO niilos in length terminating in the Bill of

Portland. Some of these cliffs are 700 or 800 feet

big]). Their charmingly varied hues, commencing
with the dark blue of the lias at Lyme Regis,
broken l)y slips of verdure, and clefts producing

deep shadows, succeeded liy the oolitic yellow or

orange crests of Shorncliff and Golden Cap, whose
sides bear little copses of dark fir, interspersed
with i)urple heather and golden gorse, reflect

themselves in a calm sea with the brilliancy of the

rainbow, giving an Italian effect to the scenery.
As our eye follows the curve of coast beyond,

•we notice the red cliffs which mark the situation

of Bridport and the fishing village of Burton ; and,
subdued and harmonised by distance, the still

receding heights beyond Abbotsbury fade aAvay
into an indefinite greeni-sh blue, and terminate
in the white rock of Portland, -which lifts itself

as a pale shadow in the far atmosphere.
We must add to our picture the bright blue

waters of the Bay : these, sheltered from the east

and north, and open only to the more genial influ-

ences (tempestuous though they sometimes be), of

the south and west breezes, spread their wide ex-

panse towards the bosom of the broad Atlantic
unbroken by any intervening land

;
and whether

tossed into wavelets flecked with innumerable white

crests, or still and glassy with a mother-of-pearl
iridescence on their surface, add the charm of

incessant change to the exquisite colouring.
Standing on the verdant summit of Black Venn,

one of the heights 1 have been describing,
between Lyme and Charmouth, in the calm soft

light of a summer sunset, a spectator, versed in
the local records of the neighbourhood, finds an
additional interest in the recollection that the sea
and landscape, on which the eye now rests in ad-

miration, presented the identical appearance in
hue and outline to the Northern Sea Kings when,
ten centuries ago, our Saxon progenitors watched
from these heights the robber fleets, sweejiing,
beneath their bases, towards the adjacent village
of Charmouth, and landing their fierce warriors
with the raven standard unfurled, to ravage the
interior with fire and sword.

Po.ssessed of still greater interest is the reflec-
tion that at a much more remote epoch, while the
earth was yet a desolate wilderness and man was
as yet imcreated to inhabit, cultivate, and subdue,
beneath and over these very cbff-s, and amid the
surrounding ooze, there swarmed coimtless multi-
tufles of monstrous forms

; giants in magnitude,and of great muscular development, endued with
the most fearful powers of destruction and rapa-
city ; creatures whose very analogy is in some
cases scarcely traceable at the present day, but
who then lield undisputed sway over that dreary
region, the theatre of their internecine war, and
ultimately their sepidchre.

The stony skeletons of these monsters, daily
disinterred by the pickaxe of the workman, or

the hammer of the geologist, attest the unques-
tionable facts of their animal organisation, even
to minute details, details which have enabled us

to establish conclusions respecting the condition

of the world which they inhabited, as accurate as

if we had ourselves been then in existence, with

every facidty for observation and personal inves-

tigation. A series of inferences, the result of a
train of masterly reasoning, supports these conclu-

sions, and stamps with authenticity a very won-
derful chapter in our readings from the book of

Nature, of the goodness and superintending jiower
of the Almighty Creator.

CHAPTER II. SUPERNATURAL.

But the glimmer of the revolving light on the

distant Isle of Portland, and the brighter sparkle of

the town lamps in the valley remind us of the

necessity for our homeward journey, and we there-

fore commence oiu- descent. The road we are taking
toM'ards the town from the hill on the Charmouth
side is beautifully diversified ; and the dark pine
wood, which at some little distance borders it

upon our right, calls up a reminiscence of so

strange a character, that I think it worth present-

ing to the reader.

About six years ago T was coming to Lyme
Regis by this very road from Charmouth, where
I had been engaged until a late houi- on pro-
fessional business. It might have been about
eleven o'clock as I reached the gap known by the
name of the Devil's Bellows, a few hundred yards
beyond which, is the crown of the hiU overlooking
a long strip of the undulating and winding road
towards Lyme. Below this pai-t of the road is

the cliflf called "Black Venn." The night was a

bright summer moonlight, almost as clear as

day.
From this point the road, with all its turns and

hollows, can be seen for the distance of nearly
half a mile

; and the dark woods on the right
which border it to some distance, and out of

which it seems to take its rise, rendered it.s yellow
line still more conspicuous by the contrast on such
a night.

I had scarcely reached this point when I was
startled by a loud but distant scream, or rather a
succession of screams, of a pecidiarly wild and

wailing character.

As nearly as I coidd judge, the sounds came
from the pine wood, at the extremity of the road.

I stopped to listen, and strained mj'- ej^es in the
direction from which the screams appeared to

come ; and there,—just where the road emerges
from the darkness of the w-ood, I distinctly saw
something white, gleaming and glancing in the

moonlight, and evidently in ceaseless and violent
motion. My first idea was that two persons,
clothed in white, were struggling, as if engaged in
a contest for life and death : but after gazing for a
minute or two, I became aware that the figure or

figures, whichever it might be, had subsided into

one, and that one was rapidly moving towards
vie !

The screams were now incessant, resembling
more the shrieks and bowlings of a wild beast in
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pain, tlian tlie tones of the human voice under any
conceivable circumstances.

You will readily suppose that I could not with-

draw my eyes from the strange ^^•hite figure, which

emitting these most fearful shrieks, was now
swiftly traversing the road in my direction, first

down the little hollow at the foot of the tir wood,
then over the strip of level ground near the gate
which leads to a foot path through fields into

Lyme, and at length up the very acclivity on which
I was standing.

I have often endeavoured to analyse the feel-

ings I experienced on this occasion ; but although
much startled and surprised, I think the predomi-
nant sensation v/as that of curiosity at the un-

earthly sounds. If these hideous outcries uttered

by the figure at a distance had startled and sur-

prised me, the figure itself, as it approached,
occasioned me still greater perplexity.

Imagine for yourself, in the clear moonlight, a

s])inning, whirling and shrieking creature, making
swift progress, with motionless, outstretched arms
like those of a huge white scare-crow, extended at

right angles with the body. The figure was of a tall

man's height, clothed in something which ai)peared
to me like a gown or waggoner's frock, of white

material, falling in one long droop to the ground !

The extended arms were also of the same
colour.

The head of the figure I coidd not distinguish.

light

for (strange to say) the creature, of whatever
nature it was, engaged in this nightly ramble,
advanced in a series of whirls, so rapid as to defy

my attempts, as it speeded past me, to catch even
a glimpse of its features. It combined with this

eccentric movement, so swift an onward progress,

that, as nearly as I could judge, the whole sj^ace of

time, from the moment when it first came in sight,
to that in which it disappeared from my \'iew,

having traversed in that period a distance of at

least half a mile, did not exceed a very few minutes.

Its shrieks, as it passed close by me, keeping the

centre of the road, were horrifying in the extreme ;

and rang in my ears long after it had disappeared
in the direction of the Devil's Bellows.

I cannot say that I felt anything like what I

shoidd imagine would attend a supernatm^al mani-

festation. My sensations were chiefly those of

surprise, and I had even prepared myself for the

possibility of self-defence in case the figure, if

human, should attack me, in what seemed the un-

restrained outbreak of some ferocious and irre-

claimable maniac ! This idea flashed across my
mind as the only possible solution ;

and I antici-

pated that, on the following day, I should find that

the whole neighbourhood had been alarmed, and

that, in some way or other, the mystery would be

cleared up.
No such elucidation, however, took place ;

nor

coidd I ever learn that any one but myself had

been favoured with a manifestation of this frantic

and fantastic ajiparition.

During the whole of the subsequent week I

passed the time in a state of bewilderment. What
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I had seen anil licaid was continually recurring to

my ujinil, and T i>uz/.lcfl myself in viiin to account

for the apparition. All my consideration served

only the more to perplex me. One of the circum-

stances which occasioned me the greatest surprise

in my rotlcctions on the matter was, that so far as

I could discover, no one but myself had heard the

startling cries, or seen the unearthly figure, the

former ha^nng been first heard by me at the dis-

tance of nearly half a mile, and the latter having

jiasscd along the turnpike road, on a night as

tright as middaj', in the close vicinity of two well

]u>pulated towns ; and even the turnpike-house
—

though not visible from where I stood—was cer-

tainly not five minutes' sharp walking distant from

the copse whence the figure at first appeared to

emerge ;
wliile the shrieks and screams were loud

enough to have been heard in that still night
as far as the tovm itself. And yet no one had heard

them !

As I mentioned the circumstance to everj'body
that I could get to listen to it, in the hope of find-

ing some one who could throw some light on the

matter, it is not surjjrising that several persons
should have reminded me of the well-known cir-

cimistance that a waggoner had, some years before,

had his brains dashed out when passing incau-

tiously behind his load of timber, some of which

projected beyond the waggon, and struck him on
the head, and that this death occurred exactly at

that spot on the road near the copse where the

hideous figure I had seen first appeared to me.
Neither need it be doubted that many of these

intelligent listeners left me with the full persua-
sion that I had seen the ghost of the unhappy
waggoner dancing a supernatural polka, to an

extempore air of his own composition, on the

sjiot where he had left his brains.

One fact alone I obtained worth recording, which
trivial as it may apjiear, and lightly as I then

regarded it, will probably, to the philosophic
reader, be found of some significance ; and let any
one who thinks it worth his while to follow me
to the end of the storj^^ bear it in mind.

Among those to whom I mentioned the afi'air

was the inspecting commander of the coast-guard
on this station, a gentleman of much resolution
and experience, -with whom I had the pleasure
of an acquaintance.
He heard my story with much interest, and

remarked upon its singularity, adding, that, for
some time past, he had observed a great reluctance
on the part of his men to \'isit the stations on
that beat

; that they always applied to be sent
in couples ; and although he had not deemed it

advisable to take notice of the fact, he had
heard rumours of their having been terrified by
unusual sights and sounds on those eastward

chf^.
From, the men, however, I could obtain

nothmg but evasive and unsatisfactory answers
to my rpiestions on the subject, and the result
was that the mystery remained entirely unsolved.

CHAPTER III. HYPOTHETrCAL.
Courteous reader, we are now about to part

company, and I would fain leave upon your mind
the impression that the last twenty minutes have
been passed in the society of an honest and

veracious narrator, to whom you may safely give

implicit credence.

This character you say you are readily prepared
to allow me, provided that I, on mj^ part, and as

a condition precedent, will prove myself worthy
of the confidence reposed in me, by at once ex-

plaining fully and satisfactorily the circumstances

I have related.

Alas ! I regret to say that I am unable to secure

my good character on these terms, for the simple
reason that up to this moment no such full and
sufiicient explanation has been afforded me. But
if you, most searching of cross-examiners, will

proceed to inquire whether any idea has presented
itself to my mind, by which so singular a pheno-
menon might possibly be brought within the com-

pass of rationality, I will o^vn that (oddly enough)
after several mouths of perplexitj^ a few words

spoken by one whom, to the best of mj^ knowledge,
I had never before seen—whose voice I had never

before heard, and shall in all probability never

hear again, and with whose name I am imac-

quainted—threw suddenly a faint gleam over what
had before been utterly obscure, and suggested
the clue to a plausible solution of the problem.
It might have been about seven or eight months
after the event that I have related, that I was

returning from the County Court at Axmiuster,
late on a dark winter evening, and walking my
horse up the hill which leads from that town to

Hunter's Lodge, when I was suddenly accosted

by a man who appeared to have overtaken me,
and who, touching his hat, seemed desirous of

entering into conversation.

After a few remarks, he said :
" Would your

honour like to buy some good brandy ?" On this

strange question being put to me, I stopped my
horse, and turning to the man, said: "Do you
know, my friend, that you are putting a question
which may get you into difficulty ? How do you
know but that I am a policeman or an excise-

man?"
To this the man replied that he knew I was

neither the one nor the other
; that he well knew

who I was, and entertained no apprehension of

risk in making the inquiry : then drawing nearer,
and assuming a very confidential manner, he
assured me I might rely on the article being of

the best description without the least smack of
sea water, and that he would be able to procure
me any quantity I might wish for within a day or

two; "For," added he, in conclusion, "we last

week made a capital run just imder Black Venn."
Dear reader : If this little episode does not

furnish you, as it did me, Avith some elucidation
both of the brainless Waggoner's Polka and of the
nocturnal terrors which appear to have success-

fully scared the coast guard, your imagination is

a less vivid one than I am willing to give you
credit for possessing. For my own pai-t, I will

only add, that the mention of the singular name
"Black Venn "

(recalling, as it instantly did, the
adventure of my moonlight walk), coupled with
the accommodating proposal of my unknown

j

friend, suggested to me the hypothesis, that the

apparition was probably not a messenger from the
I spirit world, although in close connection with
1

the world of spirits.
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LAST WEEK.

The Road murder at home, and the Italian

question abroad under yet another of its many
aspects,

—such, iu a word, are the points which re-

mained mainly imder discussion Last Week. This

aiitumn has been singularly barren of suggestions
for the forthcoming session. There has not been

a "recess" since the famous one of 1845, when
the Irish famine was a-foot, and the announcement

.appeared in the "Times," which fell like a shell

in the camp of the Protectionists, during which

we have not had something more than an inkling
of what would happen when Parliament assembled.

But now, what is there to be done, or what to be

talked aboiit ? Of the Reform Bill there seems to

be as absolute an end as though a revisal of the

settlement of 1831-2 had never been in contempla-
tion. Mr. Bright may intend retirement from

])ublic life for aught the public have known of his

])roceedings during the last few months. Lord

Derby, on the other hand, has been afflicted with

severe illness—and it woiUd almost seem as though
ere long the marshal's bafoii of the Conservative

army would be within the grasp of the first comer.

We have not even had the usual crop of autumnal

speeches from honourable gentlemen who go down
to their constituents to render up an account of

their stewardships. Lord Palmerston, to be sure,

has been making a memorable progress in the

Northern counties, and conciliating to himself the

good-will of all men with whom he came into

contact. Lord Stanley has l)een propounding a

lectm-e ujion education, which contained a vast

amount of good sense, and consequently gave con-

siderable offence to the education doctors. This

day week the Duke of Argyll delivered an address

to the Associated Mechanics' Institute of Lanca-

shire and Cheshire, upon the same subject. Tlie

inference as to the amount of jjolitical excitement

in this couutiy is obvious enough.
Eor it cannot be deraed that, althoiigh the edu-

cation of its children is amongst the most im-

portant affairs which can occupy the attention of

a nation, here with us in England it is just the

scapegoat which we drive into the wilderness

when there is nothing better forthcoming. When
there is nothing else to discuss—and not till then—we disciiss what is called this gi'eat social pro-
blem. No doubt, as a nation, we have not dis-

charged this particiilar duty to the fidl extent of

our obligation. Whoever has practically con-

cerned himself with the working out of any par-
ticular system which may have been established

either in town or country, is soon, however, made

painfull}' aware of the fact that the great hindrance

to education in these islands is the necessity under
which the children of the poor are placed of earn-

ing their own livelihood even from their earliest

years. It is this which is the real stumbling-
block in the way—far more than indifference—
far more than religious bitterness, and the frenzies

of sectarianism. The poor are well aware of the

benefits which their children would derive from

education, even of the most elementary kiiul, but

as soon as the little hands can work, to work they
must be set. As far as theological objections are

concerned, the evil to a great extent works its own

cure. Father O'Toole objects to little Romanist

Paddy's initiation in the " rudiments "
in a mixed

school. Of course that eminent divine is bound
to pi-ovide him with "some " kind of learning in

a sheepfold where Protestant wolves or ushci's

cannot break in and tamper with the juirity of

the young gentleman's faith. All this is as it

must l)e, l)ut the fact remains that our great
statesmen never trouble themselves much about
the education of the people as long as there is any
other subject upon which they can fall out with
their rivals.

In point of fact, the editors of our newspapers—
untU the Chinese letter of Last Week—have been

living upon the Italian news, the Syrian massacres,
the Prince of Wales's visit to Canada and the

States, and the desperate catalogiie of murders
with which wo have been afflicted during the last

few months. Beyond this we find them having
recourse to blue-books, and old official returns,
from which, in some fashion or another, the

essence is extracted, and, when duly spiced and

perfumed, it is served up as an entirely novel

article.

The legend of the Irish Brigade was a piece of

i^nexpected good fortune, and it was made the

most of. Who could have anticipated that even
Ireland would have gone into crape for the few
Irishmen who were scathed by the hand of the

foeman duringthat brief campaign of Lamoi'icifere's ?

An ordinary cricket-match would have supplied

well-nigh as numerous and as considerable a list of

casiialties ;
but for these !/'« Deums were sang,

and holy men have waved their pots of incense in

ecstasies of thanksgiving. It has indeed been

suggested that all this incense-burning, and hjonn-

chanting, and scattering of laurel and cypress
over half-a-dozen sprained ankles and contused

knees must be taken to have represented nothing
more than the extreme anxiety of the Irish

Romanist Clergy to get the legion dispersed to

their repective homes before they had time to

marshal their grievances collectively before the

faithful.

How desperate an awakening to those poor
Irish peasants who were accustomed to regard the

S3'stem of priestly government with what is called

the "eye of faith," must not that brief visit to

the Pontifical States have proved ! If the meanest

hind of Tipperary or Clare could have had an idea

of the condition of the Roman peasantry, and,

possibh', still worse, of the poorer Roman citizens,

he would have been well content to stay at home,
with even the eventualities of another failure in

the potato crop staring him in the face. But when
to the ordinary and normal miseries of a Papal

subject are added the discomforts and sufferings of

a foreign mercenary hiring himself out to be drdled

by LamoriciSre,—to be justly execrated by the

people, whom he was there to oppress,
—and to be

shot by Cialdiui's men, unless his discretion slioidd

outstrip his valour, it is not to l)e wondered at if

an Irish legionary wished himself back in the

juiciest recess of a Kerry bog, rather than in a

Roman garrison-to«m. These jwor wretches must

have had enough to tell, if their tongues had not

been stopped in a very effective way by the Irish

priests at their landing. Dr. Cullen has converted
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tlio nii.scrahle runaways into heroes, if not to the

satisfaction of Enrojic, at least in a manner which

may servo the turn amongst their own Hiljernian

collates anil agnates. He has embahned them as it

wi-re. anil consigned them to the odour of sanctity;

with what ill-grace would a mutiny arise amidst

this noble arn'iy of martyrs ! If they speak the

truth, or oven breathe a suggestion of the truth,

they will not only become hateful to the particular

rather O'Flaherty who directs public opinion in

their own immediate neighbourhood, but they

will make themselves supremely ridiculous. Now,
whatever an Irishman's faults may be, he has at

least a keen sense of the ludicrous. To fall from

the high position of a glorious and sacred martyr
ill jioase, who had gone forth to shed his blood for

the true faith, to that of a discontented, scourged,

and wretched recruit—the dupe of a priestly

Serfeaut Kite—is a consummation from which

the majority of the Holy Band will probably
shrink. Meanwhile they have done what they
can to make the name of their country a bye-word
in Europe.

Of the investigation which is now going on at

Eoad under the auspices of jSIr. Saunders, a county

magistrate, there is little to be said, and that

little not of a very favourable kind. The investi-

gation will probably serve to put—or rather to

kee^T
—the murderers still more on their guard,

and certainly from the manner in which it is con-

ducted is not likely to throw much light iipon the

mystery. It is clear enough that when the first

twenty-four hours after the murder were allowed

to slip by without any progress towards the dis-

covery of the real culprits, their chances of immu-

nity increased from day to day almost in geomet-
rical progression. The real pjolicy then Avas one

of inaction. The great point was to throw them
off their guard ; and this was the more advisable

inasmuch as the number of persons upon whom
the surveillance of the police shoidd have been
directed did not exceed six in all. As it is, the

caution of these six persons has been constantly
and continuously kept awake by one clumsy in-

vestigation after another. By this time they are

I)erfectly aware that all they have to do is to

adhere to the story that they were fast asleep
from midnight, or thereabouts, on the fatal night,
until six or seven a.m., and who is to prove that

they were awake ? There can be no danger in

repeating this here, because it has been so often
and so forcibly impressed upon the minds of aU
concerned, when they were examined before the

magistrates as witnesses, or accused as suspected
persons. As matters stand at present, there must
be some miracle of imprudence, as in the case of
that wretched creature ]\Iullins, who deliberately
tied the halter round his own neck, when he might
have gone to his grave without molestation from
human justice if he had not tried to make a secure
I)osition too secure. There is, of course, the
chance that the fortitude of one of the parties to
the deed—if indeed there were more than one-
may give way. There is the chance that the
knife with which the wounds were inflicted may
turn np, or some rag or material clue to the
murderer's horrid mystery.

a solution of the enigona, however, will
Such

more probably be the result of chance than of any-

persevering effort to get upon the right track. The
task of discovering the true actors in this dreadfid

tragedy should be intrusted to some one amongst
the "

detectives," who is as much superior to his

fellows in the special faculty of "
detection," as a

good detective is sui:)erior in this respect to ordi-

nary mortals. It woidd be necessary that such an

one should fairly match his mind against the minds

of the murderers ;
and that the shadow of his

presence should be on them by day and by night,

even when he was actually absent from them. He
should incorporate himself as it were in their

thoughts, so that sleeping or waking they should

feel the Avenger was upon their track, and would
not be balked of his prey. Sooner or later they
must give way, and if women are " in it," as the

phrase is, they must at length be wearied out, and
seek relief from an acknowledgment of the crime.

The clumsy disturbance, however, which Mr.

Saunders is raising at Road cannot be productive
of any favourable result.

There is little to be added to the article upon
our relations with China, published three weeks

ago in Oxc?: A Week, in consequence of the recent

intelligence. That the Chinese would make a

stout stand at the Taku Forts, but that they would
be shelled and tormented out of them after a brief

onset by the superior military skill and arma-

ments of the Europeans, was obvious enough. We
were not quite prepared for the desperate character

of the resistance, for it certainly seems as though
the Tartar soldiers fought upon this occasion, as

soldiers owing allegiance to the Emperor of China
never fought before. What might not be done
with such men if they had the advantages of a

good drill, a plentiful supply of Enfield rifles, and
instruction how to use them ! On the whole, we
shoidd rejoice that this is so, for all that we want
with China and the Chinese is freedom of com-
mercial intercourse, and security for as many of

the Queen's subjects as may find it for their

advantage to push their fortunes in that remote

country. The stronger the government of China

is, and the more capable Chinese troops are of

holding their own consistently with this condition,
the better for us. We, who want only to exchange
the manufactures of the British Islands against
the products of China, can have no desire to see

this huge empire kept in a perpetual state of civil

broil. Neither would it be for our profit that any
other nation, Russia, or the United States, for

example, should make territorial acquisitions in

China.

China for the Chinese, and intercoui'se with
China for all the world to the advantage of all

parties concerned, is all that we desire. It seems
to be doubted by those who have a good right to

express an opinion upon such a point, if Lord
Elgin and his French colleague in diplomacy have
taken the best way to secure a permanent peace.
It is said that they should have advanced to Pekin,
not at the head of a guard of honour, even though
composed of European troops, but with so large a

portion of the forces at their disposal, that even
the stupidest of the Pekin burghers must have
awakened to the consciousness that the old ]Man-
darin government had received a signal defeat,
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and that the shadow of its power had passed away.
The conclusion is })erhaps premature, although it

is not unnatural that the persons who have been

the actual witnesses of previous diplomatic failures

in the same quarter of the globe shoidd be

swift to anticipate a fresh blunder. The well-

nigh universal impression LastWeek seems to have
been that Lord Elgin would end by adding yet
another to the many diplomatic failures which
have distinguished our negotiations with the

Chinese Court. A joint occupation with our

French allies of the Taku Forts, or some other

locality easy of access from the sea, and offering

every facility for reaching Pekin in a very brief

space of time, should further difEcidties occur,
v.'oidd seem to be the easiest method of obtaining

security for the future
; and of economising not only

our own blood and treasiu-e, but the ves and the

money of our semi-barbarous opponents. What-
ever the result of Lord Elgin's diphmatic efforts

may be, it is quite clear that Sir Hope Grant, in

the course of his stern ueaotiations with the de-

fenders of the Taku Forts, has proved to con-

viction that the Armstrongr gun is the most fear-

ful and destructive weapon ever yet brought into

the held. It seems, indeed, difficult to understand
how two European armies, each possessed of a suffi-

cient niimber of these guns, and with the skill to use

them, could sustain each other's presence at all

for a quarter of an hour, or even for a less period of

time. It would be on a larger scale the story of

two duellists, each armed with a tirst-rate duelling

pistol
—each hair trigger set—and each muzzle

applied to the brow of each combatant. There
woidd just be a little smoke—a flash—a report

—
and the end.

It is the fashion to say that as weapons of

offence are constriicted on more and more fatal

liruiciples, the chances of war will decrease. Some
centm-ies have elapsed since our ancestors fought
with bows and arrows, and drove chariots, armed
with scythes, over their battle-fields—and we are

now fighting with Enfield rifles and Armstrong
guns. If we look at the history of Asia and

Europe for the last few years, there does not

ajtpear to be any sensible diminution in the com-
bative propensities of the human race. The
Crimea—India—Lombardy, afford strange illus-

trations of the growth of the more benevolent

feeling amongst the children of the great human
family.
But when all is said that can be said of the

Chinese news of La.st Week—of the Ai-mstrong

gims
—of the Eoad mvirder—of the delay in oiu-

young Prince's return from beyond the Atlantic—of the follies of the Irish Brigade,
—and other

scraps and parcels of intelligence of more or less

importance, every one knows that the chief point
for our consideration is whether the Italian ques-
tion is to receive a peaceful settlement, or whether

Europe is to be plunged again into a series of hos-

tilities. Of course, in our time, the nations of

Europe cannot remain at war with one another for

a quarter of a century. The fate of kingdoms and

empires will be decided henceforward in short

and bloodj^ campaigns.
Now, the intelligence from Italy, of Last Week,

is of a doubtful complexion—not as far as sub-

stantive results are concerned—but if we look to

the chances of a permanent solution of the ques-
tion. The French Emperor has been fairly foiled

in the game of sti-atagem. He has been as much
outwitted by the Italians as he himself outwitted
the dull young Emperor of Austria at Villafranca.

His idea was that of a federal Italy, that is to

say, of an Italy divided into various provinces,
each one under the influence of petty jealousies
and petty ambition. Of such a confederation the

French Emperor, who had borne a large share in

di-iving the Austrians out of Lombardy, and with-

out whose help, indeed, such a result could never
have been accomplished, was the natural protector
and master. The suzerainty of Italy would have

passed from Austria into French hands
; at the

same time Louis Napoleon would have maintained
his pretension in the eyes of the European
nations to be considered the liberator of that beau-

tiful land. How all his schemes and projects have
been dissipated into empty air by the fortitude,

energy, and patriotism of the Italians, the world
knows. Instead of a divided, helpless Italy

—an

Italy relying upon his protection from day to day
to secure her against fresh aggression from
Austria—Louis Napoleon now sees a country

rising into strength and independence—next

neighbour to France—and which, in a short time,
will be in a condition to contest with her

maritime dominion in the Mediterranean. If Italy
is to be independent, he will demand material

guarantees that her newly-won independence shall

not be used against the ambition of France. At
the same time the tone of all the European powers,
when he insisted in so forcible a manner upon the

surrender of Nice and Savoy as the price of the

assistance he afforded the Italians during the Lom-

bardy campaign, and of the threatening attitude

which he still maintains against Austria, was not

such as to encourage the supposition that they
would stand by tamely, and witness fresh acquisi-
tions of territory by France. There is his dilemma.

A feeling is growing up in France—a feeling far

beyond his control—that the existence of a great
Mediterranean power, such as an independent Italy

certainly would prove, is a fresh element in Euro-

pean di])lomacy, and that of its future working,
Frenchmen are unable to take accurate account.

On the whole, it is exceedingly unlikely that united

Italy, under the sceptre of Victor Emmanuel, or

of that gracious young Prince Humbert, of whom
we heard the other day, would consent to act as

the satellite of France. In the first place, France

and Italy would stand to each other in a false

position. From the recent course of events France

would be apt to make too great claims upon the

gratitude of Italj' ; Italy might be disposed to deny
heroblisations, and to maintain that whatever Louis

Napoleon had done for her was the result rather

of state-policy than of any sentimental sympathy
with the miseries of the Italians. In the next

place, the Government of Italy will certainly be

conducted on very different principles from those

which are considered by the French Emperor as

necessary for the security of his dj'nasty. When
he seized the reiorus of government with so forcible

a hand some eight years ago, France—not un-

mindful of his past historj^
—was shuddering at
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what might happen if the Faubourgs were again

to win the upper haiul in Paris. France was sick

of revolutions, anil of the licentiousness of liberty.

What she askod was to be guarded against the

excesses of the poi>nlar principle. It was con-

sidered—let us travel back in thought to the

beginning of the year 1853—that under the rule

of Louis XVITl.. of Charles X., and of Louis

Philippe, the exiicriment of popular government
had been fairly tried in France, and had resulted

in a miserable failure. If the choice was to be

between Anarchy and the Iron Hand, the deli-

berate choice of Frenchmen was in favour of the

man who would ensure them against the results of

170'2-03, and the possibilities of June, 1848. The

rule of Louis Napoleon, which now partly rests

upon habit and custom, in the first instance repre-

sented the ajtprehensions of the French nation in

presence of an ascertained past and an unascer-

tained future. If their Emperor, without increas-

ing the financial burdens of the nation in too

great a degree, can add a few more names to

those which are ab-eady engraved on the triumphal
arch at the Barritre de VEtoile, so much the •

better. A purple rag and a successful tattoo are

never very displeasing objects to a Frenchman's

mind.

Compare the moral conditions iinder which

Italj' is AA-inniug her way to independence with

those which actually obtain in France. In the

first place, the}' are not the excesses of liberty, bi\t

the excesses of despotism which are ever present as

the bugbears of the Italian mind. An Italian

matron thinks of her boy laid low by an Austrian

firing party at Ferrara ; an Italian wife still

mourns over her husband who was buried alive

for years, without trial, in the dungeons of the

priests at Home, and whom she never saw again ;

an Italian daughter weeps for her father who
lived to suffer with Poerio, but who did not

survive to triumph with Garibaldi. These feelings
are deeply engi-aved into the hearts of the Italian

people. When the popular party gained the

upper-hand at Rome, at Venice, at Jlilan, and,
for a brief space, at Naples, with the exception of

the assassination by the mob of a single ruffian

at Parma, the other day, what is there to regret ?

No one would for a moment defend the murder
of Eossi a bit more than he would defend the

attempt made, some two years ago, by Felice

Orsini against the life of the French Emperor ;

but when this took place the priests were

yet in power, and Eome was not \;nder a

popidar government. It might also be said
that when the people had gained a momen-
tary supremacy they were so constantly under
fire, that they had not the time, or opportunity,
even if they had had the intention, for massacre
and plunder. This is beside the purpose of the

argument. Tlie fact remains that the Italians
Lave not any traditions of the guillotine and of

revolutionary frenzy to forget. They may aspire
to liberty, for they have never abused it. We
may feel reasonably certain that if the Austrian
war-cloud is dissipated, and Italy becomes
constituted into a kingdom, the government
•will be directed essentially upon constitutional
maxims.

There will be the three forms of liberty which

are essential to the weU-being and growth of a

nation ; liberty of speech in Parliament, liberty

of speech at the bar, liberty of printed speech,

or in other words, liberty of the press. There

is, on the one hand, a vast amount of intelli-

gence scattered about amongst the urban popu-
lation of Italy ; and, on the other, ciuite a

sufficient pressure of adverse circumstances to

prevent the Italians from degenerating into a

nation of babblers and dreamers. Now, when
we see with what extreme impatience Loiiis

Napoleon regards the freedom of debate and dis-

cussion in Belgium, a country of which he may
covet the possession, but which does not directly

thwart his schemes of ambition, it may not

unfairly be inferred that he would not regard the

development of liberty in the Italian peninsula
with any peculiar satisfaction. May there not

come a moment when Frenchmen may say,
' ' After

all, are we not as good as the Italians whom we
have helped to redeem from slavery with our

blood, and with our treasure ? Are we not to the

fidl as much worth as the Belgians, whose highest i

boast it is to be imperfect Frenchmen? " With a

constitutional Italy upon one side of France, and a

constitutional Belgium iipon the other (to make
no mention of the Kingdom of the Netherlands),
Louis Napoleon coidd scarcely maintain his system
of government, which necessarily involves the

repression of all expression
—if not of the pressure—of public o})inion. Surely such phrases as those

which embodied the noble protest made Last
Week by M. Berryer against the subjection of the

French bar must find an echo in many a French

heart. The government of Louis Napoleon and of

Victor Emmanuel must certainly be conducted on

different principles ; and thus there arises a danger
to the French Emperor, which woidd in the long
rl^n probably prove more fatal to him than any
direct and material danger which he would incur

from the entire and immediate liberation of Italy.

At the present moment the belief is amongst many
who make politics their trade, that he looks with

an evil and grudging eye upon such an event as

the complete independence of Italy, unless accom-

panied by a fresh cession of territory to France.

The Genoese sailors would i:)rove a far more
useful addition to the navy, even than were the i

Savoyard soldiers to the army of France. These i

are men of very different mould to the hybrid
mixture of soldier and sailor, which is warmed into

a state of half efficiency by the rigour of the

French law of maritime conscription. Your
Genoese is a Jack Tar in the proper acceptation
of the word, and woidd prove a very acceptable
addition to the cadres of the French navy. Mean-
while Capua has fallen. Before these lines are^

published, the young ex-King of the Two Sicilies

will probably have fled from Gaeta, and Victor

Emmanuel and his advisers will be able to turn

their attention to the northern region of the new

kingdom of Italy, \mless Louis Napoleon should i

transmit fresh orders to General Goyon at Rome.
If Italy be independent in the long run, and

without fresh territorial concession to France,

Louis Napoleon will be what he has not often been
—a dupe.
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THE SILVER CORD.
BY SHIRLEY BROOKS.

CHAPTER V.

As if by tacit understanding, the friends spoke
no more on the subject nearest their hearts.

During the short drive back to the lodge, Arthur

Lygon was mentally occupied in reviewing such
incidents of his early life as he could upon the

moment summon to his recollection, but, as usual,

memory, often so unwelcomely pertinacious in

voluntarily presenting her panorama, painted with

pitiless exactness, woiUd, when peremi^torily called

upon, yield iip little but disjointed fragments,

recurring again and again like the cegri somnia.

Nevertheless, his strong consciousness that there

Avas nothing which he could in reason charge
against himself as a wrong to his wife, afforded to

Lygon an honest consolation, though that con-

viction in no degree tended to diminish the mys-
tery that lay before him. It was perhaps for the

best that Mr. Berry had guided the husband's

thoughts in a given direction, and concentrated

them, for the time at least, within a certain limit,
for nothing perhaps is more prostrating to the

courage of the mind than its being incessantly
sent forth in pursuit of a phantom enemy. In
the meantime, Mr. Berry's own thoughts had to

pursue a far subtler and more dangerous track,
and the manifestation which Arthur Lygon had
made of an earnest and loyal faith in her whom
he had lost, impressed his friend more and more

deeply each time he recurred to it with a sense of

the terrible consequences that would attend a false

step on the part of his adviser.

His adviser made one false step at the very
threshold, for he permitted Mr. Lygon, unsup-

ported, to encounter a lady whose suspicious and

jealous nature had already made her half an

enemy, and who needed but little provocation to

become a determined though undeclared one. Mr.

Berry set down Arthur at the porch, and drove

round to the stables.

Clara was with Mrs. Berry in the dining-room,
the little girl having, much to her unexpressed

discontent, been withdrawn from the pleasures of

the garden, and set down, in a half-darkened

apartment, to amuse herself with the pictures in

Fox's Book of Martyrs. Privately, Clara pro-

bably considered herseK entitled to a place in the

collection.

Mrs. Berry was about to rise and question

Lygon as to what he had done, and get him to

commit himself before ilr. Berry's arrival. Then
it occurred to her to use a proxy to entrap him.

" There is your papa, Clara ! Run and ask

him whether he has sent off his message all

right."
Too happy to escape the fires of Smithfield and

their distorted occupants, Clara bounded av/ay to

her father, and asked the question.
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"All right, love," returned Mr. Lygon, kissing

her.
" Anil what have you been doing ?

"

"
0. nothing," roplicd Clara, in anything hut a

tone of iiU-asure.
" She said that you had particularly desired

her, when on the hill, to keep out of the sun,"

said Mrs. Berry, as they entered,
" and therefore

I presumed that I should be acting in accordance

witli your wishes in detaining heriu the house."

Poor Clara ! She had little thought, when

rattling out her hill experiences, before chilled

down by Mrs. Berry and Mr. Fox, that her casual

mention of her papa's hint was to be made a

solemn justitication for spoiling her afternoon.

But this was one of Mrs. Berry's habitual unfair-

nesses to helpless persons. That form of cowardly

nnkindness is one of the earliest shocks which

children undergo, and by no means the lightest.

I am far from sm-e that the shabby woman who

decoys a child up an alley and steals its shoes,

does not deserve a month less at hard labour than

her well-dressed sister who steals a child's confi-

dences, and rolls them up into a stone to smite it.

"You found the person at the Marfield tele-

graph intelligent, I hope ?
"
said Mrs. Berry, point-

blank.
" I thought over the business again, during the

drive," said Mr. Lj^gon,
" and came to the con-

clusion that the message would do as well in a

letter."

"Oh! then you did not go to Marfield," said

Mrs. Berry. She would have liked to ascertain

more, but time was precious.
' ' Then I will get

you the -m-iting-case, so that the letter may be

dispatched by our boy, who goes into Lipthwaite
at five o'clock."

She hastened from the room, and her know-

leltge of the localities enabled her to intercept Mr.

Berry as he came from the stables.

"Oh! you here !

"
she said. "Why did not

you let Sykes take the chaise round?"
"I didn't see Sykes."
" Mr. Lygon told Clara that he sent off his

message all right," said j\Irs. Berry.
" What was the good of his telling her that ?

"

thought the lawyer ; who, being out of business,
was now opposed to all imnecessary falsifications.
"
Well, my dear," he said, "is it any such feat of

genius to dispatch a telegraphic message ?
"

"I do not know why you cannot answer me with-

out a sneer, Mr. Berry. Is there anything unrea-

sonable in my being interested in what your friend

does?"
"
Quite the reverse, my dear," said her husband,

endeavouring to come into the house. " Your
attention is extremely hospitable, and I hope that

your dinner, by-and-by, will be equally worthy of

your estimable character."

Now, Mrs. Berry could with pleasure have fired

a hot shot in rci>ly to this, but as she would have

gained nothing thereby, she reserved her fire, and
only said—

"I dare say that the dinner will be satisfactory,
Iklr. Berry, and if I mentioned the telegraph, I

suppose that after the intimation 1 ventured to

give in reference to Mrs. Letts, my presumption
is not unpardonable."

I "My dear, your expenditure of syllables is

almost an extravagance," said Mr. Berry, coolly,

making his way past her not very exuberant form,

and going into the house.

She was not generous, but she would willingly

have given a not very small sum of money to have

obtained from Mr. Berry a distinct statement that

the message had been dispatched. For during the

absence of her husband and Mr. Lygon she had

accidentally mentioned their errand to a tradesman

to whom she had been speaking in the kitchen, and

he had expressed regret that the gentlemen should

have gone to ]\Larfield, as the telegraph instrument

there had been out of order for some days, and

the people were coming from London to repair it

on Saturday.
Not that Mr. Berry would have very much cared

about being confronted with this kind of contradic-

tion, for after an endeavour of some years to make
her as frank and free-spoken as himself, and after

manjr efforts to rout out all her nests and treasures

of petty mysteries, and to let in the sunshine of

perfect matrimonial trust and confidence, he had

given up the game, allowing the thin lips to speak
or be silent, as they pleased ;

and for his o\vn

part, he had dropped into the habit of telling her,

as he said,
" as much truth as was good for her."

But she would have had a good casus belli

against IMr. Lygon, whom she was learning to

regard with very unfriendly eyes. However, she

had got something yet, to make him uncomfort-

able with.

Mrs. Berry returned to the room, bringing the

writing-case.

"There, Mr. Lygon, now you can write your

letter, and the boy shall wait for it."

" Confound the woman, boring," was Mr.

Lygon's savage remark to himself—a set of words

supposed to be about as often thought and as

seldom uttered as any form of petition which has

been devised for the use of man.
He dragged the note-paper before him, and was

just going to write something, anything, to go off

to town to a fellow employe,—it was less trouble

than declining,
—when the lady pi'oceeded,

" And here, just direct this envelope for me. I

must write a few words to Laura, assuring her

that her little girl is all right and safe with me,
and that the longer she stays the better. 1 forget
what you called the place in Hertfordshire—Edg-
ington, was it ?

"

She never forgot anything, and knew quite well

that he had said Herefordshire and Long Edge-
combe, but there was no trick here

;
it was simply

that the lying woman was in the habit of lying

plausibly.
"Thank you," said Mr. Lygon, kindly, while

overflowing with sudden wrath and some appre-
hension at the proposed proceeding.

"
Yes, she

will be glad to hear. And yet I hardly know
whether you had better direct to the country, as

there is a whole series of cross-posts, and there is

no saying when she will get the letter."
"
Well, it is only a penny, if it follows her back

to London," said Mrs. Berry,
" and the chance of

her hearing is worth that. I have been a mother,
j\Ir. Ljfgon, and I know what it is to have news of

one's children in absence."

Arthur Lygon, in no respect softened by this
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appeal, did not exactly see his way to parry the

demand, and wrote upon the envelope,
" Mrs.

Lygon, Long Edgecombe, Herefordshire,"
" Won't you put Mrs. Eatoncamp's name ? We

country people ke that done."
" Mrs. Eatoncamp ?

"
replied Arthur. And it

occurred to him, poor fellow, in his strait, that if

he adopted that blunder, and the letter mis-

carried

And he wrote " Mrs. Eatoncamp."
And if he had looked at Mrs. Berry at that mo-

ment, he would have seen a sudden light come
into her light eyes. She knew well what name
he had mentioned. And here he deliberately
wrote another, one of her own supplying. Stop
a moment ! He and her husband had been

whispering, for she had heard the child laugh-

ingly rebuke them. What did they whisper
about ? They started, at all events, saying they
were going to Marfield, and the very next moment

they drove oft" in another direction. Why did

Mr. Lygon, who is foolishly confidential with that

spoiled brat, tell her that his telegraph-message was
all right, and why did Mr. Berry leave me to

imagine they had sent ? Now—he does not want a

letter sent to his wife, and he puts a false name on

it. That light which Arthur Lygon did not see in her

light eyes was the flash of the powder on which the

spark had fallen.
' '

They are keeping a secret of

some kind from me," said Mrs. Berry's thin lips,

inaudibly.
' ' Let me see how long they will

keep it."

And it was not with the sweetest expression
in her face that she left the room to write her

letter, though her high voice became almost

caressing as she bade Arthur make haste over

his despatch, and she would say everything that

was kind for him to Laura.

Into the library hastened Mrs. Berry, for she

was a practical woman, and knew where to look

for knowledge, which is the next best thing to

having knowledge. A Gazetteer was open before

her in a minute.
" No such place," she said, again looking at ths

envelope.
" But then it may be a small place, not

worth mentioning." You see, she wished for a

conclusion, but did not jump at it, which shows
that she would never have made a good interpreter
of the prophecies.

' '

Looking out a very gigantic polysyllable for

our discomfiture, my dear ?
"

said Mr. Berry, who
was at the window. " That's not the dic-

tionary."
" I believe I know a dictionary as well as your-

self," said his wife, repressing any more tart re-

joinder.
" But I never know where to find your

books. Is there any Ijook here that tells of small

places, not important enough for maps and

gazetteers ?
"

" There's Pigott," said Mr. Barry,
" those large

red volumes on yoiir left. They mention every
hole and corner in the kingdom. What county do

you want ?
"

"
Devonshire," said Mrs. Berry.

"
Wei], you'll see the name on the back," said

her husband as he left the room.

No Long Edgecombe in Herefordshire, nor,

though Mrs. Berry took the trouble to go quite

through the lists, was there among the Nobility,

Gentry, or Clergy, such a name as Lygou had

given her.
"
They are jilaying tricks witli me," said Mrs.

Berry, feeling herself personally wronged, and try-

ing a mental examination of the enemy's position,
in oi'der to see what could be done in the way of

revenge.

Nosv, peoi)le who call themselves ijractical will

probably say—
" I have no patience with the woman."
Now that is wrong, to begin with. We are

bound to have patience with everybody, and espe-

cially with women.
" I should like to take her by the shoulders

and "

Stop again. That would be rude and coarse.

The man who lays his hand ujjou a woman,
save in For shame ! Must a player be called

in with a cla])-trap, to rebuke your violence ?

"And say, 'Why, you meddling, spiteful old

fool
' "

Exceptionable language, and one half of it

unjust. Mrs. Beriy was not five-and-forty, and

was no fool.
" ' Your husband is a solicitor, and so is taken

into people's confidence.'
"

Mr. Berry has retired from practice, and has no

more right to keep secrets from his wife than any
other private gentleman.

" ' And what busmess have you to piy into his

afTairs?'"

And you call yourself a practical person, and

yet think that talking in that way to a shrewd,

determined, venomous-minded woman of middle

age will deter her from taking a course which I

l^erceive by that recurrent light in her light eyes
she intends to take, although at present she has

no idea Vvhere it will lead her. Well, if it re-

lieves your mind at this period of the history to

say that you woiUd like to shake Mrs. Berry by
the shoulders, avail yourself of that relief. But
be sure that her mind is made up for mischief,

and a shake like that of the earthquake of Lisbon

will never shake that resolve away from behind

those light eyes.
Mrs. Berry took Arthur Lygon's letter from

him—it was addressed to a friend in Somerset

House, and she woidd have liked to open it, but

there was but one kettle in the house, and that

was in the kitchen, where the servants were too

busy to be sent away while the lady should hold

the letter in the steam. If he had sealed it, I

think she would have kept it back for private ex-

amination, but as he had merely fastened it in the

ordinary way, she let it go
—the rather that as

the boy was waiting, it was necessary to give him

one letter, and she had no immediate intention of

parting with Arthur's envelope. If she had per-

formed upon the Somerset House letter the pro-

cess which it is undei-stood is very largely prac-

tised upon the epistolary literature of the time

(and certainly the business of masters and mis-

tresses is curiously familiar to their dependents in

these days), the lady would have found only a

scribbled request to a friend to order the doul)Ie-

sashed windows of the writer's office to be cleaned

during his absence. That letter went, the writer



and the sender being mutually engaged in tricking

oach other. Tn very largo machines there are

very small wheels, aTul, mean as they are, the

maohinist who should leave them out might in-

duce a crash among his grand works. And he

who depicts the machine must show the little

wheels as well as the rest, though it would be

more digniliod to draw only the majestic-moving

pistons and the riery tly-wheel.

Dinner passed over very quietly, and such con-

versation as arose -was the result of effort. For

Lygon, as may be imagined, was too full of his

own great trouble, and was looking forv/ard too

eagerly to the revelation which Berry had pro-

mised "him on the morrow, to have much anima-

tion to snare upon dinner-table commonplace, of the

kind that would be acceptable to Mrs. Berry.

That lady, whose wrath did not require nursing

to keep it warm—an educated woman's qualifica-

tions for making herself detestable being of course

superior to those of a Scottish she-peasant
—

was sutSciently angular, incisive, and observant

during the meal, but did not betray any
overt hostility to any one. Indeed Clara, who
was permitted to join her elders, rather benefitted

by the situation of affairs, for Mrs. Berry, who
woidd ordinarily, and in pursuance of her favourite

tactics, have done the child what discomfort she

could in the way of matronly checking, and the

withholding anything Clara might be supposed

especially to desire, chose to be gracious and even

playful with her, and bestowed extra jam with

the omelette, and a double libation of creaiu and

sugar witli the strawben-ies. The little girl, how-

ever, was not old enough to square the account,
and to allow a person whom she instinctively dis-

liked to brilje herself into Clara's good graces, as

you and I, being raticmal peojile do. Nay did, only
last week, when you yourself said to me, as we
walked down to the Club from old Pinchbeck's,
that certainly Pinchbeck was a coarse old beast,
and as great an old fool as ever didn't understand
a good storj% but his dinner was a first-rate one,
and the wine out-and-out, and I agreed with you
that Ave woidd speak to some of the Committee,
and try to get him in, if we could. But if we
were not wiser than children, where would be the
use of growing up ?

The evening hung sadly on hand, in spite of the
loveliness of the soft summer evening. The four
wandered about the gardens, but no, laugh woke
the stillness of the place, and even Clara, subdued,
laid her hand in her father's, paced silently by his

side, and restrained her desire to go and sit on
the little tree-bridge, and see the water dance in
the moonlight.

Mrs. Berry returned to the house, on hearing
that a visitor was in the drawing-room.
When the gentlemen were summoned to tea,

they found tlie mistress of the house, and the
visitor. This was a somewhat malevolent-looking
old lady in 3i)ectacles, who emitted a sort of grunt
at Clara (as if the latter had done her some wrong
in being so young, while the other was so old, a

grievance a good deal felt by those who have made
an unworthy use of life), and immediately told
her to sit down and be quiet, the child having
given no offence at all beyond what her presence

caused. On a small table lay open a map of

Herefordshire.

"This is Aixut Empson, Mr. Lygon. This is

Mr. Lygon, aunt dear, who married Laura Vernon,

you remember her ?
"

" I remember her," grunted Aunt Empson.
"She's grow'd older than when I know'd her.

T hope she's grow'd more steadier."
" Mamma was always steady," was Clara's

instant deliverance of reply.

Aimt Empson looked evilly at the speaker, and

but that Clara was protected would probably have

called her to ajjproach, and then pinched her.

"Quite right to stand up for mamma," said

Mr. Lygon, who would himself have liked to say

something offensive to the impertinent old woman,
but did not see a gentlemanly opening. He was

in no mood, by this time, to bear gratuitous

annoyance.
"But speaking of mamma," said Mrs. Berry,

in a loud and playful voice,
" where is she ? For

amity is a Herefordshire woman, and does not

recoUect the name of Long Edgcombe, and we
can't find it in the map."

"No, really?" said Lygon, with a voice into

which he certainly managed to throw an expression
of extreme carelessness as to whether they coidd

or could not. " Bad map, I suppose."
' ' A very good map, on the conti'ary,

"
said Mrs.

Berry.
"Then you don't look close enough, I suppose,"

returned Mr. Lygon, waxing stdl more angry at

beins tormented. "I can see it from here," he

said, determined on a bold stroke, and haK raising
himself on the sofa to give a glance across at the

map.
" Let Airnt Empson wipe her spectacles,

and then she'll see more steadier. Ha ! ha I

"

It would have been dreadfully rude—was—but

consider the provocation, and what Arthur Lygon
was thinking of, while the women set upon him.

Mrs. Berry was either repulsed, or felt a moment's

respect for the enemy. Only a moment's.
"
Clara, dear, come here."

0, she was not going to pinch the child.

"What was the name," she said, taking
Clara's hand, "what was the name of the lady
whom papa said that mamma was gone to see ?

Do you remember ?
"

"0 yes," said Clara, "I remember it, because
it is a funny name. It's like saying you had
eaten a cat—it's Mrs. Gateaton."

"So it is," said Mrs. Berry. "I fancied we
were wrong, somehow. That was not the name
you put on the envelope for me, Mr. Lygon."

"
Nonsense," said Arthixr Lygon.

" I sincerely

beg your pardon a thousand times, Mrs. Berry ;

but the idea of my making a mistake in the name
is too absurd."

" I am positive that you wrote something else."
" Not likely," said Mr. Berry, who had a shadow

of a suspicion that Arthur might have been doing
something to throw the amiable Marion off the
scent. "We never make mistakes in Somerset

House, Arthur, do we ?
"

" We never allow them to be mistakes," said

the official gentleman.
' ' Not even when they are put under your

eyes ?
"

said Mrs. Berry, suddenly throwing the
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envelope across to Arthur Lygon, who of course

saw, ns he knew he should see,
"
Eatoncamp

"

upon it.

' ' So you didn't write,
" he said, with admirable

coolness. "Youthought a mother's eagerness to have

a letter could wait another post. Ha ! ha ! Mrs.

Berry. However, it's lucky, as T made that

curious muddle of the name. I believe, however,
that the letter would have found Mrs. Lygon, just
as well."

"So do I," said Mrs. Berry, iu a slow, low
voice.

CHAPTER VI.

Archibald Vernon, the father of Mrs. Lygon,
was pleasantly settled in Lipthwaite, when
Arthur Lygon was introduced to the family in

Avhich he found his beautifiU wife. Into the

circumstances which induced Mr. Vernon to take

up his abode in Lipthwaite, it is not necessary
at the present time to enter with any minute-

ness ; but in order to preclude any iinnecessary

suspicion of mystery, it shoidd be explained
that Archibald Vernon was one of those persons
who conceive themselves to be entirely misunder-

stood and ill-treated by the world
;
but whom the

world, on the contrary, insists on believing that ir,

understands most thoroughly, and treats most

naturally. Originally intended for the bar, young
Mr. Vernon had made so many steps in the direc-

tion of the woolsack as ai-e comprised in being
duly entei-ed for the Great Legal Handicap, and
in having his name fairly painted on the door of

one of the Gray's Inn stalls in which some of the

animals designed for that race undergo preliminary
treatment. But he was very soon scratched. A
cleverish lad, with a ready pen for endurable verse,
and a still readier pencil for smart sketching,
with a considerable amount of desultory reading,
and a memory for the agreeable poi'tions of such

reading, with a fluent tongue, and much energy of

manner, Vernon was held, among his kinsfolk, as

a young fellow who would be sure to make his

way. JSHl tetigit quod non ornavit, was classically

remarked, at the dinner on his twenty-first birth-

day, by an enthusiastic god-father who, to do him

justice, had shown his faith in the youth's powers
by never contributing, otherwise than by the most

gracefully expressed wishes, to his advancement in

the world. Vernon's own means were very limited,
and this circumstance, fortunate indeed in so

many thousand cases, might, by compelling him to

avoid all the agreeable excursions from the direct

road of life, and to pursue its safe and well-beaten

track, have made him, in due time, the rising man
whom he had been supposed to be. But, unluckily,

just at the moment when various and harassing
debts of no great amount, and a general sense of

discomfort, discouragement, and want of purpose,
were forcing the volatile Archiljald Vernon into

the conviction that he must buckle to honest work,
and tramp away at the road in question, regardless
of the fields and flowers right and left, that same

godfather completed his career of neglected duties

by an act of positive wrong to his god-son. The
sponsor died, and left Vernon exactly enough, with
the aid of his small patrimony, to live upon "like"
a gentleman. This sum Vernon made the not

uncommon financial error of supposing an amount
that enabled him to live "as" a gentleman, and the
fatal difference involved in the little words was not
revealed unto him until too late. The Gray's Inn
stall was exchanged for handsome chambers, and

by the time that these looked as delightfully as pos-

sible, that the pictures were finally and tastefully

hung, that the pianoforte was in admirable tune,
and that the oak and velvet furniture left nothing
to be desired except the iipholsterer's receipt, the

susceptible Archibald discovered that to live as a

gentleman meant to live with a lady, who, being
his wife, could not be expected to live in chambers.

So the pictures, pianoforte, oak and velvet, and
Mrs. Vernon, were established iu a charming
house, not much too large, at Craven Hill. All

went delightfully, for ErnmeUne Vernon was an

accomplished musician, and Archibald was just
of the calibre of mind that dotes on music, and
it was the pleasantest occupation in the world
to sit with his pretty wife till two or three in

the day, singing duets, or hearing that divine

thing of Mozart's, Vernon with his feet in slippers,

elegantly worked by his bride, and in a velvet coat

that gave the refined-looking man an appearance
between that of an artist, and of an Italian noble-

man, as beheld in ancient portraits. The children

came with their usual celerity, and it was not until

Emmeline grew rather cross and cold about play-

ing Mozart after disagreeable interviews with

traders, that Archibald Vernon once more began
to think that he really must buckle to work.
But rough buckles are not readily fastened

when one's muscles have been neglected. It is

not agreeable to dwell on this part of jNIr. Vernon's

shifty history. Portions of it, prepared with a

good deal of topographical exactness in regard to

his various residences, are, I am sorry to say, still

on record in the registry of an evilly odorous

tribunal in the Rue Portugal. But who would

Avillingly sketch the life of a family in the dispirit-

ing and discreditable transition from comfort to

need ? Who cares to write or read of forestalled

income, of unhonoured cheques, of humiliating

obligations, of insincere promises extorted by
pressing necessity, of harsh friends and callous

creditors, of a wife compelled to make feminine

appeals either for aid or for forbearance, and often

to make both in vain, of children accustomed to

see parents nervous at the knock or ring, to hear

servants instructed in lying, and even, under

sudden emergency, to utter the excusing or pro-

crastinating falsehood at the bidding of parents,
too eager to escape the momentary annoyance to

remember the miserable lesson they were teaching?
At times Vernon, heartily ashamed of his position,

resolved to work himself into a worthier one,

registered vows to do so, and walked out deter-

mined to do something in fulfilment
;
but what

are a weak man's vows ? Any discouragement

damped his resolve within an hour of its being
made

; any temptation drew him away from the

feeble scheme he had planned, and he returned

home somewhat and deservedly less respectable
in his own eyes than he had gone forth. At the

same time, it would have been, for a stronger man,
a hard fight that could set him right with the

world, and we will not judge the variously
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talenteil, versatile, helpless Vernon more severely

than ho .losorvcs, and that implies no light sen-

tence. His profession he had, of course, aban-

floncd, but he had always delighted to dabble in

literature, and in the days of his prosperity his

essays were thought to have a sparkle, and his

poems a i>assion, which it is charitable to suppose

liad disapi)eared from them in the days of his

adversity, Avheu he found it so difficult to get

those merits recognised by paymasters. Still, he

did something, and the least motion of a stream

long retards its freezing. The small, slight, occa-

sional ertbi-ts he made in literature preserved his

mind from utter stagnation, and he obtained some,

but infrecpient remuneration, which aided him in

maintaining a certain self-respect, and which con-

lirmed him in the belief that circumstances only,

and not his own weakness, had prevented his

being one of the recognised leaders of the public

mind. Let it be added in his favour, that even

amid the daily grievances of his lot—as he termed

it—^the troubles outside his dwelling, and the

troubles within, these last painfully increased by
the want of help from a disappointed wife, whose

good looks and good temper were deserting her,

and who now played Mozart only on lodging-house

pianos, and chiefly at times when he would have

desired cpiiet
—Archibald Vernon did not seek

comfort at the hands of the Bottle Imp. His

children never saw him in a condition in which—
if he had a laugh to spare

—it was not as true and
fresh as their own.

I feel that perhaps I am treating him too indul-

gently, and in the interests of morality and society
one ought to use stronger words against a man
who was an idle and dishonest citizen, and who
was the father of children to whom he did not do
his duty. But as Lord North said when he,
aware of his being about to resign, had his car-

riage ready at the House, while the Opposition
had sent their vehicles away,

' ' See what it is to

be in the secret." If it had been my melancholy
duty to finish Arcliibald Vernon's history by
saying that he died in the Beiich, or emigrated, a

broken-hearted man, to Australia, (and was poisoned
on the voyage by the ignorant surgeon of an

cmigi-ant vessel), I woidd have given him the full

benefit of appropriate indignation. But, happen-
ing to know that his foi'tune was going to be

re-established, I deem harsh language uncalled
for. It is weU to be cpiite sure that a man is

quite nuned, before you stamp upon him.
But, not to be too civil to the indiscreet, be it

said that there was another phase in Archibald
Vernon's character. Unable to succeed in the

world, he naturally made up his mind that the
world was all wrong. And, weaving into some-

thing which it woidd only be trifling with words
to call a system, a mixture of the practical warp
and the sentimental web, he clothed himself with
a garment which thenceforth became coatof-mail
to him against the shafts of vulgar common sense.
lie coupled the fact that .John Brown is starving
with cold, and the fact that Lady Clara Vere de
Vere's Italian greyhound has a warm jacket, and
with perfect ease deduced the conclusion that
we want a revolution. He placed the splendid
receipts of the Attoniey-General (whom he ex-

plained to be the minister of a false and corrupt

institution) on one side, and the paltry earnings of

a curate ("who, apart from his creed," said Archi-

bald, a sentimental unbeliever, "was labouring to

do good, so far as he knew") on the other, and

made the portentous balance on the lawyer's side

prove incontestibly that pikes were the things to

reduce that balance. And it is hardly needful to

say, that when in the newspaper which announced

the decision of the committee that there was no

evidence to connect Sir Lionel Squandercash with

the proved bribery at the St. Brelade's election,

there also appeared the Bow Street sentence which

consigned the squalid Joe Nipps to prison for

picking a pocket, Vernon wrote a song with

more notes of exclamation than orthodox typo-

graphy permits, and beginning
" Ha ! ermined

Fiend !

"
poetically regardless of the circumstance

that the police magistrates do not attire themselves

in the spotless fur. AU this sort of thing is done

by many respectable men ; some, I am happy
to say, would be very miich offended, if you

thoiight them weak enough to do it for other than

mercantile purposes ; but Vernon, so far as he

could be said to have a real conviction, believed

that the world was a compomid of sham, cruelty,

and hypocrisy
—and he told his children so.

Which paternal instruction might have been

less deleterious, had it been accompanied with

that teaching by which religious j)arents make it

clear to their offspi'ing that, howevever bad the

world may be, it is decidedly none of out business

to make it worse. But Archibald Vernon, like

millions of other feeble persons, confounded priests
with shrines, and rejected both

;
and as for poor Mrs.

Vernon, her religious views were originally some-

thing to the effect that she always felt good in a

cathedral when the organ was playing,
—and the

unfortimate ladj% having been rather out of the

way of cathedrals during her troubles, had not had
much chance of cultivating her piety. She once

bought two prayer-books with gilt corners and

clasps, for the eldest girls, but a landlady detained

one of them, in very small part of a claim for a

broken loo-table, and in the other poor Mrs.
Vernon put two sovereigns to send over to Archi-
bald when in 2)rison, as she thought the messenger
was less likely to steal a parcel than an envelope
with money, and the sacred volume was left in

7 in B. No other attempt, beyond an occasional

impatient wonder why the girls could not go to

church, instead of lying in their beds half Sundaj^

reading novels, was made by Mrs. Vernon in a

theological direction. Nor were the poor chil-

dren more fortunate in a seciilar point of view.
For among Archibald Vernon's sentimentalisms
was one to this effect (I think he had stolen it

from some German gentleman w^ho was famous for

demoralising the minds of his young lady correspon-
dents), namely, that a child's heart was Heaven's

flower-garden, and it was blasphemy for man to
seek to lay it out his own way. This delightful
ajihorism Vernon was fond of quoting, especially
when asked whether Beatrice, and Bertha, and
Laura did not go to school. But I do not Ijelieve

that he was entirely sincere in this matter, or
that if he had been richer he would not have had
good instruction for those three handsome, intelli-
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gent, affectionate girls, whom, even in their

nncared-for state, it was impossible not to love.

He tanght them a little himself, and tried to teach
them more ; but between the comfortless irregu-
larities and the actual troubles of home, and an
entire want of support from his wife, who at times
was moved even to deride what were praise-

worthy efforts by the father, the domestic tutor

was not very assiduous, or very successful. The

girls grew on, and bloomed, and were loveable,
but owed little to any outward or visible system
of instruction. Was it ill or well for them, that

when Laura, the third, was about twelve, their

unhappy, petulant, negligent mother died? Emme-
line Vernon was all that—and yet she was their

mother, and the scale of frailties must be heavily

weighted before it descends against that word.

Well, or iU? Perhaps events may aid us in judging.
This, then, was the father of Mrs. Lygon. To

comidete his story, a few words will suffice. The
death of ^Irs. Vernon, after a trying illness, made
more trying by privations and troubles, and by
the unfortunate disposition of the sufferer, was

scarcely felt as a blow by her husband, whose
nature she had hardened, in no small degree, by
her demonstrative imtitness to share the lot they
had risked together. But before the mother was
laid in the grave, two of her aunts, who had never

forgiven her a marriage with an Atheist, Proliigate,
and Blas[)hemer (they were of Clapham, and Clap-
ham has never been accused of inarticulateness,
however little justice or charity may have to do
with its utterances), saw that they could pro-

perly come forward to the rescue of their niece's

children. On the solemn condition that Mr.
Vernon should not interfere with the education of

the children, or give them any of his intidel

books to read, the iMisses Judson would make the

family a regular allowance, and pay the bills at a

day-school. This point, however, was attained

only by more determined obstinacy than Archi-
bald had been credited with. Nothing—not even
the solemn assurance of both the old ladies that
his daughters were certainly going, Clapham men-
tioned where, but I had rather not—would induce
him to part with his children, and a comj^romise
was at length effected. He was asked whether he

objected to reside in the country, to which he

i-eplied in the negative, adding, convincingly, from
a pious poet whom it was rather strange that he
should know :

" God made the country and man made the town."

The Misses Judson requested him not to be

profane during the brief time they should be toge-
ther, and were rather offended than not on its

being shown to them that the line was by Mr.

Cowper, who wrote so many Olney Hymns. How-
ever, being in the foi-giving way, they forgave this

and other matters, or said they did, and, at all

events, Mr. Vernon and his daughters were soon
afterwards settled at Lipthwaite, one of whose

Evangelical ministers was a Christian friend of the
old ladies, and Beatrice, Bertha, and Laura were
sent to a toleraldy good school.

"
Now, of instruction as well as of ignorance,"

says the heathen writer,
" there are various kinds.

"

{To he conlinued.)

THE NEEDLEWOMAN.
HKR IIE.\LTn.

If my readers were at this moment to tell their

thoughts, we shoidd find them ready to turn away
frona the disagreeable and well-worn subject of

Distressed Needlewomen, that class which has been
the grief and shame of society from the day when
Hood published the "

Song of the Shirt." We all

grow weary of any hopeless prospect ; and we
may well think that everything that can be said

about the poor needlewomen has been said many
times over, through many years. But perhaps I

am not going to say much of poor sempstresses ;

and perhaps, also, their condition is not the despe-
rate and hopeless thing it was. Perhaps the topic
of the health of women who sew may have some
interest of another kind than that which makes us
miserable.

Who are the needlewomen of our country ?

I wish I could reply, all the women in the

country. I shoidd be heartily glad if there were
no women, from the palace to the cottage, who
were unable to cut out and make clothes, and to

amuse their minds and gratify their taste by orna-

mental needlework. It is the unequal distribution

of the art which causes so much misery in many
ways among us, and which causes the art itself to

deteriorate as it does.

Here it may be objected that the very reason of

the depression of the needlewomen as a class is that

sewing is a universal feminine employment, so that

I^rofessional sempstresses are reduced to the very
lowest rate of i;)ay by the competition of the whole
sex ; whereas, in other occupations, the competi-
tion arises from some restricted rivalry in their

own trade. This is partly true. It is true, no

doubt, in regard to the shiits and petticoats, and
the children's clothes in ordinary domestic use.

Middle-class families make these things at home,
by the hands of mothers, daughters, and maids ;

and throughout that order of society it would be

thought strange to spend money in paying semp-
stresses liljerally for work which can be done at

home. Thus, when jjlain-work is given out at all

by household managers, it is at a rate so low that

one wonders how it answers to the sempstress ;

but here again comes in the peculiarity of the

case. The sempstress is, nine times in ten, a wife

or mother engaged in a home of her own, and

wishing to earn something in the hours when
she can sew. In short, sewing both is and is not
a professional occupation ;

and the consequence is

that it is the worst paid, because every private
needlewoman heli)S to reduce the pay of the pro-
fessional sempstress. But it does not follow from
this that all domestic women can sew.

If girls had fair play in education, I believe that

all would he needlewomen, from natural liking. I

have seen many bad needlewomen, and some who
could hardly sew at all ; but I never saw one Avho

might not, I believe, have enjoyed the satisfactions

of the art, if there had not been neglect and mis-

management. One would think that girls of the

labouring class, whose lives are not overfull of

pleasures, might be provided with this simple and

pleasant occupation, which would be profitable to

them in every way : yet how many are there of

that very large class who are skilfid in the art ?
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Hero -H'o coino upon the unequal distribntiou. T

know a rural neighhourhooil where the great Lady,

a countess, had such a passion for plain needle-

work, that she employed nearly all her time in

making shirt.s and shifts ;
while the cottagers'

wives for miles round used their needles like

skewers, or let their husbands and sons go in rags.

The countess gave away line linen shirts by
dozens among her friends, while her husband's

labourers rarely got a cotton shirt to fit. One

conseiiuence of this incapacity in poor -women is,

that the professional class of slop-Avorkers has

grown to what we have seen it. Besides the army
aiul navy, there is almost the whole range of our

labouring classes to be s\ipplied with cheap gar-

ments, ready made ;
and thus, while the wives and

daughters, who ought to be making the shirts, are

unable to do it, there are thousands of needle-

women slaving at it day and night, for a hire

which does not give them bread.

Even so, there is more good needlework done in

cottages than in the homes of factory workers.

That is a sad story, the inabihty of factory
" hands "

to sew, or cook, or clean a floor ; but

zay topic now is the health of needlewomen ; and

factory women arc in no way concerned in that.

I have spoken of the poor sempstresses as a

class that was ; and of their troubles as of some-

thing past. I trust we may consider their position
as already ameliorated bj' the introduction of the

sewing-machine, loud as would be the outcry from
some of them, if they were to hear this said. The
truth is, they were redv:ced to be themselves sew-

ing machines of an imperfect sort, whose work was
sure to be superseded by a machine which cannot

suffer, and pine, and grow bUud, and drop stitches,
and spoil fastenings. It must be a mercy to stop
the working of human machines, driven by the
force of hunger, and disordered by misery. If

the work can be done by an inanimate machine,
it ought to be so done ; and if the poor women ask
what is to become of them, the answer is, that
their lot really coidd not be made worse ; while,
for a large proportion of them, the new machine
is an actual redemption. Their work had become
too bad to be endured

; while their lot was too
hard to be endured. Now, there is good work
again, more perfect work than was ever before
seen

; and the machine-workers get, as women's
wages go, good pay. The transition stage, during
which women's labour must be turned towards
other occupations, is a very hard one. Last spring,
an association was formed in London for the pur-
pose of bringing the needlewomen and their proper
employers, the outfitters, face to face, and ousting
the middle-men, the contractors ; who, giving
security for the materials in a way impossible to
the workers, are charged with the whole business
of providing the garments, and secure their profits
by enforcing the extremity of cheapness in the
article of pay.

This society, known as that which abides at
26, Lamb's Conduit Street, must have done good,and may yet have time to do more, while the
operation of the sewing-machine is getting settled

;

but it is the machine which must put an end to
the straining of eyes over the single candle, and
the fearful irritation which attends the exhaustion

of certain muscles, while the rest of the frame is

left imexercised. There are thousands of the

lowest order of needlewomen who would be better

in the workhouse than in their actual condition
;

and there is some comfort—though a melancholy
one enough—in perceiving that in a little while

that lowest class wiU have disappeared. In

another generation there will be no call for such a

class. They have, poor souls ! caused such a de-

cline of good needlework in the country, that some

radical remedy was sure to be found. While we
were hearing of the woes of their class from over-

crowding, it was the universal complaint of house-

wives that they coiild get no needlework well

done. It was whipstitch, and fastenings that gave

way, and buttonholes that burst, and hemming
that yon might inill out from end to end by a tug
at the thi-ead. A young friend of mine, of Ger-

man extraction, about to be married, had made,
with family assistance, most of her new clothes :

but some having to be put out, a sewing-school of

considerable credit was selected, and patterns
were sent. The answer to the ajiplication was
that the commission would be executed, but that

the lady must not expect work like her own ;

that such work was, in fact, not known in our

country. I wished the authorities of the school

could have seen how fast the work went off under

fingers and eyes trained as they are trained in

Germany. We shall now have the option of good
work, on the one hand; and, on the other, a

clearance made of the miirderous competition
which has reduced the physique and the morale

of our poor needlewomen to the lowest condition.

What the change will be we may judge, not onlj''

by what we see in walking through the streets of

London, but by attending to the residts of the

sewing-machine in the United States, where it

was invented.

The annual money value of the sewing required

by the American nation that can be done by the

machine is estimated at fifty-eight millions of

pounds sterling ; and a large proportion of the saving
is already made. In the city of Xew York alone,
the annual saving is a million and a half on the

clothing of men and boys. The same amount is

saved in Massachusetts on shoes and boots alone.

The machine has revolutionised about forty dis-

tinct branches of maniifacture, besides creating
new ones. Here lies the solace of the poor needle-

women. A multitude of them will sooner or later

be employed in these fresh areas of industrj-- ;
and

not a few are akeady tasting a degree of com-
fort they never knew before. As slaves of the
contractors for the outfitters they may have earned
three or four shillings a week, at the expense of

eyesight and health. Those among them who can

adapt themselves to the new circmnstances will
earn more than twice as much, with little fatigue.
We may then decline going further into the con-
sideration of the health of this class of needle-

women, in the hope that the causes of their
miseries are about to be removed.

There is nothing in the introduction of the

sewing-machine which need affect the object of

training girls to be good sempstresses. Some of

my readers may have seen the Report (1855) of

the E,ev. J. P. Norris, one of the Inspectors of
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Schools, in wliicli lie gives his view of the im-

Iiortance of needlework in the education of girls.

He thinks that, apart from the value of the art,

it would be worth while to spend half the school

hours in se-svang, for the sake of the effect on the

girls' characters. He speaks of the order, quiet,

cleanliness, and cheerful repose with activity, which

jjrevail in afternoon school hours devoted to sewing,—a real training for the home, while the occupation
also tends to impress the intellectual lessons of

the morning. Looking forward a few years, the

sense of the fitness of the training to make good
wives and mothers must be very strong ;

for one

may almost divide into sheep and goats the cot-

tage households in which the wife and mother is a

capable needlewoman or not one at aU. The

sewing mother, with her children round her,

makes the husband proud of his home, while dirty

brats, playing out of doors in rags and tatters,

Avith an idle or a muddling mother within, are

more likely to deter a man from coming home
than to tempt him from the public-house. I, for

one, feel obliged to Mr. Norris for what he has

said on behalf of the girls, whose education is so

deplorably perverted or neglected in the classes of

which he speaks. I think, moreover, tliat it

would be well if needlework were thoroughly

taught, as formerly, to girls who, when wives,
will not be the heads of cottage households.

There would be no occasion to make growing
children sit on hard seats, without backs, or rests

for the feet, as I have elsewhere complained, on
the part of a past generation. Due care should

be taken to vary the posture sufficiently often, to

afford a sufficiency of light, and to let the spirit

of enter[irise enter into a girl's project of woi'k.

Such points being duly attended to, there will be

no difficulty in getting the children interested in

the emplojTiient. For one that twirls her thimble

on her finger, and looks at the clock, there will be

scores who will he unwilling to leave their job for

play or dinner. In their own drawing-rooms, in

after life, the difference will be seen between
those who have been trained to the needle and
those who have not. The ease and ma.stery of a

thorough needlewoman, who works out her

thought on her material, and produces something

pei-fect in its way, are perceptible to the veriest

old bachelor who calls sewing
"
working," and

working "sewing;" while there is something
anndying to "real ladies

"
(as their maids say), as

well as to gentlemen, in the awkwardness of un-

skilful hands, which tangle the thread, and pidl
the stitches, and break the needle, and leave the

skein of cotton or silk on the floor, and produce

something iigly, after all their toil.

These last are apt to discourse of the unhealthi-

ness of needlework. To them it is no doubt
laborious. They stoop, and put themselves in a

constrained posture : they pore over their work,
and set their muscles to work expressly and con-

sciously with every drawing of the thread. There
must be much fatigue in this. It cannot be de-

nied, either, that prolonged sewing is very hurt-

ful, and constant sewing probalilj'' fatal. Any
mechanical action which employs a few muscles

almost exclusively must be bad
;
and any diligent

needlewoman can describe the sensation between

the shoulders, and the neiwous irritaljility which
constitute real suffering when the needle has been

plied too long. Young wives, preparing the

infant wardrobe for the first time, have often done

themselves harm by getting into this over-wrought
condition over their enchanting employment.

They are very wrong. They should stop l)efore

they feel irritable or weary, and they should at

once go for a walk, or pass to some active employ-
ment. It is nonsense, too, in these days of mark-

ing inks, to strain their })recious eyesight over the

pedantic marking methods of our grandmothers,
who made a great point of marking fine cambric

as true as coarse linen. But needlework is not to

be condemned because some women still ])ursue it

without moderation or good sense.

Some months since I was petitioned to speak up
for fancywork as a solace to invalids and sorrowful

people. I certainly can do it with a safe con-

science ; for my needle has been an inestimable

blessing to me dm-ing yeai's of ill health. It is

sometimes said that the needle is to a woman what
the cigar is to the man—a tranqiiUlising, equalis-

ing influence, conservative and restorative. It is

at least this ;
and I shoidd imagine more. We

are apt to underrate the positive pleasure there is

in mechanical employment, pursued with aptness
and skill. Mr. Chadwick is fond of telling of a

man in a chalk-pit who admitted to him that,

during years spent in simply cutting square blocks

of chalk, he had never, he believed, failed to enjoy
an actual i-elish, on each occasion, of the act of

producing his block of chalk. I can well believe

this from the perpetual pleasantness of setting

stitches, when it is effectually done. But in fancy-

work—the elaborate fancywork of invalids—there

is much more. If I say that it is somewhat like

the gi-atification of the artist, I shaU be told that

it is infinitely better to paint or draw ; that better

effects are far more speedily produced, and so on.

It is true that any good drawing is of a higher

quality than the best needlework ;
but then the

work is of a totally different kind. Needlework

is a solace for women far too iU to draw well, or

to commit themselves to the excitements of art.

Each is good in its own place ; and, in its own

place, I claim for the much abused fancywork (I

include woolwork) of the drawing-room some re-

spect, over and above mere toleration. I mean, if

it is good of its kind. Bad fancy-work no more

deserves toleration than bad pictures or bad music.

My readers may perhaps have no idea how

many pi-ofessional needlewomen there are in Great

Britain ;
and they may not have considered into

how many classes the whole may be divided.

There is no branch of industry in which it is so

difficult to ascertain the numbers, because, as I

said before, there are so many women who take

in work to employ some spare hours profitably.

They take pay, but are not professional semp-
stresses. Again, there are about 100,000 shoe-

makers' wives, most of whom, no doubt, help to

support the family by shoebinding. Drawing the

hue as well as they could, the Census Commis-

sioners of 1851 returned the number of sewing
women in Great Britain as being (without the

shoemakers' wives) 388,302.
These are divided into five classes ;

and a sixth
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lua.l iiichidcs the miscellaneous sorts of needle-

work whioh (.•juinot he classed.

The .IressniaUcis and milliners make up consi-

derably more than half of the total, their ninnbers

l>eing •J0'2,44S. Tiio shirtmakers and other plain

sewers come next, being r>(),r)SS. Then come the

glovei-3 and hosiers (4(),7Ci;), the hat and bonnet-

makers (-27,170), the shoebinders and sewers

(L"-'.()57), and the staymakers (10,383). Nearly

2 ). 0(10 come under the head of "miscellaneous."

If the same rules of arrangement are employed
next spring, we shall be able to learn by the

C'ensns of TsGl whether the sewing machine has

dismissed more needlewomen than the increase of

national numbers and wealth has brought into

the business. It shoidd be remembered in this

connection that the opening of new and remune-

rative employments to women must operate in

increasing the business, and therefore in time the

number of ])rofessional needlewomen, while it

tends to raise their pay. Women employed as

compositors or accountants now put out their

sewing, or some of it ;
whereas before, they not

only made all their own clothes, but probably
trenched upon the professional needlewomen by-

taking in more. The better occupied other women
are, the more will the needlewomen prosper ;

and
the coming Census cannot but show some expan-
sion in the field of female industry.
Next to the shirtmakers, the dressmakers and

milliners move most compassion in the rest of

society. I wish that means coiild be found to

move those whose fault it is that these women
work long hours—hours murderously long. The
shirtmaker works long hours because she cannot
otherwise earn her three or four shillings a week.
The dressmaker works long hours in London
because ladies all rush to give their orders at the

same time, and are all in a hurry to have them
executed. So much has been said about this—
the sinfulness of such thoughtlessness and selfish-

ness has been so plainly exposed at public meet-

ings, and through the jn-ess, that it is inconceiv-

able that the evil should be now what it once was.
I had occasion to know- something of the w-ay of

going on twenty j'ears ago. I knew the story of

a reduced widow lady whose daughter was aji-

prenticed to a great dressmaker at the West End.
The girl drooped and became ill

;
and at last it

was necessary to sacrifice her prospects, and the

l)rcmium paid, if brain or life was to be saved.

During the throng of orders in the London season,
the girl left the workroom only every two or three

days or nights. The room was kept hot and
light ; th.e workers were fed wdth prime beef and
porter, and well plied at night with strong green
tea. When any one fainted (as this girl did) she
was laid on the floor to revive, and as soon as she
conld sit up again, she had more tea, or more
porter, and was set to work again. 8he repeatedly
went on for three days and two nights, with mere
snatches of sleep in her chair. It is needless to

say that her eyes were strained, her brain was
dizzy, her liver was disordered, and she was fear-

fully ners'ons. Her mother shrank from the feel
of her hands. Kemonstranee with the employer
was of no avail. She said her customers left her no
option : and those who entered her concern must

conform to circumstances. She was herself driven,

and she must drive others while the season lasted.

AVhcn the season was over they could all rest.

Since that time there have been houses which

observe reasonable hours. But there will be no

cure for the evil till the customers attend to their

duty in the case. The most thoughtless fine ladies

must know- long before what dresses they will be

likely to w-ant during the season ;
and they might

order at least all the jilaiuer sorts, if not the whole,

at a sufficiently long interval to enable the busi-

ness to be better distributed than it can be imder

the ordinary pressure which precedes a drawing-
room. There is something childish in the haste

which unemployed women put into their little

aifairs, sufficiently mortifying to the wiser part of

their sex
;
but the feeling of contempt rises into

strong indignation when the habit of haste inflicts

such mortal injury as it does among the dress-

makers. It is a child's "way
"

to fidget and fret

for its food while it is cooling on the plate before

its eyes. It is the "way" of certain imperious

yovmg men in Batavia, effeminate to excess, to

cry like babies if kept waiting for their tea. It is

a pity to be obliged to add that it is the "
way

"

of not a few ladies in England to be in such a

hurry for a new dress as to inflict torture on the

makers, in spite of aU warning and remonstrance.

It is a common observation that blind persons
are apt to hurry those who serve them. Not

seeing how- any work gets on, they are always

fancying it more advanced than it can possibly be,

and make their ow-n observations on the slowness

into which mankind are falling,
—so different from

the activity in their young day. The letter would
have been written—the cap would have been

made—in half the time, or they would have rued

it. Fine ladies who never tried to make a dress

themselves have no excuse for criticising the

workers in the same way. Before they dare to

do it they should enter a workroom, and see how

long it takes to flounce a skirt, even amidst the

feverish and trembling haste of the overwrought
workers. An hour so spent w-oidd be salutary to

all parties. But there are even more ladies who
do not consider the subject at all. They buy a

dress, and then oidy know that they long to see it

home—want to have it and wear it—and use all

the power of emjiloyer over emjiloyed to get the

toy brought home at the earliest ])0ssible moment.
Such women may be soft-hearted in their w-ay
about human suffering. They may give money
freely to charitable institutions, or to cases of

individual distress. If so, there should be some
one to tell them that, while giving a sovereign or

two to a hospital, and another sovereign or two
for the relief of some reduced gentlewomen who
have pawned their last shawl or gown, they have
themselves blinded one or two apprentices, thrown
another into a brain fever, or compelled others to

throw up their apprenticeship, and be the reduced

gentlewoman who has to pawn her last gown.
Such things as these she has done in the course of

showing how childish a woman can be who passes
for sane. If any such w-oman, or any other kind
of w-oman, supposes me romancing, let her look at

the evidence given before the Select Committee of

the Lords, in 1855, on the condition of Needle-
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women. There was an earlier rei^ort on the case

of the milliners which made such an impression
on the highest lady in the land, that she inquired
of those about her who were most likely to

know, whether such things could be true. No
one so impressed coidd ever hurry her dressmaker

again.
The dressmaker ought to understand her

liabilities, before she pledges herself to the em-

ployment. If this were properly attended to,

there would be fewer dressmakers, and they
would make a better stand for their health. I

should be sorry to have a hand in inducing any
girl to apprentice herself to the business, withiu

the range of the London season. In provincial
towns it is another affair.

The workwoman should make certain stipiila-

tions, which nothing should induce her to surren-

der. If she is lodged in the establishment, she

shoidd insist on being allowed to air her room.

The collective workers should take care that their

day-room is kept cool and airy, and the fire and

lights i:)roperly managed. Each should ensure a

daily walk,—either by being sent out on business,
or by the work being so arranged as to admit of

an hour's exercise, morning or evening. Every
encroachment on moderate hours of work shoidd
be resisted, except on special occasions, such as a

large order for mourning, when all nmst accommo-
date. In London, at times of extreme pressure,
the meals are bolted in the smallest number of

minutes. Then the cutter-out and the attendants
in the show-room are glad to sit down

;
and the

sewers are equally glad to get up ; and they may
be seen swallowing their meals standing. In the

dressmaker's ordinary life, the meals should be

comfortably put on table in a fresh room, and
a sufficient time allowed for leisurely eating,

—to

say nothing of some little time being allowed for

rest after the dinner. It is a substantial gain
when the worker lives in a home or a lodging of her

own
;

for then she can make arraugements for

counteracting much of the mischief of her occu-

pation. A bedroom to herself, quiet and airy ; an

early moruiug walk ; and a change of scene and
associates every twenty-four hours, may improve a

woman's chances of health incalculably.
The dressmaker's and milliner's aspect is

familiar to doctors, and all other observers of

countenances. The eyes have a dead look ; the

comjilexion is not clear, and usually more or less

yellovr ;
the frown shows that there is a tight

band round the forehead
; the cai-riage betokens a

chill down the back
;
the movements show that

the feet are cold : the respiration is not free, and
the only doubt is whether the mischief is in the

lungs or the liver
; and, above all, the anxiety of

the countenance tells the tale of an unnatural

mode of life. On inquiry, it appears that the

appetite is not good,
—that the sleep is not good,—that the spirits are not good. It would be a

wonder if they were ;
for the sight is failing.

Oculists tell us that they have always many
needlewomen on their lists, and that they always
expect more after a general mourning. It is quite

right to recommend, as they do, that the work-
women should change the colours on which they
are employed very freqiieutly ;

and also, that

there should be green furniture,—curtains at least,—in the workrooms, as is the frequent practice

among lacemakers, and the constant usage among
embroiderers in China.

There is no iise in preaching against tea to

needlewomen. They cannot do without it, and

ought not to be asked ; for it is a genuine
medicine to sedentary persons. When taken—
strong, green, and hot—to keep people awake
when they ought to be asleep, it is poison : but black

tea is a medicine for a delicate liver, when taken in

moderation, at breakfast and teatime. There is

much more need of warning about the porter and
ale and mutton three times a day, with which

overwrought dressmakers and shopwomen (and

shopmen too) are kept up to the calls upon them.
On the whole, it is best, even now, when so

few occupations are open to women, to sacrifice

much, where there is any option, rather than
enter on an occupation so injurious as that of

incessant needlework. Where the necessity is

imperative, it is a duty to take every possible

precaution against the dangers of the case. There
are hundi'cds now among us, blind, consumptive,
or suffering imder s^jinal disease, who might by
timely care have been saved. How many more
are in their graves, who shall tell us ?

In Ireland there is a class different from any
yet mentioned. The "hand-sewing," ])aid for by
Ulasgow merchants chiefly, employs 400,000
women and girls in their own cabins. The work
is emliroidery on musUu,—the patterns being
stamped by men in the great houses in Glasgow
and Belfast, from which the work is given out.

It was a great thing for Ireland, after the famine,
that the women and girls earned in this way
between eighty and ninety thousand pounds per
week ;

but the growing children pay dear for the

honour of helping to suj^port the family. They
earned only sixpence a day, poor things ! and it

was sad to see them leaning their weary backs

against the door-posts, or growing crooked in their

unchanging and constrained position. Now that

times have improved, and are improving, in their

country, we should be glad to hear of fewer
" hand-sewers" and of more women being engaged
in the linen manufacture, from the flax-growing

process up to the final act of finishing the packages
of beautiful damasks, linens, and musHns.
The sewing-machine may intervene here, as

in almost every dejiartment of needlework. It

can embroider beautifully already. Some may
imagine that it will preclude human sewing

altogether ;
but this need not be believed, any

more than it can at present be wished. It seems

as if there must always be parts of the work

(whatever its kind) which must be done by hand
;

and those parts will always be best done by hands

which are skilful in the whole process. Thus we
need not fear that the graceful and pleasant arts

of the needle will die out, within any assignable

time, but may apply ourselves to stop the sacrilice

of life and health which is the barbarous feature

of the art, and retaih and retine whatever in it is

serviceable and elegant. We must not stop in

our improvements till needlewomen are indistin-

guishable from the rest of the world on the ground
of health. Harriet [Martineau.
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OUR SECOND LINE OF DEFENCES.
NO. 11. rOKTSMOUTH.

In those glorious old days, still rememLered

with a sigh of rcgi-ct by a few very elderly gentle-

inoii of sporting tendencies, when the noble science,

as its vot.irios called it, was one of the specialities

of every English gentleman, from princes of the

blood to "seedy bucks," it must have been a

curious study for .iny one not bitten with the pre-

valent mania to observe the care and pains bestowed

upou the heroes of the ring, to watch how the

universal interest concentrated itself for the time

upon the pair of brawny louts who were getting

ready to bruise nature's noblest handiwork out of all

recognisable shape and projiortion, how the noble-

men and the young bloods who led the fashion

were wont to make \\\^ parties, and drive down to

their man's training quarters in all sorts of quaint-

looking vehicles whose bizarre outlines have been

preserved for us by imdjdng Gilray ; how they

inspected, and overhauled, and cross-examined

their pet ; how they instituted the strictest inqui-
ries into his diet, his clothing, his habits, his indul-

gences ; how they one after another watched their

opportunity to take his trainer aside, and confiden-

tially direct him to let the Chicken want for

nothing, and to spare no expense, so that he was

brought to the scene of his contest ' ' as bright as

a star, and as strong as a lion
;

"
how, returning

to town, each set cracked up its man to the other ;

how they bragged of the hardness of his thigh
and the development of his flexor

;
and how they

laid each other swingeing bets on the event. How,
moreover, the common sort followed, sheep-lilie,
in the wake of the young bloods, and in taverns
and wine-shops, and gambling-houses, and even in

the rude settles of country road-side inns, discussed
after their fashion the news of the animal's pro-

gress, and laid modest wagers on the man of then-

choice. AU this has passed away from among us,
and we go mad, and speculate, and argue, and

wager about matters of hea\'ier moment it may be—that is, if weight of metal is to kick the beam—and the few lingering remnants of the ptrize

ring are " brutal ruffians," and their fewer patrons" knaves or idiots."

But what on earth has all this to do with our
National Defences, or with Portsmouth? Just
thus much—that Portsmouth and Cherbourg are,
for the nonce, our two fighting men—standing
fro-wning at each other across those eighty mUes
of Channel that intervene, and ready on small
provocation to be foul of one another with some-
thing harder, heavier, and infinitely more damag-
ing than the heaviest human fist that ever shot
straight out from shoulder. The i)arallel holds
good throughout ; both on the French side and
our own, there is the same extravagant excitement,
the same cracking up, the same wagering, and the
same earnest entreaty that no expense should be
spared. Even in days when the late Duke of

Wellmgton complained that he could not get£1000 from Parliament for experiments on which
we now think nothing of spending £10,000 at a
time, Portsmoutli could always manage to smugglea snug little sum through for itself to be expended
in strengthening its defences.

The fact is, there is not only a general feeling—

a little undefined, perhaps, biit none the weaker

for that—that the place is of immense national

importance ;
but there is, moreover, and this

csi>ecially of late years, a feeling of uneasy jealousy-

directed across the Channel, and a sort of tacit

resolution not to allow one man to lose a chance

of asserting his superiority over the other. So it

has happened that the defences of Portsmoiith

have been the work of succeeding ages, expanding
with the exigencies, intelligence, and the appre-
hensions of the day, and exhibiting rather an

accumulation of successive distinct devices con-

ceived 2^^'o re natd, than, as Cherbourg—a large
and comprehensive scheme, imagined and carried

out on one uniform plan.
The recognition of the great national impor-

tance of the position of Portsmouth Harbour has

been so general, and it has received so much dis-

cussion and illustration in the course of the last

two or three years, at the hands of essayists and

journalists of all sorts and classes, that everybody
must be tolerably familiar with those peculiarities
of its position from which its importance is derived

;

it is nevertheless necessary to a due comprehension
of the enlarged system of defence now in progress
of construction, that the salient iioints of the

position shoidd be briefly recalled.

Looking at a map of the south coast of Eng-
land, it is easy to conceive a time when the Isle of

Wight formed a promontoiy jutting out from the

main land, between Alban's Head and Selsea Bill.

If some enormous Saiirian of the very elder times,

had, in a fit of extreme rage, or uncontrollable

hunger, taken a bite at such a promontory ; and,
not liking the morsel, had returned it a few miles

from the spot whence he had taken his bite, the

result one can imagine being precisely the appear-
ance which the Isle of Wight and the opposite
shore mutually present. By the way, there are

one or two such "bites," on a smaller scale in

ranges of English and Irish mountains, though
these are generally assigned to an ancient reptile,
whose portraiture belongs rather to the imagina-
tion of monks, than the researches of science. At
the bottom of our "

bite," lies the deep gulf
known as Southampton Water, and between it and
Selsea Bill, a system of bays, peninsidas, and
islands, which cut up and intersect the whole of

the dead level of which that piece of country
consists. The easternmost of these is Chichester

Harbour, the next Langston Harbour
; both are

exceedingly, and we believe increasingly, shallow,
and at dead low water present nothing but hun-
dreds of acres of mud with some lazy oozy chan-
nels winding in and out in the middle. Between
the mouth of Langston Harbour, however, and
Southampton Water, the coast, after advancing
rather prominently into the sea southward, both
from east and west, recedes somewhat suddenly
into a deep bay, at the bottom of which is the
entrance to Portsmouth Harbour, very narrow
(about 220 yards), and very deep (ten fathoms,
or sixty feet at low water). The harboiu- gradu-
ally widens for about a mile and a half north-

ward, with ample water for the largest line-of-
battle ships, and then suddenly expands into a
considerable inland lake, some five miles each way
in its greatest dimensions, presenting at high
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water a very pleasing effect, but at low water

differing little from its neighbour of Langston,

except that its intei-secting channels are deeper.
Outside the harbour mouth, tlie continual drainage
of the harbour through the sluice of its mouth has

piled up a long shoal, which runs for nearly two
miles in a south-easterly direction, parallel with
the eastern coast of the bay, and narrowing the

navigable channel to about a quarter of a mile

from the shore, whilst beyond the head of this

shoal, which is called the Spit Sand, is the world-

famous anchorage of Spithead, effectually sheltered

from every wind that can blow, except that from

S.E., and which, until the other day, was gene-

rally considered a tolerably innocuous quarter on
the British coast. To the south and west of Ports-

moTith Harbour lies the huge natural earthwork
of the Isle of Wight, the whole southern side of

which, with some exceptions, presents an inacces-

sible rampart of cliff and rock, and the nai'row

channel Ijetween the western extremity of which
and the mainland is still further defended by the

natural difficulties of an extremely intricate naviga-

tion, and a tremendous current. To the south-

east the anchorage is open—but of this more

presently.
This extremely snug position of Portsmouth

Harbour must have struck our ancestors very

forcibly. There is not the slightest occasion to

drag the reader through a tedious historical dis-

quisition on the rise and progress of the place. It

is merely the recognition of its importance as a

military and commercial harbour, as well as a

place of embarkation for the continent, that need
be impressed. When that impression first began
to prevail is not material. County historians are

of course fond of carrying its date back to the

remotest antiquity that local pride can conceive,
and without venturing into the mythical regions
of Lud and "

Brute," will allow no later date to

the commencement of its importance than the era

of the pLomau rule. A modern French historian

of Algeria disposes of a grave chronological diffi-

cidty in a very pleasant and summary manner by
assigning to the event in question

" M?je epoque
ahsohiment inconmce," and it is far more conve-

nient for our present purpose to dispose of the

earliest rise of the harbour to the post of an

important sea-port in a similar manner. When-
ever this event really did take place, the local

tradition seems reasonable enough, namely, that

the remains of Porchester Castle, with its hue old

massy towers and keep of evident Norman con-

struction, mark the site of the ancient sea-port,
in days when there was more water and less

mud in the upper part of the harbour ; but that,

the one diminishing and the other increasing, the

old port was gradually abandoned for one nearer

the sea—in short, on the site of the present
Portsmouth.
The convenience of this port with its roadstead

as a place of debarkation and embarkation has

been recognised by all sorts of people, by Saxon
Porta and Norman Ptobert, by the Empress island

and Ilenry III., by other Henrys, and Edwards,
and Richards, by Charles's Duke of Buckingham,
who here met Felton's knife as the Rochelle expe-
dition was assembling ;

and from those days, by all

our statesmen and naval commanders, down to the
rendezvous days of the late war, to the days of

our own Baltic and Channel fleets
; and last,

though not least, at any rate in his own opinion,
to the days of the lately arrived Persian ambas-
sador in our finest transport ship. A correspond-

ing recognition of the necessity for fortiiicatioiis

kept pace with the growing consciousness of the

importance of the position. The French were not
idle in evincing a similar appreciation, but in a

very disagreeable manner, and a raid they made
on the place in King Edward III.'s time, and in

Avhich they burned the town and shipping, though
visited by a mettlesome retaliation on the part of

the townspeople themselves, who a short time
after i>layed a return match in the mouth of the

Seine, and brought off " a great booty of wine,"

seems, nevertheless, to have set subsequent
monarchs thinking of the wisdom of some regular

system of fortifications. What Edward IV. began
in this way was carried on by subseqxient sove-

reigns, though for a very long time little seems to

have been thought of but the merest obvious

protection of the narrow gut which forms the

entrance to the harbour. In old John Leland's

time, there was,
" at this point of the Haven,"

(still called " the Point,
"
by the way), "a great

round touri'e," which, with the view of enabling
us accurately to estimate its dimensions, he adds
is

' ' almost doble in quautitie and strenkith to

that that is on the west side of the haven right

agayn,
"
(now Block House Fort), "and here is a

mighty chayne of yren to draw from toure to

toure." Queen Bess showed her wisdom in think-

ing the fortifications worth very considerable

outlay, so did the advisers of the ilerrie jSIonarch,

as well as his contrast, phlegmatic, calculating
William of Orange.

In short, one may say that from Henry VIII. 's

time down to ovir ovni days, scarce any govern-
ment has failed to contribute something to the

strengthening of the national stronghold.
After all these years of care and pains bestowed

the defence of Portsmouth dockyard andon

harbour, as also the fine roadstead at Spithead,

against attack or occupation by an enemy," an

object which
" has ever been considered of primary

importance," it is rather mortifying to find that

as regards an attack from seaward, "it is evident

that the existing defences would not suffice to

protect either the dockyard or the anchorage

against attack by an enemy's fleet in the present

day," and that as far as a land attack is concerned,
" the lines have long been considered a most

inefficient protection ;

"
mortifying in truth, but

the secret is easily discovered. It is the same as

has been hinted at in the first i)apcr on this sub-

ject in connection with the fortifications at Sheer-

ness and Chatham. Steam and rified cannon, and

iron-cased ships, have revolutionised warfare in

many of its leading principles. In old days, no

one dreamt of opening fire on a fortress at a greater
distance than 1000 yards ;

the new works recom-

mended in 1825, and in part completed, were con-

sidered to have provided amply for the improve-
ments in modern artillery, by extending the works

of defence to a distance of 4000 yards ;
and these

works are not nearly finished when, as has been
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before noticed, nioileni progress douWes that dis-

tance : nay, Sir W. Armstrong deposes, that "for

special service, guns might be constructed to give

a range of six miles, or jwrhaps more," and the

committee, on the etlect of the new rifled-cannon

on fortitications, inform us tliat it will now he

"neeessaiy that an enemy be kept at a distance

of 9000 yards,* or five miles," and that thus "a

place situated on a flat, or surrounded by heights

that look into it from that distance, woidd require

a contour of outworks ujjwards of thirty miles in

extent."

There is another point to be borne in mind in

considering the effect of the modern method of

warfare, at least as far as a sea attack is con-

cerned. Our heaviest ordnance are placed, and
with reason, on gunboats. A very few of these,

armed with a couple of the new rifled-cannon each,

and firing conical shell, would be sufficient to set

* See foot-note to i>revious article, p. 544.

all Portsmouth dockyard in a blaze at a distance

of four miles, whilst at that distance each gun-
boat presents but a tiny mark for the batteries on

shore. JSor is this all. The plan of action with

gunboats is—as at Sweaborg—to keep constantly
in motion, generally circling round and round,

easing for a moment as the gun is ready, deliver-

ing fire, and then steaming on again during the

reloading. To hit so small an object under such

circumstances is, as has been observed, extremely
difiicult. No wonder that Sir Wm. Armstrong
considers that ' ' at 4000 yards a gunboat would
be practically safe."

The principle of modern defences, therefore, is

necessarily no longer a complete enceinte, as in

old days, by which the place to be protected was
surrounded by a cunningly devised system of ram-

parts and ditches, so arranged as that the various

parts mutually supported each other
;
or rather, it is

not only this, for the old ramjiarts are still good for

i/as 18&0 1339

close fighting, but it consists principally in push-
ing forward to a sufficient distance, in advance of
the place to be defended, a series of detached forts,
or "out-works," as they are called, so arranged
as at once to be each a little fortress in itself, and
at the same time assist its neighbours on both
sides with that most terrible of all artillerv appli-
ances—a cross-fire. Through a well arranged
cordon of such works, it would be impossible, or
nearly so, for an enemy to push his way on land,
at least without first reducing them

; and whether
at land or sea, even a successful dash through
them, without reducing them, would leave the
advancing force open to attack in the rear. In
some cases, as we shall see presently, it is deemed
arlvisable to connect these detached works by lines

;but the principle remains the same.
It has been necessary to explain at length this

principle of modem
fortification, because, without

some comprehension of it, it would be difiicult to
understand the full object of the

seven-and-twenty

detached forts, with which in our engraving the

country round Portsmouth appears dotted ; whilst
with such a comprehension, the system becomes
the simplest thing in the world.
A land attack on Portsmouth would be made

either from the west or from the north
;
the first,

by an enemy who had landed somewhere west of
the Needles, for, as we shall presently see, the

passage of the western entrance of the Solent by a
force of troops and artillery suflficient to effect a

landing between Southampton Water and Stokes's

Bay, may be looked upon as an improbability,
nearly amounting to an impossibility ; the other,

by an enemy who had landed either on that spot
or eastward of Langston Harbour, with a view of

marching on London, and who should either
attack Portsmouth as his first step, or detach a

portion of his army to destroy it, whilst his main
body kept our force in the field in check.
The advance from the westward would meet

with the triple line of defence presented by (1°)
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tho chain of outlying forts (K K, &c.), -which are

postcil from four to four and a half miles in front

of tho lines at Ciosport, (2'^) the inner line of works

(J J, &c.) lying about two miles in front of the

lines, and which are to he connected by regular lines,

and (.">) the old (Josport lines themselves, which,

though utterly incUicient as a protection against

bombarduieut, would be nevertheless of use in

repelling an attempt at cai)ture. The distances

between the forts which are to compose the outer-

most line of defence are such as to give full play
to the ])riuciple of cross-fii-ing ;

those l)etween the

forts of the second line are still less, enabling these

latter to be all brou.uht into play at once.

But the attack from which most danger seems

to be apiirehendod is that from the ridge of hill

lying northward of Portsmouth, and known as

Portsdown Hill. We are told that ' ' no position
could be more favourable for effecting

"
the bom-

bardment of the dockyard. "The distance varies

from GOOO to 9000 yards ;
the naval establishments

and ships in the harbour are in full view, and
could be destroyed by an enemy who should suc-

ceed in establishing himself there for a short time."

There was no hope of doing anything with this

ridge by halves, and the bold expedient has there-

fore been hit npon of fortifying the whole of it

from one end to the other (six miles in length).
The simimit of the ridge, therefore, is to be occu-

pied by four large forts, and three smaller ones

(L L, &c.) A rampart and ditch is to connect

them, and be continued at each end down to the
shores of Portsmouth and Langston hai-bours, and
works in advance of these flank lines (L L) are
still further to cover the approach.

This forms the first or outlying line of defence,
and it should be added that the formation of

Portsdown Hill, which is entirely composed of

chalk, and the peculiar character of the ridge
•which forms its summit, which is nearly a level

expanse of open down, are both peculiarly favour-
able to the construction of extensive military
works. The chalk is easily cut into the requisite
ramparts and ditches, whilst the open nature of
the ground, visible along its whole length by every
part, affords the greatest facilities for communica-
tion

; and, though Sir .J. Burgoyne points out that
such Hues would require an army for their de-

fence, it must be recollected at the same time that
an army would be, by parity of reasoning, needed
for this attack—a huge one, indeed, if the attack
is to take place simultaneously along their whole
extent. If, as is more probable, it were given at
but one or two points, the circumstances already
pomted out render concentration of the defendin'^'
force comparatively easy.

"

The line of works on Portsdown HiU then forms,
with Its two flanks, the first and most important
line of defence on the north. But, as on the western
or Gosport side, there are two other Hues within
this. The first consists of the Hilsea hues (AI).
It vnll be obser\-ed that* Portsmouth is built on
the south-western comer of an island called Port-

r^J ^ ^°
"f" *°,

*'*''" ™ ""ud that throupnout this
paper Portsmouth a..d I'ortsea have been invariablv ment.o„ed under the first name only. For!"l Eposes o?n"
they are but one town and when the altcratious^shaU ha.^

^n made .a their fortifications, will be actually one as

sea Island, which is separated from the mainland

by a narrow channel called Hilsea Channel, con-

necting Portsmouth and Langston harbours. The

only roads to Portsmouth—a coach road, and the

London and South Coast Kailway—necessarily
cross the Hilsea Channel ; in fact, in this direction

only is there any land access to Portsmouth at all.

Along the whole of this northern end of Portsea

Island runs a chain of Avorks through which both

roads pass, and which are capable of offering a

formidable check to an advancing force. Hilsea

lines, then, form the second line of defence on the

northern side. The third is presented by the old

Portsmouth lines themselves, which, like their

brethren round Gospoi't, though inefficient to pro-
tect the dockyard from bombardment, are so far

of material use in protecting the jJace from cap-

ture, that, if manned by an ordinarily sufficient

garrison, they could not be taken without a regu-
lar siege.

Let us next turn our attention seaward, and con-

sider the nature of the defences proA^ided against
an attack from that quarter, either on the dock-

yard by bombardment, or on Portsmouth altogether

by capture, or on the roadstead at Spithead by a

dashing cutting-out expedition ;
and of these three,

let it be mentioned in passing, that the third

appears to have been thought worthy of miich

careful consideration. It is pointed out that "in
all former wars Spithead has been used as a per-

fectly secure rendezvous for a fleet ; that receiving

ships, sheer hidks, and many other appliances for

refit, have been stationed there
;
extensive repairs

by shipwrights, artificers, and riggers, have been
carried on there, and no ships used ever to be
allowed to proceed into harbour, merely for vic-

tualling and watering, or completing the ordinary

supphes of stores and ammunition, and that all

these operations will still require to be performed
at Spithead, in addition to coaling, which will

henceforth be not less important." We are re-

minded that "
convoys of more than a hundred

sail of merchant vessels at a time have been assem-
bled at Spithead ;

" and then the difficulty of

stopping
' '

by any practicable amount of fire from
batteries

"
the passage of swift steamships dashing

past at full speed, is much insisted on, and the

object of the defensive works in progress or recom-
mended seems to be not so much to prevent an

enemy's cruizers from making a swoop on Spit-
head altogether, as to make the jilace too hot for

them when there.

A sea attack must come either from the west-

ward, by way of the Needles and the Solent, or

from the south-eastward. It woidd almost require
a separate article to give any adequate idea of the
defences of the Needles passage, existing, in pro-

gress, or about to be constructed. Its natural

features have been already alluded to. To these
must be added the combined cross and raking fires

of extensive batteries at Hurst Castle, on the

north, and of no less than six others, lying along
the shore, or perched on the cliffs for five miles on
the south. A strong boom is also to be placed,
in war time, across the narrowest part of the

channel, and under the guns of Hurst Castle ; and
it seems to be considered tolerably certain that no

enemy would risk the natural difficulties of the
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passage, aud the damage which must be inflicted

in running the gauntlet of so formidable a chain of

forts, for the mere sake of scrambling up to Spit-
head by the Solent, only to find himself, when
there, involved in the same kind of difficidties

from the cross-fire of sea and land forts, which are

next to be described.

Before, however, proceeding to consider the

natui'e of the sea defences at and around Spit-

head, it will be necessary iirst of all to take a

glance at the map of the sea's bottom, between
the mainland and the Wight. The Spit Sand has

already been described. Its outlines, as well as

those of the other shoals about to be mentioned,
are denoted in our engraving by dotted lines. To
the eastward of the Spit, there stretches down
southward, to a distance of three miles from
Southsea Castle, another large shoal called the

Horse Sand, with a pendant going off S.E., called

the Horse Tail
;
and though vessels of light draught

can—especially at high water—pass across the

sand, yet the regular channel, and the only one
for all large ships, lies south of the sand, and of

the five black buoys which mai-k the edge of the

shoal. This gets rid at once for all purposes of

practical navigation of some three good miles of

the space in question
—but this is not all. From

the opposite shore of the Isle of Wight, a little

east of Hyde, a third shoal, called No Man's

Land, protrudes itself nearly two miles from shore

in a north-easterly direction towards the Horse,
its limit marked by a white "buoy, distant a little

over a mile from the westernmost of the live

which mark the Horse, &c.

Through the channel between these five black

buoys and one white, every ship of any size must

pass, in order to get to Spithead or Portsmouth,
and when in the centre of its narrowest part would
find the head of the Horse Sand about half-a-mile

on its right. No Man's Land about the same dis-

tance to the left, and the head of the Sjiit two
miles in front. It shoidd be added, that about
three miles fui-ther westward, and in mid-channel
between Eyde aud Gillkicker Point (H), lies

another shoal, called Sturbridge.
The scheme of defence now being put in force

involves the erection on No Man's Land, the

Horse Sand, and Sturbridge, of three large forts
;

and on the Spit Sand and on the Horse, halfway
between the large work and the mainland, of two
smaller forts, whilst on shore a string of forts,

called Cumberland (N), Eastuey (0), and Lump's
Forts (P), and Southsea Castle (Q), combine with
Point Battery (E), and the southern face of Ports-

mouth Lines in guarding the eastern approaches
to the harbour, the protection of the western

being provided for by Block House Fort (F), Fort
Monktou (G), and batteries on Gillkicker Point

(H), connected by works with the chain of forts

west of Gosport, already described. Let us next

proceed to consider what obstacles an attfick by
sea, from the most likely quarter, S.E., woidd
have to encounter, from this sj^stem of defences.
We will, as in the case of the Thames aud Sheer-

ness, imagine ourselves on board one of the attack-

ing squadron. Our course lies past the Warner
Light, shown in the right-hand lower corner of

the engraving. our guiding marks being the odd-

looking sea mark called the Kickergill, seen on
shore abreast of the middle of Stokes Bay (I), as
observed over Monkton Fort and the works hard by
(H). Without taking much notice of the fact, that
before we arrived at the Warner, we should have
exposed ourselves to the lire of both Nettlestone

Battery (Y), and another a mile to the southward,
at St. Helen's Point, but at a two mile range,
we should, very soon after passing the Light ship,
find ourselves in a position of which the diagram
will give the best idea, whilst it at the same

time nail serve to elucidate the system of cross

firing already treated of. On our right we shoidd
find the Horse Sand Fort, opening on us from two
of its flanks at once—we are assuming that the

number of guns to be mounted on each of the

three batteries we are now considering, will be,

as set down in the Commissioners' Report, 120—
and we are assuming that Captain Sullivan's plan
will be adhered to in jninciple, and that these

guns will consequently be mounted in casemated

batteries of three tiers with [guns and] mortars on
the roof, and we are further assiimiug that the

gallant captain's suggestion will be also attended

to in determining the shape of the forts, and that

they will be polygonal. From the Commissioners '

plan we gather that they will be heptagonal : this

will give us about 1 7 guns to each face. Now, as

this construction will always enable two faces at

least at a time to bear on any one object, it follows

that the Horse Sand Battery will open on us with

the iire of no less than four-and-thirty guns of

heavy calil^re, whilst at the same moment the No
Man's Land Fort (U) would pour in a similar

fire on our left, and, as we proceeded, the Sjjit

Fort (T) would meet us with a raking tire of the

same numljer of guns
—nor would our pushing on

liriskly with all aid of sails, steam, aud tide, avail

us much, for as we close one face of the forts we

merely open a fresh one, whilst the mortars from

the roof would all the while be shelling us with a

murderous vertical fire, the most dangerous of all
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for sJiipjiiiig
—iqnvards of 100 liea\'y guns concen-

trating tliiii- lire on ns at distances varying from

two miles to lialf-a-milc, to f^ay nothing of the

mortars ! If our force consists of gunboats of

light draught, and wc try to jnish in at high water

between tlie Horse Sand Fort and the Interme-

diate,* we lind ourselves in a precisely similar

ti'iangular snarl with these two forts, and that on

the Spit. If we run ronnd the back of the Inter-

mediate, all four forts on the shore, Cumberland

(N), Kastnoj' ((>), Lumps (P), and Southsea (Q),

open on us, besides tlie Intermediate, whilst the

ine\'itable Spit still rakes lis in front. If we push
for Langston Harbour, in hopes of doing some
mischief from thence, we must run the gauntlet
of Cumberland Fort at less than 400 yards range,
at which distance a single GS-pound shot may sink

us, whilst, even if we succeeded in forcing the

entrance, the guns of the same fort will continue

to rake us as we lie ; and, finally, if we try to

carry our light-draught vessels round the back of

Ko Man's Land Fort, between that and the shore

of the Isle of Wight, Nettlestone Point (Y) and

A])]>ley House (X) Batteries wiU again combine
with Ko Man's Land Fort, to place ns in our

triangular ditticidty, whilst the fort on the Stur-

bridge shoal will supply the place of the Spit in

treating us to a raking tire ahead.

Of course, any attempt to force the entrance of

the harbour involves us in running the gauntlet
between the fort on the Spit Sand and Southsea

Castle, distant just half-a-mile from each other,
whilst the whole of our passage down the narrow

channel, which leads to the mouth of the harbour,
must be effected under a perfect storm of shot and
sheU from the southern portion of the Portsmouth
lines, as well as from Point Battery, Block House
Fort, Fort Monckton, and such guns both of the

Spit Sand Fort and Southsea as bear towards the

harbour, and in the very thickest of this fire we
should tind ourselves brought up by a chain across
the harbour mouth, which had been quietly re-

posing at the bottom like its more delicate neigh-
bours belonging to the floating bridge, but was
haiUed up by capstans on each side as soon as we
were descried in the offiug. Tbis is the legitimate
successor of old Leland's "

mighty chayne ;" only,
no doubt, as much mightier a piece of iron work
than his, as the forge-house at the Dockyard
surpasses the smith's shop of his days.

Here, then, we have as on both land faces the
triple line of defences. First, the outlying works,
represented by the forts on the sands ; next, the
second line, consisting of the shore forts

; and,
lastly, the combination effected l)y the Portsmouth
lines. Point Battery, and Block House Fort.
The possibility of an enemy landing on the Isle

of Wight, as a jireliminary step to an attack on
Portsmouth, has received carefid consideration

;

but It would l,u impossible within the limits of
this paiier to follow the Commissioners round the
back of the island, and point out, even hurriedly,the details of the system of defence recommended'
It must sufiice to say, briefly, that every available

There w-as much talk about closing this inteival bv i
perniMUcnt burnc; similar to that bolund Cronst^-Tc t L
th^dca

appears to have been abaudoued lor several we glity

spot for a landing is to be fortified by works more
or less extensive, according to the size of the open-

ing and the nature of the facilities afforded.

There are two points in connection with these

systems of defences, on which it is hardly our

province here to touch ; one is the time their con-

struction will occupy, the other the expense
involved. As regards the first, ground has already
been broken on PortsdoMTi Hill, and a great i:)or-

tion of the second cordon of defence is actually

comi^leted. The forts on the shoals, however,
must be a work of time ; piles have to be driven

first, in sj^otswhere, at everyhigh tide, there is more
than twenty feet of water, and where occasionally
there is avery troublesome jerking sea; and on these

have to be erected massive granite forts, strong
enough to carry each 120 guns of heavy calibre, to

say nothing of moi-tars which by themselves require
beds of extraordinary strength and soliditJ^ As
to the expense, we must hand the discussion of

that matter over to the eloquent tongue of our
Chancellor of the Exchequer. The estimate for

Portsmouth and the Isle of Wight is jnit do-mi at

2,400, COOL But what's in an estimate ?

THE EMIGKANT AETIST.
CHAPTER 1.

If the companions show the man, and the
closest companion a man has be taken as an
evidence of the disposition, then was Uh-ich

Vigaud a man who loved retirement
; who hated

his face to be seen. His choicest—most frequent
companion being the index, he was all this, and
more. His pipe was that companion, and was but
the reflection—the image—of the man

;
nowhere

was he seen without it, except in the pulpit
—

there, in the dignity of black cloth and a minister's
silk gown, the two were separated. On other

days, from morn till night, both were enveloped
iu smoke. Like to some mountain-top his head
was now almost hidden with the thick clouds,

betokening deep thought, that might end iu a
storm of thunder and lightning, such as should
shake and terrify his hearers next Sabbath ; now
the light cirrus, aerial and delicate as a fairy's
veil, but half hid the sunny smile of his usually
stern face as he watched children at play, and
took out the pipe to give them a word of en-

couragement. Never but on the Sabbath did that

crag-like old face, with its cap of snow, appear
unclouded. Then he was clearly visible, and
right well he looked, as in the high, cramped
puljjit, he thundered forth those anathemas which
the brooding cumidi of the week had produced.A much beloved man was Ulrich Vigaud. The
clear red light of his pipe-bowl was always the

harbinger of good to his flock. They might not
see the man, but they saw that, and felt it was the

image of his nature, always warm and bright, and
when they saw his eyes on Sabbath morn or eve,
they knew that the soid within was that of a
willing helper and a firm friend.

" Good e'en, Carl ; at work as usual? "

"Yes, worthy father, as usual; but I've done
now for to-day. Enter."

"
Welcome, Father Ulrich," said Bertha Schatz,

dusting the arm-chair by the fire as she spoke.
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"
Carl, I've come to talk to yoii. I've a letter

from a brother-minister in St. Louis, America, about

which I want to sjieak. Are you ready to hear?"
" Most certainly."

"Bertha, leave us. Take care that the children

come not upon us."
"

Carl, you are unwise and cruel. Nay, nay, list !

Start not away. You ax-e unwise and cruel."

"To whom?"
"To Bertha, your wife,—Fritz and Herman,

your children. That man is cruel who gives not

to his young ones the means of raising themselves ;

you do not, you are cruel
;
—that man is cruel

who taxes a woman's strength beyond its proper
limit

; you do it, and you are cruel ;
—that man

is unwise who makes no provision for his old age ;

you do not, you are unwise."
" What would you have me do ? I'm at work

from morning till night, and they will not buy my
pictui'es when I've jjainted them."

' '

Therefore, why paint them ?
"

" In hope. They ought to sell."
"
Nay, they ought not to sell, for they ai-e not

good ; they are not excellent art
;
and you are not

an artist. Yoii have the artist's soul, but you
are not an artist. You lack knowledge ; yoii lack

that proficiency of hand which only springs from

j^ractice begun almost in infancy, or from a genius
that knows no law. You began too late in life to

succeed."
" I took the prize, though, three years since."
" I know. What did you paint ?"
' ' The view from the hill iip yonder, on the left

of the town."
' ' Most true, and whose house was it that was

in the view ? The Burgomaster's, was it not ?"

"Truly."
" And who was the head of the judges to award

the prize but Master Wanslieben, the Burgo-
master ? Who bought the picture ? Master Wans-
lieben. His house, not your merit, sold the picture—gained the prize. You know yourself that it

was not a good picture. Three years' work have

taught you that—learn more."
" But what can I do ? Bertha's little money is

all but spent ; I miist paint.
"

"Truly; but not here—not here. I looked in

at the window, last evening just before sunset,
and saw you all. The old man sitting by the lire

stretching out his feeble hand for the poor por-

ridge your Bertha had made for him
; Fritz reading

his book—he's like your wife, that son of yours ;

let him not read too much now, he shoiild play.

Herman, your youngest, (with his father's feel-

ings, but not his father's skill) was sketching the

face of Bei'tlia's mother, as he leaned against her.

He holds his pencil badly, does Herman—he has
no freedom—you should see to this ; had yoiir
father done so, I should not have had to tell you
what I have. And you, Carl, were painting as

iisual. I like not to break up this gi'oup, but it

must be sorae day. Death w'ill take the old man
Teutzel this winter—he must go ;

I have seen

L>eath before
;

I know his mark. He will leave

you, and you must leave her."

"Her! Whom?"
" Your children's grand-dame, Cliarlotta Teutzel.

She is dead to feeling now—dead to you and to

her daughter Bertha ; she felt not, saw not, your
little Herman last night, though his weight was
on her ; she is in her second childhood—it may
last years, but she is all but dead— you must
leave her in my care."

"
Thanks, father ! but where must I go ?"

"If my advice is taken, to St. Louis. I will

read what my brother i)astor says :

' The young
man of whom you speak would, I think, do well

out here
; wages for the class of labour are high ;

many of our merchant-princes s])end sums almost

fabulous in the decorations of their mansions, and

eagerly employ artists of talent and taste at good
salaries for the purpose. If, as you say, your

young frieud is not likely to take a high position
in his own country as an artist in the highest
sense of the term, let him come here at once, for

employment is abundant and the wages dependent
on his industry alone.'

"

" And you," said Carl,
" wrote to him of me ?"

' ' I did—for I love you, Carl. Had you been

rich, you would have had many friends ; but,

being poor, your poetic temperament—your artist

uatiu'e—is to you but the thin garment of a man
who treads through a forest of briars, which, while

it leaves him sensitive to the gentlest breath of the

winds of heaven, is therefore the less protection
from the thorns of earth ;

and your path here, poor

Carl, has too many of the thorns : this is neither

the climate nor the age when it can be said,

"truly happy are the poor" in anything. You
must go."

" I woiild it could be otherwise, and besides, I

have no means to reach this Elysium—this Para-

dise."

"Despise not the unknown, Carl."
" How shall T get there ?"
"

Carl, I am not rich, you know well. I

hold that the shepherd shoidd spend much for the

good of the sheep. I'd rather leave behind me
the weeping eyes of friends who held me dear for

my help than much wealth. StiU I have a little

that I had, perhaps faithlessly, laid by should my
voice fail

;
that little shall be yom-s, for your

mother's sake, Carl."

The clouds were thick about him now, and one

large drop slowly coursed down his cheek to the

groimd. It might have been the herald of a

storm, but no storm came : if it fell it was in a

rain of fire on the heart, there was none out-

wardly when the clouds cleared away.
"

T can hardly accept it, but "

" But for Bertha's sake, and Fritz's and Her-

man's sake you wiU. I'U give you a week to

think of it."

It was decided. He would go. Poor Carl !

Vanished for him were aU the fond dreams of

youth. No fame ! Her temple doors were shut

to him ; and henceforth he must live and work,

hopeless of her crown.

Carl was not an idle man
;
he thought much,

worked much, but did not get on. He had mis-

taken his vocation. Alas ! how many are in his

position
—miserable, they know not how ;

unsuc-

cessfiil, they know not why ;
and then drink

soon dulls them too much to look for causes, and

at last the poor-house or the grave finish the
" tale of a mistaken vocation."
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niAi'TER ir.

TiiK Haml)urg;]i jKacket
—an old, wide, uneasy

vessel—slowly made her way up the Thames on a

sjn-ing niDrnint,' with something short of a hundred

emigrants on board. xVniongst thcui were Carl and
Sertha.

A few days in London, and the Black Warrior
was to sail with a human eargo of some hundreds
of Gennan and Irish emigrants from the London
Docks. She was a crack ship, was the Black
Warrior. "

Very sharp forward," said the know-
ing ;

"
likely to get across in a month."

Babel knew no worse confusion than the decks
of the Black Warrior on the line May morning
that saw Carl, his wife, and their children on the

pier-head of the London Docks.

"Those Dutchmen coming aboard. Captain?"
said the hoarse-voiced mate.

"Yes, by G—,
and two hundred and fifty others,

too. I saw the boarding-house keeper, and he
said they'd be here at nine : that's them coming in
at the gate, now."

"Barge alongside, sir, with luggage."
"Mr. Smith, rig out a tackle on the larboard

side
; get those boxes in ; we shall miss this tide,

if you don't look sharp."
And now came Babel's parody ; what with the

lowing of cows
; the hee-haw of donkeys ; the

agonized squalling of j^igs ;
the bleating of sheep ;

the hoarse cries of the men at the capstan getting
the anchor over the side ; the shriller, quicker,
voices of the men getting in the boxes, "hand over

hand;' the blowing-off of the tug just outside;
the fareweUs of the Irish, in a high key ; the
growhngs of the English in a low key; and the
guttural babbling of the Germans in no key at aD,—there was noise enough to furnish one with
an indistuict notion of the nature of the vocal

Sders"™'"*'
^"^ ^^'"^ '^''"°'' °^ " ^^"^ Perplexed

At last it's over; the ropes out; the Black

J\arnor
is fan-ly out of dock, and the customarythree cheers by the crew are mingled with the feeble

_
Keep, heep, heep, you rar

"
of a few of the

imitative German enthusiasts on board, while
country and home are forgotten in the generalscramble for best berths.

ITie Germans establish themselves in one quarter,

T^hile
a mi.xed colony of English and Irish appro-pnate another; and for the

dehcately minded

English there is a separate portion for the married
and families, the partition being a lattice-work of
boards, three inches wide and three inches apart ;

but then shawls are very good curtains at night-
fall, and there's no interruption of the current of
air during the day.
The Germans, who manage without partitions,

are tolerably soon, and well, employed in devour-
ing black bread and sausages, both from their

appearance, heir-looms, for sustenance on special
occasions

; special now, because nothing else -will
be obtained, till, as the mate observes, they are
"alittle to rights."
Past Gravesend; past the Nore; and night shuts

out the view.

"Carpenter, see those Dutchmen put those
lights out at eight o'clock."

"Aye, aye, sir." And from eight o'clock to
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daylight, tlie only lights are a few smoky lamps,
locked, and hung from the deck over-head.

Carl and Bertha are fortunate—a couple of

berths, one over the other, and close to the hatch-

way, are a possession to be prized, with more than
three hundred people sleeping in the " 'tween

decks "
of the Black Warrior.

A few days, and all the signs of sickness are

gone, and the decks are crowded with men
smoking and girls knitting all day long. Carl and
Bertha felt as they had never felt before. To be

associated with those semi-savages of their own
land, they had, at first, deemed insupportable ;

but they soon found that hearts are like hearts, all

the world over. A dozen willing hands, dirty

though they were, woiild be eagerly stretched out

to hold little Victor, while she prepared the meals ;

and though they were dirty and poor, they were
honest in their poverty—ay, and grateful to

Bertha for her small distributions, from her some-
what better store, of food to their sick.

All the men liked Carl, and though he was none
of them, as they said, he would sketch their

children's portraits, and sometimes play a game of

cards with themselves, too.

Fritz spent his time chiefly in reading novels, of

which a German cabin-passenger had a large store,

while every flat surface on every part of the vessel—from the anchor-stocks to the lids of the water-

casks—bore traces in chalk or charcoal of Her-
man's attempts. True it was that in most of his

portraits the noses were a little enlarged ; still he
was a yoimg artist, and never hajipy without his

chalk
; so they let him alone.

Victor was hugged, kissed, and fed to an extent
that few babies ever were, before or since, and bore
it with the native phlegm of his country.

CHAPTER III.

At length the voyage was over.

One morning, after some five weeks of this

life, a small cloudy speck was seen on the horizon.

"Guess that's a tow-boat. Mr. Smith, take a

glass up into the top and see, sir."

A tow-boat it was
; they were soon alongside.

"How is it this time ?" said the Captain to a

small dark man who had his den on a deck
between the paddles and level with their tops, and
who went into a perpetual series of convulsions

"vvith a large wheel before him.
"
Very bad—hundreds a-day."

"Don't say so."

"Guess I do, though. The Ovens is full now—
regidar gang at the cemetery on the Shell-road—at it all day—steamers all full."

This information was conveyed in small de-

tachments, and accompanied by con^^llsive

struggles with the wheel and puffs at a cigar.
' ' There'll be no room in the Ovens for the

lot you'll bring : got many ? "What sort, Dutch ?
"

' '

Yes, nearly all Dutch ;
a few Irish—about

350 total."

"Well, it's mighty bad, newcomers drop offHke

sheep. It's worse now, I guess, than when I left,

for I've been down here these three days looking
out."

' ' You won't wait for anything else ?
"

" Guess I shall. I sighted a small brig after you.

I'U wait for her and tow you both ; there's water

enough on the bar, and I can spare a fesv hours."
In due time the small brig came, and the

con\nilsed allowed some other convulsed cigar-
smoker to undergo his torture.

It was discovered by a thoughtful German that
these convulsions had some connection with the
vessel's movement, but whether the progressive or

the directional he could not at first discover,

though he came to the conclusion that it was the

latter, after more mature thought.
" Come aboard, Captain ?

"

" Well ! guess, I will now."
" Mister Lomax, you'll keep her a little clear of

the buoy on the starboard
;
there's a snag there

I saw coming down
; I forgot it till now."

The active convulsed promised compliance,
and continued his agonies till he was superseded
once more by his companion, and in some few
hours more they reached New Orleans. Here

they were boarded by a city officer, who notified

to the affrighted cargo, that as the yellow fever

was raging, it was the advice of the mayor that

those who were going up the country shoidd go
to Algiers, the opposite side of the river, and wait

the departure of the steam packets.
Carl and Bertha therefore went there, and for a

whole week waited patiently. At last the steamer

came,—just room for Carl and his party in one of

the small steerage cabins at the back of the

paddle-wheels. They took the berths, and went
on board. Under the grand saloon stretched a

long row of bimks for emigrants, with scarcely
room to stand upright ; there was but the thick-

ness of a board between the squalid poverty from
the old world and the ostentatious wealth of the

new. On that hot July day the air was sufl'o-

cating, and glad enough they were to get to their

little cabin, through the chinks of which they
could see the great Avheel with the water dripping
from its floats, as though it too laboured and
sweated under the hot sun.

" jMister Burke, there's the owner on the ferry

signing you—he means '

stop.'
"

The owner came on board, and called the

captain on one side.

"Captain Burke, I was drunk last night: I

made a bet that this boat woidd be at St. Louis

before the Belle Isle—she must be there."
" Can't be done, sir. The Belle Isle was off

this morning at seven o'clock, and it's now
three. Besides, we're deep. They've got next

to nothing but passengers on the Belle Isle. Can't

be done, sir."
"
Captain Burke, my bet's a big one : I made

it when I was drunk
;

I must stick to it. I'll

give you 500 dollars if she's there before the

other, if it's only by a minute. I'll allow what
wood bill you like ;

burn ])lenty of knots : and.

Captain, there's a new craft building at Natchez
for us ; you shall have her, if you manage this."

" I can't do it, sir
;
these boilers won't stand it

;

ask the pilots."
' '

Boy, tell Mr. Marbleman and ^Ir. Garspin

they're wanted."
"
Oh, and send Mr. Farr

;
he knows more about

the boilers than they do,
" muttered ( "aptain Burke.

The two pilots and the engineer came at once.
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"
Coutlcnion," said the owner, "this boat must

1)0 at St. Louis btt'orc the Belle Isle, if it's only

by a minute. '200 dollars a piece, gentlemen, if

it's ilono : if it's not—well, gentlemen, I shall be

sorry, very sorry
—for if it's not, gentlemen, you'll

have no more out of E. T. C. Crusset ;
he'll be a

gone coon—done, licked holler—gone to the Ovens,

gentlemen."
"If tlje boilers will .stand, I could do it," said

one of the pilots ;

" but they're old, and ought to

Lave been looked to well this time."

"Boilers or not, gentlemen, it's to be done ! I

called at the Atlas this moridng, and insured a lot

of cases for a hundred times their value, and that

may do for another throw if you do go down ;

they're common red crockery, well packed with

straw. I've insured them as Kew York goods.
If they don't have to pay, I paid a heavy pre-

mium, and find I've shipped the wrong goods and

get i>art back ; and they can't grumble ;
if they

do have to pay, they w-ou't know it, for the cases

will be in the river ; and yoii, gentlemen, know
Kew Orleans too well to ' blow ' on me, I know.
In short, I mean it to be done."

" But the passengers know the boat as well as

we do."
" D—n the passengers ;

if you don't know how
to stoj) their clamour, what the devil is this for in

yonr waistcoat ?
"

It looked most suspiciously
like the stock of a revolver.

"
Very well, sir, it shall be done, if it's possible—if it 111 list be done."

" It mii.st. Send the clerk here."

"Mr. Walker, you'U take the money for all

the i)assengers as soon as you leave this. iJon't

keej) it on board ; pay it in to my account as you
get it—as you go up. Pay yoiu- wood bill in

orders on me, here. Good day, sir. Pleasant

trip."
" Precious fool ! That last bottle of Champagne

may cost me that vessel and 50,000 dollars. I'll

take to claret like a fogy for the future. I must
send that sUk dress to Mrs. Crichton—she'll make
it all right with the Atlas secretary."
The owner gone, there was all haste to get the

vessel away. Fires shone brightly, and the long
sigh of the steam, as it escaped iip the funnels,

mingling with the roar of the paddles, saddened
beyond all power of utterance the hearts of Bertha
and her husband.

Mile after mile of low, damp ground, m alike,
that only a practised eye could detect that the
vessel moved

;
—for there was no change of scene

sufficient to indicate it
; then some small villages

l)asaed ; then a large belt of timber reaching away
as far as the eye could see

;
then the long night,

broken by the glare of torches and the shouting
of men as they brought the wood on board ;

then silence
; then the hot, stiU day, and the almost

hotter night, and the fever on board. Carl first
—the headache, the nausea, the languor, and
Carl was down

; then Bertha followed. Both down
wnth that awful scourge, the yellow fever.
Some good woman took Fritz and Herman

away, and waited on Carl and Bertha in their
cabm as if they had been her children. Then the
lK)or liaby died, and in a remission of the fever
they had hope the worst was over

; she seemed so

much better, she begged them to leave the chUd

with her until the morning at least. They did.

The night was calm, and still as death ; the

stars seemed balls of fire ; the air was as clear as

ether—it obscured nothing ;
the fire-flies on the

low ground could be seen from the vessel's deck.

So passed the night. The niorning came.

The black waiters were arranging the last

articles of the breakfast ;
the passengers, one by

one, were dropping in out of their state rooms
;

the Captain was impatiently striding up and down
the carpet, when the carpenter entered.

"Well, carpenter, how are we below?"
"Bather bad, sir."

"Any gone !

"

"Yes; three."

"Ah! Who?"
"That Dutchman and his wife who joined at

Algiers, and took one of the wheel cabins."

"What, both?"

"Yes, sir. It's a queer sight, too. She's

sitting up in the bunk, holding the baby, and

looking at him, and he's kneeling on the ground
and looking up at her. It's a queer sight, it is,

too ; they're all three dead. I left 'em in case

you'd like to see 'em."

"No; I don't care about it," said Captain
Burke. Some of the passengers went, however.

" Have they paid, Mr. Walker ?
"

"
Piather, sir. I saw he was down, and knew

if she stuck so close to him she'd have it too
;
so I

made 'em jiay up in case of accidents : saves

trouble afterwards, you know."
"What shall I do, sir?"
"
Oh, make separate cases for them."

" For the young 'un, sir ?
"

"I don't know—heave it overboard
;
there's no

law against it for babies like that, that I know."
"No, uo, Massa Burke, dat ain't done on dis

yer boat. I'se knowed dis yer boat eber since she
fust come on de river, and de like of dat's neber
been done afore. No, Massa Burke, dat ere chile's

buried like a Christian, if I know auytink."
" Don't put yourself out, steward."
"
No, Massa Burke, I no put myself out. I has

dat ere chile buried proper ;
if not, I'se no nigger

of yours, you know
; more's dese odei's either,"

said the excited steward, pointing to a line of

black faces of his assistants, "Aire ye, boys ?
"

A sound of assent followed. " We're no niggers
of yours ; and guess if you don't give dat ere
chile burial, we go ashore on the blufi, we do."

"All right, steward," said the amused captain,"
you shall do what you like. Carpenter, make a

separate ease. Is it to be a separate one, steward,
forthechUd?"

"
Yes, Massa, sep'rate coffin for dat infant."

"Please, sir, the pilot wants to see you in the
wheel-house."

"Is that her?"
" Get the glass," said the pUot.
"That's her, sure enough; she's going, too:

but we shall be over her to-day, if she don't look
out. I'll tell Mr. Farr to see those fires well kept
up now. I've saved a lot of knots for the race
from last wooding."
Now came a struggle ; the Belle Isle was a-head

but a few miles, and it was a race for stakes
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worth winning. How the fires roared till the

sparks formed a thick continuous shower in broad

daj'light, as they piled on the gnarled pine knots.

How quickly the steam sighed away its strength
as the two boats neared ; and, amid the roar of

fires, the sighing of the steam, and the tinkling of

the belJs of the engine-room, there was one sound

clearly distinguishable
—the slow, steady l)lows of

the hammer on those three coffins. How the fair

girl in the white dress played the piano to drown
a little of that sound—how loudly the men talked
—and spite of it all, it came in as a refrain to

everything : the music and the bet, the jest of

the light and the talk of the serious, had the same
chorus. And so it is in the world. Some of us

hear that sound through a long life, and know
what it means as well as they did there.

Towards evening they had passed the Belle

Isle, and a long screech of the whistle indicated

the triumjjh.
' ' We shall have to wood before night,

"
said

the clerk to Captain Burke : "can't get another

ten miles out of her with what we've got.'"
" I should like to get round this bend while we're

all hot. See what there is, twenty miles wiU do."

The clerk returned, and reported that twenty
might be done.

"That will do."

And the twenty were done. About ten o'clock

the oft-repeated cry was heard,
" Wood pile there

—wood pile there—all hands rouse out." Slowly
the tired firemen and crew moved to the forepart
of the vessel, which was steering to a small speck
of light on the bank, that gradually, as she neared,
became brighter.

" Now then, lads, put that plank out," said the

mate, as the vessel was within a few yards of the

shore. The long plank was put over the side, and,
while five or six men stood on the one end, a man
with a line ran lightly over it, and jum})ed ashore.

' '

Light up on that hawser, boys ;
—make fast

now that bridge !

" And thirty strong arms thrust

ashore a wide plank.
The furnace-doors were opened, and the red

glare was almost lost in the moonlight.
' ' Watchman ! where are those lights ?

"

"Here, sir." And in a moment a basket of

blazing pine-knots shed its light on the scene.

"Pick it up, boys,
—

pick it up—pick uj) that

wood !

" was the cry of the mate, as one by one the

men ran across the narrow plank from the vessel

to the shore and returned with their load of logs
across the wide plank from the shore to the vessel.

"Got much more ?
"

said the captain.
"
Only a few cord."

' ' Make some of those Dutchmen pick up those

cases and take them ashore.
"

"
Captain Burke,

"
whispered the pilot, "she's

just shot past the bend. She is going, and no
mistake."

There could be none
;

the funnels of the de-

feated Belle Isle were pouring forth their fierce

volumes of flame, while the sharp quick snort

of the engines told that those on board did not

yet believe themselves beaten.
' '

Now, steward, if you want any tom-

fooleries over those cases, look sharp, there's only
ten minutes for yoii."

"All right, Massa Burke," .said the steward,
"I'm gwine d'reckly," and he bustled down
amongst the crowd of Germans on the forward

part of the vessel to marshal them in proper order,
his shining black hat decorated for the solemn
occasion with a streamer,—the shawl of the

stewardess.
"
Now, you four

; you take dat ere big case,—
dat's him

; you four take dat middlin' case,—
dat's her. Now, you two boys, you come here

;

take dat little case,
—dat's it ; picanniny—jioor

pieaninny. Now ready ?
"

What a strange scene it was as the long proces-

sion, led by the taU black steward, wended its way
along the plank under which the water flowed fast,

like a stream of molten metal. The three deal

cases, too, might have been treasure-cases of costly
red velvet, they looked so rich in the ruddy light
of the pine-torches (perhaps they were treasure-

cases) ; and then the long train of mourning
countrymen who, in all varieties of costume, fol-

lowed behind in a confused crowd; and over all

the pale moon shedding a softening light that made
the whole look unreal—a dream, not a sad reality.

" Oh ! Captain Burke ! Do have a fire put on
the branch of that tree, it will light it up so beau-

tifully."
"
Well, !Miss, I'll do it ;

but pine-knots just
now is worth something. Watchman, put

"

"
Oh, never mind, they've lighted a torch to read

by."
And so they had. There, standing round three

shallow graves
— shcdlow and separate, for the

Brown Bear must reach St. Louis before the

Belle Isle—stood the crowd. The steward, with
a face black as sable, reading part of the burial

service amid the sobs of women and the hushed

grief of the men, and above them from the

bi'anches of the trees, hung the long festoons of

Spanish moss, looking black in the mingled
lights as if Death held a festival, and decked the

woods with his garlands. "Dust to dust," and a

few shovelfuls of earth were put on each.

"Now, steward, get your gang aboard, will

you ? or by God I'U leave some of you behind."

"Ay, you'll have to, she's not half-a-mile

astern now, and our fires won't draw up for

some ten minutes or so."
"
Now, all hands aboard, and fire iip there !

"

and once more the sjiarks rushed in clouds along
the air.

' ' Will you come aboard, steward, or shall I

leave you ?"

"Comin', Massa Burke, comin'," and he hiirried

the crowd before him. On they came like so

many frightened sheej), and in a few seconds

but one man was left on the shore."

"All aboard?"

"Aye, aye, sir."
' ' Go a-head a little to take the strain off that

hawser!" roared the mate. "That'll do; haul

aboard, lads !

"

The man let go the rope, jumped on the pro-

jecting plank, and all were aboard. The pilot

let the stream carry her a little way down to the

deep water, and then once more the race began—
to end, who cares how ?

The two boys were taken care of by their



G12 ONCE A WEEK. [Nov. 24, 1860.

countrymen on board, and then the wortliy
niinistor ;it St. Louis took cliargc of tlieni ; but

they soiiu'tinu'S miss, oven in all his kindness,
the tciidorness of their mother, Bertha, and the
fond sympathy of tlieir father, Carl ; and regret

bitterly that, when asked of their father and
mother, they can only say : "They were German
Emigrants, and were buried on the banks of the

Mississippi,"
—as how many have been and are

still to be ! A. Stewart Hakrison.

WON!

CCR£En

A START—a pause—a flutter and a sigh,A voice that trembles in the common greetin-^
•

The humeri clasp of an unready hand,
"^ '

That once was frankly offered at your meeting.

I saw yon, little Annie-yes, I know,He 8 Charhe's friend, just landed from Bengal.He 8 very fond of Charlie, ah ! and so
He stayd till last at Charlie's sister's baU.

You danced eight times together-am I right

T„„ . f
'"

f
P"^"=* ^ '"^'^^^^ "-nothing more ?

A ". r u
'''^'' ^So this very nigbt,And I have—known you all your lifetime o'er !

Forgive me that I played the
list'ner, dear,And heard hm win your love, amongst ;our flowers

;

You had forgotten I was prisoned here,A poor lone cripple all these festive hours.

He's very winsome, honest-ej-ed, and tall,
The cross for valour's roll contains his story.On my pam-stricken brow no wreath will fall,
I reap in Life's grim battle all but glory.

Dearie, don't kneel, and hide those kind gi-ey eves
I am not grieving, look me in the face.

Why who am I, that I should claim the prize,Who never could have started in the race ?

He's waiting for you, Annie—leave me now
Alone with what must be a happy past.A brother s kiss I claim upon your brow
God bless you, Annie, 'tis my first-a'ad last.

A. F.
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LAST WEEK.

seen liim back amongst

The intelligence from Italy has almost become

wearisome, because day after day the telegraph

brings us little more than scraps of foregone con-

clusions. Victor Emmanuel was to enter Najiles—the young Bourbon Francis was to quit Gaeta :

the first of these events has come to pass
—the

other, not. The troops who a week ago were still

numbered as adherents of the falHng king, during
the last seven days have been gradually passing
over to the Italian side. The Fi'ench admiral,
who at first had opposed himself to the operations
of the Sardinian fleet, after having consulted his

oracle at Paris, has ceased to hamper its ofiicers

^vrith threats and demonstrations. The drag-net
is drawn closer and closer around Gaiita, and in

all probability by the time this number of our

publication is delivered to the reader, the fallen

sovereign will have perceived the uselessness of

further resistance, and will have taken his final

departure from the kingdom which he and his

father so grievously misgoverned. So far it is

weU ;
but during the Last Week the eyes of all

Englishmen have been turned not only to the

other side of the Atlantic, but upon the broad
surface of the Atlantic itself. Our young Prince,
the heir to the proud sceptre of the British Isles,

had been lingering somewhat too long upon his

homeward road. There had been, it coiild scarcely
be called, anxiety about him—for reason and ex-

perience told us that there was no real cause for

apprehension—but at least we shoidd gladly have
us once more. The feel-

honourable to the nation, and to the

Sovereign who has discharged the duties of the

Royal ofiice in so gracious and temperate a

manner, that any anxiety which might have fallen

upon her was felt as though it intimately con-

cerned every private household in the land. There
was far more in this than mere adulation of the

Porphyrogeniti, for it is much to be doubted if

many Englishmen, not being actually connected
with the Court, would have very seriously dis-

quieted themselves about the sorrows of old

Queen Charlotte. The Lady who now sits upon
the throne of the Three Kingdoms may fairly
reckon upon the love of her siibjects, for she has
desei'\'ed it. She has not only played her own
part well, but she has brought up her children in

a way which will fit them to discharge the duties

of their station ; so that, in England at least,

loyalty will not be a feeling of by-gone centuries.

The greatest concern was everywhere expressed
for Queen Victoria—it was almost worth while

that she should have endured those few days of

suspense, that she might know how strong was
the feeling of personal attaclmient to herself

throughout these islands, independently of mere

political considerations.

The southerly gale of Wednesday se'nnight, and
the telegraph of last Thursday, have put an end
to the xiublic solicitude and the private apprehen-
sion. The young Prince is back again in the

country which one day—may it be a far distant

one !
—he will be called upon to govern. But how

about these lumbering war-steamers, which, upon
trial made, turn out to be no steamers at all, but

jiist the old frigates and line-of-battle ships, with
a skuttle of coals on board to be used in case of

dire emergency ? Not so had we imderstood the

matter, although of coiirse we ought so to have
understood it. The long continued easterly gales
of this November will have done us good service

after all—although at the Prince of Wales's ex-

pense—by proving to us that despite of all our
mechanical improvements, and all our outlay, we
have not as yet succeeded in getting a steam fieet,

but only a fleet which can be used as such for a

brief space
—and at critical moments. Our task

is not yet accomphshed—we can scarcely be said

to have entered iipon it. Whatever the truth

may be as to this or that particular form of iron-

clad vessel, or as to what may be the preferable
lines iipon which our war-steamers should be laid

down for the future, there can be no doubt that

we are but just entering upon the scientific epoch
of ship-building. Vfith our unbounded command
of iron and coal, with our ascertained superiority
in engineering skill, and with the longest purse in

om- hands, it will be strange, indeed, if we do not

keep easily a-head of our rivals. If the British

sailor ruled the broad seas in former days, the

British engineer must do so in days to come. If

under such conditions, and with such means at

our disposal, we do not hold our own against the

world, we deserve oiir fate.

This Adsit of the young English Prince to the

United States has been made at no ordinary i^eriod

either of the world's history or of the history of

the States. How is it in all our difiicidties—how
is it in all their difiicvdties— that we, the subjects
of the British Queen, and they, the citizens of that

wonderful confederation of Ptepublics, do not i)er-

ceive that the best and wisest policy for us both

lies in close and cordial iinion ? If we would

measure the advantageous conseqiiences which

woiild foUow from such an union, not only
to aU who speak with British tongue on either

side of the Atlantic—but to the whole human
race—we have but to consider the inevit-

able residts of hostilities between Great Britain

and the United States. These would be nothing
less than the total extinction of political liberty

throughout the world. The principle of mili-

tary despotism, as put in practice upon the con

tineut of Europe, would, for a time at least, be

imposed upon mankind. Where in Europe at

the present moment, save in the British Islands,

is freedom of thought upon poUtical subjects to

be found ? Is it in France ? ask M. Berryer,—
ask all the great statesmen and wTiters of the

Orleans dynasty who have been reduced to

silence under the iron rule of the present

Emperor ! Or is it in Austria, where a free

thought, if expressed but in a whisper, is an

overt act of high treason against the Hapsburgs ?

Is it in that miserable Prussia, where human

beings, imder the vain fictions of constitutional

forms, are ticketted, and labelled, and registered,

and handled like l)otanical specimens in a hortus

siccus ? Is it in Spain, where political life might
be regarded as dead altogether, if it were not that

every now and then a military eineute takes place

at Madrid, and one general is ousted, and another

takes his place, whilst the Sovereign majestically
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contiiuies her calm ]>roiligacy
without reference

to tho li»9 or the Onts, or who may be lying dead

yonder about tho I'lierta del Sol ? Is it in Russia

— tho traditionary land of serfdom— where the

Czar is at once Despot and High Priest, and

where tho only question which, at the present

nioniont. is seriously agitating the minds of men,

is wliother or no the bulk of the rural population

shall be slightly elevated above the status of mere

cattle ? Let us say it—for we have the right to

say it—Kngland is the only country in Europe in

which the lamp of freedom still burns with undi-

minished light. Even in the new Italian kingdom
in which we see such promise for the future—

there would be total darkness within a few weeks,

if the vote given, and to be given, by England

amongst the nations, was annulled. How is it,

then, that smidler matters (such, for example, as

the question about the Island of San Juan, with

which the name of General Harney has been so

discreditably involved) should ever be allowed .to

imperil relations which, for the sake of mankind,

if not for the immediate benefit of the two nations,

ou"ht never to be in doubt for one moment ?

Tresuming a ]ierfect accord and harmony of poli-

tical sentiments between Great Britain and her

Australian colonies, the Oanadas, and the United

States of North America, should such an AUiance

as this fear, for one moment, all that could be

done by a world in arms ? Of course, diplomatic

traditions, and dynastic considerations, stand in

the way upon our own side of the Atlantic
;
and

upon the other there are the first upheavings of a

young nation which is just becoming conscious of its

own strength, and a kind of robust contempt for

the old pohtical experience of Europe. The best

thing that coidd happen to us both would be to be

forced into united action for a common object, and

the certain result, as we hope, would be that we
shoiUd be better understood by our Transatlantic

friends. At the present moment they seem to 1>e

engaged in the consideration of a problem, the

solution of which, in a rational sense, concerns us

all
;

it is nothing more nor less than, whether or

no, the cou federation which was the work of

Washington and of the great civil champions of

the revolutionary war, shall be dissolved.

It is the old bone of contention which is cast

down upon the floor every four years for American

politicians to growl and wrangle over which has

given rise to the present dispute. How is it pos-
sible that the North American Confederation
should ever stand upon a secure or settled basis as

long as the ojiinions of the different states are

divided upon the subject of Slavery ? It must
not be supposed that the consideration of this

great topic is, in the States, remitted to the mere

I'hilanthropists. The Northern States with refer-

ence to Slavery constitute one vast Exeter Hall.
As long as we by our cruisers, by our denunci-

ations, by the tongues of our orators, and the

pens of our writers, maintained an unceasing
crusade against the "domestic institution," so

long, even in the Northern States, did the feeling
of irritated patriotism prevail over the belief that
the maintenance of slavery was a heinous blot

upon the national escutcheon. When we desisted
from our well-intended but irrational endeavours,

tho still small voice was heard in place of the broad j

sides of our cruisers and the abuse of our Philan- s

thropists, and the burghers of New York andV
Boston took the matter in hand upon their own

J

account. How they have sped we know well

enough by the accounts we have received from

beyond the great sea during the last fifteen years.

Until the present moment the South has been

triumphant. The Southerns have compelled the

Northerns to act as policemen, and to return to

them their runaway slaves. There has been

the decision in the highest courts of law upon the

Dred Scott case. There has been the extension

of slavery from territory to territory, in direct

defiance of an arrangement made many years ago,

and which was supposed to be a permanent settle-

ment of the question. There have been the san-

guinary measures of repression employed the other

day when, as it was supposed, a servile war had
been set on foot in one of the slave-holding

provinces. Northern members of either House of

the Legislature who had made themselves con-

spicuous on the Slavery question have been openly
attacked by the Southerners, not with words

merely, but with blows—and that in the very
chambers where freedom of speech and thought
should have been preserved inviolate. All that

real ability, and blackguardism still more real,

could accomjilish to maintain the South as the

governing power in the Union has been tried,

and imtil the j^resent moment ^\^th signal success :

but now the unnatural strain has given way, and
the Northern Provinces in their turn have asserted

their right to make their voices heard upon the great

subject w'hich has for so long a time been agitating
the minds of all citizens of the United States. The
return move upon the part of the southern states

to this apparent triumph has been a threat of the

dissolution of the Union.

Now it is scarcely credible that, under any cir-

cumstances, this threat should be carried into exe-

cution ; and it would be a great calamity to mankind
in general, and to these islands in particular, if

such should be the case. Without reference to the

serious inconvenience which would follow to us
from an interruption in the supply of cotton, and

regarding the point upon broader grounds even
than those which affect the welfare of our own
manufacturing districts, we, in England, require
for the maintenance of our present infiuence in

Europe, that the North American Confederation
should be united and strong. England has not
struck a blow for Italy, but Italian independence
is largely the work of England. In the same way,
without requiring that the States should give us
national support, we derive an enormous accession
of strength from the mere fact that so important
a portion of the earth's surface is inhabited by a
race of men who could not in any way, in last

resort, be induced to throw in their lot with the

military despots of continental Europe. If North
America were blotted from the map of the world,
we and our colonists must stand alone. Possibly,
with the help of insurrectionary movements
in the various continental countries, we might
come off victorious in the contest ; but it is an

experiment which one would rather not see tried.

It is not very probable that this threat of a
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issolution of the Union will amonnt to mucli

nore tliau the ordinary menace of our own more
^ufiiriated politicians in former days to move the

stopi^age of the supplies. Such a measure was of

course possible ; but before it came to that, some-

thing
—most commonly the mover's courage—gave

way. One would with difficulty admit the con-

clusion that the whole population of the slave-

holding States—being a slender majority—would
be wdlling to accept the task of keeping down the

slaves—being a vast majority—by their o^vn un-
assisted efforts. A servile war, to be waged by
the masters under very unfavourable conditions,
would be the well-nigh ine\'itable result. The
fuel to kee]) the lire alight is there in abundance.
Who can doubt that, if animosity between the

Northerns and Southerns were carried to an
extreme jioint, but the Northern hands would be

ready to apply the match ? On the whole, it

would seem to be the most fortunate thing that

could happen to the Union, that the election of

Mr. Lincoln should be carried, if only l^ecause it

will then be ascertained that a Northern President,
elected upon non-slavery principles, cannot by a
scratch of his pen bring about the ruin of the
Southern provinces ; and because the Southerns
will discover by experience that their threat of

carrying a dissolution of the Union, unless their

ideas are accepted without one jot of aljatement,
falls upon deaf ears. Northern statesmen will end

by saying, "We dare not ruin the South."
Southern statesmen will be compelled to add,
" Nor dare we recommend a separation between
the North and the South."

There has been very little done or said as yet
in the way of practical suggestions for the abolition

or modification of existing arrangements with

regard to slavery ;
but there can be no reason why

slavery should not be confined within its actual
limits with a view to its total extinction at a
future day. As yet the effort has been to extend

slavery into freshly acquired territories, which
would in due course be hardened into states, and
so claim a voice in the supreme legislatiu-e,
because it is deemed necessary to obtain fresh

votes in order to secure the predominance of the
South over the North. The necessity for this

ceasing, the necessity for the indefinite extension
of slavery would also cease in the eyes of Southern

politicians, and events would be allowed to take
their natural course. There has been a vast
amount of party feeling

—an exaggerated appre-
hension of an untried futm-e—in the course
hitherto adopted by the Southerners. Let a
Northern and anti-slavery President try his hand
at the solution of this terrible problem for the
next four years, and the slave owners will pro-
bably discover that they have little to apprehend
from this change in the jj^^'sonnel of the supreme
administration. After all, we Englishmen can

play very efifectually into the hands of the anti-

slavery party in the Northern States of the
American Union if we exert all our energies to

procure supplies of cotton from British India,
from Africa, or elsewhere. The real way to run
the slave owner to the wall is to meet him, and
beat him in the open markets of the world. If

this will not do, what will ? We have tried gim-

powder—we have tried philanthropy—but in vain.

As far as theologj' is concerned, the slave-owners
twist Scripture to their purpose, and almost twit
us with irreligiou because we have liberated the
slaves ill om- own West Indian Islands. For sixty
years every eifort has beeia tried by us to abolish

slavery. The young Prince of Wales who has

just returned from the States—having caught the
barest glimpses of the fringe of the system at

Richmond—can tell with what result. Surely
our philanthropists must admit that sixty years
constitute a long period in the world's history,
and this period has been given to them

; but as
far as the North American Union is concerned,
the slavery question is in a worse condition than
when they first took the matter in hand. It is

needless to say that we should rejoice to see the

day when the States of the North American Union
have purged themselves of this national crime.
Until this is done, American liberty is of so
dubious a charactei', that it is scarcely worth
talking about it.

It is pleasant to tm-n from a country, even

though it be one with which all our sympathies
are bound up by community of language, of reli-

gion, of race, but upon which rests so direful a

stain, to another which is shaking off chains as

heavy as those which ever oppressed the poor
negro's limbs. It is something to have lived to
see the independence of Italy all but consum-
mated, and to feel that, if lite be spared but a
short while longer, the consummation wiU be
achieved. Victor Emmanuel has now taken pos-
session of Southern Italy. He is accepted by the
all but unanimous voice of the Neapolitan nation,
as he was accepted before by Central Italy. No
doubt there is a considerable amount of personal
sympathy for the King—and he deserves it—for

it must never be forgotten that, whereas all other
Italian patriots

—even when we include amongst
them the pure and glorious name of Joseph Gari-
baldi — only played their lives, Victor Emmanuel
threw a crown and sceptre on the board, and
dared to stake the Koyal condition of his family,
that he might throw for the independence of Italy.
This was the movement of a great and magnani-
mous heart. Peo2)le say that his head is not equal
to his heart

;
but this is the stereotyped form of

reproach against every Italian who does not con-
trive to hit off the pi'ecise view for the moment of

our public writers and speakers. At least he has
had the discretion to choose his counselloi-s wisely,
and when one reflects upon the enormous blunders
which a man in the jiosition of Victor Emmanuel
might have committed, and upon the fact that he
has not committed any blunder at all (except the
enforced cession of Nice and Savoy be one), it

must be admitted that he has not done so badly
after all. Louis Napoleon has made mistakes in

the Italian business. Francis Joseph of Austria
has made enormous mistakes—so has the Pope—
so has the ex-King of Naples—so has the Grand
Duke of Tuscany—so has the Didce of Modena—
but where is Victor Emmanuel's blimder ? It is

very possible that the downright diplomacy has
been the work of Count Cavour

; but even if this

be so, he is no ordinary Sovereign who, during
such troublesome times, had the good sense to
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select the ablest adviser, and to stand or fall by
his decisions. It w:xs no slight enterprise to ex-

cbange the sovereignty of Tiedmont and Sardinia

for the sovereignty of the Italian Peninsula, and

yet Vietor Emmanuel has accomplished this task.

There is the more reason that this should be

remembered at the present moment, because so

bri"ht a lustre surrounds the name of our Italian

Patriot, that the deserts of others may he lost

sight of, if not forgotten. True, Victor Emmanuel

is not Joseph (Jaribaldi, but he is a brave soldier,

and a true lover of his country. All things con-

siilered, it is very doubtful if the Italians could

have found a better leader for the present move-

ment. A man of daring and aggressive genius
—

one cast in the mould of the Bonaparte family—
would have aroused the suspicions and fears of

Europe ; but every one knows that Victor Em-
manuel's imagination does not run riot beyond
the true Italian boundaries. He may yet have a

dispute to settle with the Pope, and a final argu-

ment with the young Austrian Emperor ; but

when these matters are concluded in a satisfactory

M-ay, Italy has work enough before her for a

couple of generations, without entertaining designs

upon the territories of her neighbours. It is a

country which, after a term of military trials,

must be guided in the long run by the maxims of

constitutional government
—could there be a

titter man for either contingency than Victor

Emmanuel ? He has shown himself a valiant man
in war, and in peace he is content to be guided by
the advice of responsible ministers. Italy could

better spare a better man.
La.st Week, however, has i)roduced a really

notable event, in the temporary retii'ement of Gari-

baldi from active service. The event is scarcely
one which we ought to regret, either for his own
sake, or that of Italy. It was not fit that such a
man shoidd be mixed up with the ordinary busi-

ness and ordinary intrigues of public life. He is

the man to step forward in great public emer-

gencies, and to represent the heroism and forti-

tude of the nation. Whilst Garibaldi lives, Italy
has a great chief—a leader whom aU woidd follow
in days of public difficulty and danger. Of course
the instruments to be emjiloyed for winning and

maintaining the independence of any country
must be regularly trained troops, resting upon
citadels and arsenals. These, however, are not
snfiBcient in themselves, for the young Austrian

Emperor has legions at his disposal, trained to
martial exercises and perfect in discipline. Why
have they been beaten ? Why do their leaders
shrink from bringing them again into the field?

Simply because their heart is not in their work,
and because when they are ranged in Hne of battle
the only motives which induce them to struggle
for victory are the soldier's instincts and the
natural human desire to save their own lives.
There is a great difference between martial ardour
of this class and the divine frenzy which fills a man's
breast when he is struggling to preserve everything
that makes life worth having, and when he knows
that it is a less misery to perish than to fail in his

attempt. Garibaldi represents this patriotic prin-
ciple ; and should matters take an untoward turn
which seems improbable enough—he is in himself

'

a future insurrection. It will be found, in day
to come, that the popular voice—in this respect

just enough—will select Garibaldi from amongst
all those who have borne a share in this great
Italian struggle, and name him pre-eminently as

his country's champion. This man's deeds w^ill

justify the choice.

There was nothing so very remarkable in the

fact that the highly trained divisions of the French

army shovild have beaten the Austrians in the

field
;
and at any rate, since Louis Napoleon has

exacted the price of the service, the less said about

magnanimity the better. When France talks

about "gratitude," Italy can talk about "
Savoy."

France preferred gratitude in a material form, and
she has got it. The Central Italians saw their

rulers fly away, and no one in particular was the

hero of the hour, because the circumstances of the

I

case were not such as to call heroism into play.
i Victor Emmanuel, with his Generals and his States-

men to back him, has done wonders
;
but what he

has done has all been done with the help of great

armies, and of the usual instruments of success.

I Besides, independently of the means at his dis-

posal, in the crown of Italy Victor Emmanuel
will receive a great reward for all that he has

risked, and all that he has gained.
But look at the case of Josejih Garibaldi by the side

of any or all of these ! With a very few followers he
lands in Sicily, and fairly tears the island from the

grasp of the Bourbon king. He crosses to the

mainland, enters the capital of the Neapolitan

sovereign, and assumes the government of the

kingdom. With such raw levies as he can get

together, and backed by the devotion and enthu-

siasm, rather than by the military skill, of his

followers, he holds the disciplined army of the

legitimate sovereign in check, and finally defeats

it in a great battle under the walls of Capua. He
continues to beleaguer the city until a Pied-

montese division reaches the ground ; and upon
j

the general of that division, from political conside-

rations, and not because the triumj)h was his own,
devolves the duty of receiving the surrender of the

i
citadel. Having done all this. Garibaldi did some-

thing more. He directed that machinery should
be organised for testing the real wishes of the

Neapolitan people upon the question of the annexa-
tion to Northern Italy, and, when this was done,
he calmly handed over the friuts of his own perils
and triumphs to another. Sic vos non vobis. The
name of Joseph Garibaldi will take its place in

history by the side of that of George Washington.
: Where can a third be found ?

I

And now his task is done—and yet not done.
Garibaldi has retired to his little rocky islet in

the Straits of Bonifazio ; and, unless Italy should

again claim his life, and his sword, there he wiU
be content to remain. One or two questions,
however, must be finally settled, or he will speedily
reappear upon the scene. Whilst a priest holds

temporal power in Italy, or an Austrian soldier

remains in Venetia, Garibaldi's task is not at an
end. He himself has strongly expressed his own
consciousness of this when he proclaimed it in his

last address before leaving the scene of his last

triumphs— ' '

By next spring, if Italy woidd be

free, let her show 1,000,000 men under arms !"
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THE SILVER CORD.
BY SHIRLEY BROOKS.

CHAPTEE, Vir.

With most of the facts mentioned in the pre-
ceding pages Mr. Berry was well acquainted, and
at such of the minor details in the history of

Archibald Vernon and his children as had never
come formally before the solicitor, he could have
made a slu-ewd guess. He could have added, had
it been necessary for him to enter into matters on
which Arthur Lygon was as well informed as him-

self, that Mr. Vernon's period of residence at

Lipthwaite had been about the most creditable

portion of his life. Called upon for no active and
regiilar exertion to maintain a household around
him, but supplied, at dates which were never anti-

cipated or over-passed, with the means of living

respectably-, and being, moreover, as he well

knew, under the surveillance of more than one
friend of the ladies of Clapham, Vernon gradually
subsided into habits of order and exactness, and
even foimd comfort to the indolence of his nature
in departing as little as possible from the clock-
work regime of life in a small country town. He
still preserved his energetic delivery, which rather

frightened some of his Lipthwaite acquaintances,
and deluded others into the conviction—thoroughly

shared by himself—that he was a great man,
thrown away ; but his only energy was in his

speech, and he would postpone, for the most

fragile reasons, the writing the commonest letter

of business or courtesy. But he read a good deal,

indited many yards of the severest poetical demm-
ciations of society, and perhaps secretly cherished

:

an idea that some day the desired convulsion of that

I society woidd take })lace, when, like Lamartiue's,

! his pen would be found sword and sceptre in the

I

new era. His life was perfectly harmless, and its

I

real poetry, although he knew not that it was so,

lay in the admiring affection which he felt for his

three pretty daughters, and in their earnest love

for their fond and unhelpful father.

He was not living at Lipthwaite at the time at

which our narrative begins. A cottage, on the

Bolk's Hill road, which had been taken for him by
the IMisses Judson, was within a short walk of the

school at which the girls were placed, and during

the time of their undergoing the educational pro-

cess, as understood by Mrs. Spagley and her assist-

ants. Hermit Hut, as he had been pleased to name

it, answered the purpose for which it was designed,

that of an unpretentious home for a family of very
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limited means. The poor girls had not, in their

earlier life, been surrounded by the comforts

which chihlren aoce2)t without recognition ;
and

which, supplied by those who love them, leave

their young hearts at liberty to devise ornaments

and amusements. For far too many a year it had

been matter of thankfulness, or perhaps I had

better write, of congratulation, if the day were

got through without any particular annoyance,

and the meals of the household were not pali-ably

dctioient in something usually esteemed a neces-

sary. The ordinary combats with the tradesfolk,

and the occasional campaign when millinery wants

could be resisted no longer, and dress must be

managed somehow, had left poor Beatrice and

Bertha very regardless of flowers, birds, embroi-

deries, and pictures, and the thousand and one

dainty little signs that mark the habitation of

hajipy girlhood. With Laura the case was some-

what different, as her removal from a scene of

strife and penury to one of comparative comfort,

had taken place at an earlier part of her life, and

the child speedily acqiured the tastes and sympa-
thies of those of her own age. Beatrice and

Bertha climg to their thumbed and sentimental

novels, to their shifty ways and general untidiness,

while Laura became rcmgee, thoughtfid, orderly, and
fond of adoi'ning her home as if it were a place to

live in, not one meant merely to get through life in.

But this difference cheated no estrangement among
the sisters, for whom their common troubles had
created perhaps stronger ties than belong to sister-

hood—that connection apparently so close, and

yet so easily and completely sundered by changed
circumstances—and a truer alliance coidd not
have been discovered than existed between

Beatrice, Bertha, and Laura Vernon. While

they resided at Lipthwaite their intimacy was
unbroken, and when both the elder girls married,
which they easily did, to the surprise and indig-
nation of many better-dowered maidens of Lip-
thwaite, neither husbands nor children, nor that
more potent solvent of affection, rivalry in the

world, produced alienation of feeling between
them. When Laura, at niiieteen, succeeded in

appropriating to herself the heart and hand of the
handsome Arthur Lygon, and was removed to her
London home, the loneliness of Lijithwaite became

insupportable by her father, and with the assent
of the sui'viving Miss Judson—the elder had
departed, bequeathing some kindly evidences that
her heart had been less stern than her professions—Vernon again settled in the neighljourhood of

London, but this time in a pleasant boarding-
house, where he was much admired for his bright
eyes and fluency of language, and where he had
ample opportunity, at most comfortable dinners
and over excellent wine, both costing him nothing,
of proving to successions of amused guests that
the world was thoroughly wicked, and that all

its institutions were utterly detestable.
Thus far went Mr. Berry's information. How

much farther may be scon hereafter, but men of
his vocation seldom tell all that they know.
Had Mr. Berry ever heard of a scene like this ?

It was night—but not far into the night of a
cheerless day late in October—when a man, whose
rapid movement betokened his youth, forced his

way through the carelessly kept hedge at the end

of a long garden, in the country, and, pausing for

a moment to assure himself that he had caused no

alarm to a powerful house-dog which he knew to

be kenneled near the other extremity of the

garden, made his way to an arbour, which, but

that it was boarded and roofed with thatch, would
have been bleak and bare enough that drear and
all but wintry night. The feeble rays of a rising

moon afforded him imcertain guidance, but he trod

as one who well knew his way, for all his stealthy
entrance ;

but he had either the art of a cat-like

trpad, or was very lightly shod, for his foot paces
could scarcely have been heard by a listener.

Yet there was a certain recklessness in his next

act—unless it arose from habitual inability to deny
himself any enjoyment that occurred to him as

desirable.

Feeling his way into the arbour, and taking
his seat on ;i he took out a match and
struck it. It 1.;. and expired, and he mut-

tered, but not angrily, a French oath, and struck

a second match, with which he carefidly lit a

cigarette.

Having finished this, without moving, he looked

impatiently towards the hou.se, and in an under

key rather chanted than sang a vaudeville couplet

intimating that though

"Woman keeps us waiting now,
She shall wait for us to-morrow.''

And after some further manifestations of impa-

tience, the stranger drew from his ])ocket one of

those convenient continental inventions in which
candle and candlestick are made to shut up in the

smallest compass, and he lit hi" +i^'i.'- placed it

before him on a little table, and, i m^ out a tiny

volume, began to read.

A spectator, had there been one, would now have
had a good opportunity of observing the person
who conducted himself so coolly.
He was, as has been said, young, and well

made, and but for the intense and settled paleness
of his face, might have been called something more
than handsome. There was intellect, of a keen

order, though far from the highest, in the delicate

features, the somewhat square and closely shaven

face, and the lofty forehead, from which he had
removed a kind of military caji, tlins disclosing
what remained to him of shortly cut black hair,

smoothly laid, it might seem with a vie* of t-

hibiting that fine forehead to the best advantage.
The li2>s were very red, and somewhat comjiressed,
and on the upper one was a small black moustache,
an addition to the effect of a face which, though
an Englishman's, was Parisian in its finesse. His

dark, deeply set eyes glistened in the light of the

taper, which also showed, resting on the ta.ble, a

white small hand, with a glittering ring
—the

other hand was in a black glove. The stranger's
dress, too, was black, and his frock-coat was but-

toned at his neck, soldier fashion. But, be it

again said, for the pallor of the face, it was one

upon which you would at first look with a plea-

sure, which might not be permanent.
The spectator would have needed to be rapid,

however, in his observation, for in a few mioments

hght and hurrying footsteps were heard, and a



Dec. 1, I860.] THE SILVER CORD. 619

hand dashed out the light ahnost before one couki

have discerned that a woman's form had passed
into the arbonr.

Then words were spoken, and the first were of

reproach, in an under tone—
"Thoughtless, selfish."
" What, for lighting my poor little candle?

" said

a calm, clear voice, exceedingly gentle, almost

caressing, but for that imdercurrent of banter so

hateful to woman, whether she be j)leased or angry.
"And you have dashed to pieces my poor little

candle ! How cruel in you !

"

"
Suppose it had been seen," returned the female

voice, remonstratingly.

" He would have thought it was the moon,

Rising to some sorcerer's tune,

An hour too soon,"

recited the stranger, with very careful inflexion.

"I am here," said his companion, in a cold

voice. "Why are you here, and why have you
asked me to come ?

"

' '

Pointedly put, but categorical answer is not

always easy. However, I will do my best. When
is this pleasant marriage ?

"

"That—that caimot concern you," replied the

other, in a troubled voice. "I do not know."
' ' Your first statement is an error, my dear girl,

and the second, pardon me, is a falsehood."
' ' However much one is in your power, you

might preserve the language of a gentleman," re-

plied the girl, with agitation.
' '

"Wliy, when deceit, which is unworthy of a

lady, is sought to be practised upon me ? Why
am I to be deprived of the happiness of knowing
when my friends are to be made happy ?

"

"Your friends !

"

"
Actually said with a shudder—or is it the

cold ?—the night is chilly, and—"

It may have been that he attempted to approach
her, and that as if by instinct she eluded him. She
stood at the entrance of the arbour, with her hand

upon one of the rough posts.
If there had been such an interruption to their

talk, he took no notice of it, but asked—
" Is Mr. Vernon in bed ?

"

' ' You know that my father never goes to his

room until eleven."
" I fancied I had heard that hour from the old

church—waiting for you must have made the

time seem long.
"

" Once more, what brings you here ?
"

" Once more, when is the wedding?
"

" I don't know," repeated the girl.
"
Strange, that you shoidd not, and that I

shoidd !

"

"Then why ask?"
"
Petulance, my love, w^ithin limits, is the most

charming privilege of women, but when carried

too far, Ave call it impeiiiinence.
"

This was said in the most benign Avay, and it

was singular that it should have produced a

passionate replj^.
" I did not mean to l)e impertinent—pray

forgive me—Init I am ill—and it is very cold—I

have no shawl—do not be angry, Ernest."
"

I am never angry, and least of all with you.
Nor wiU I tletain you long."

" Please speak, and say what you wish. I am
in such terror—"

" You need not be. No one ever came to harm
fot my sake."

"Oh, my God!" was the response, given, it

might be, involuntarily.
" A form of dissent from my proposition, I

take it," he replied ; and a listener, if there were

one, might well wonder of what the heart was
made that could respond, with a sneer, to a sob.
' ' I am sorry that we differ, but we will not

quarrel, I think."
"
No, no, indeed," said the agitated girl.

" Then let us speak of business. The bridal

day is fixed, as I tell you, though you will not
tell me so. I cannot allow the joyful occasion

to pass Avithout my making some present to the

happy pair, giving some sign that I sympathise
in their transports."
"For mercy's .sake, do not stand and inflict

tortvire."
" Not for the world. I hoped to give pleasure,

by showing my entire forgiveness of anything that

might have seemed to be to my injury."
" To yours !

" said the girl in a low voice.

"Why, yes. Without affecting any profundity
of feeling, with which I fear I shoidd not be

credited, can a man calmly resign the love of a

lovely being, whose attachment to himself
"—

"At any risk, I leave you— God help me !
—

if you speak so."
" Stand there!" said the stranger in a hasty tone

of command. " So—a moment's thought, and you
are rational. I had merely to say that I desire to

make the bridal present I speak of. But, as the

pupils of Mrs. Spagley are likely to know, the

honour of being the writing-master at her distin-

guished establishment is more remarkal)le than the

amount of his salary. 1 am sure you understand

me."
You want us to you more money.

Ernest, how are we to get it ?
"

' ' I woidd not insidt the intellect of the Misses

Vernon by supposing that what they have done
before they caunot do again."
"We have really none, and papa has none—

what can we do?"
"I thought, pardon me, that Mr. Vernon usually

received certain moneys about the S-Ith. This is

the •2Gth, a point on which I would not dwell, but

that yesterday I perceived the postman came
towards Bolk's Hill with a registered letter."

"But that is wanted for—for marriage arrange-

ments," said the poor giid. "I cannot talk to

you on such things, and you ought not to make
me—I mean that—"

"Never mind. I comprehend, and a bride

woiild not willingly be thought a beggar."
"Ernest !

" sobbed the girl.
' ' But I might remind you that, on the ve of a

marriage, hearts and purses are open, and a bride

has such advantages when she asks a little assist-

ance from friends."

She was silent. Perhaps prostrated in presence
of his cruelty and meanness.—Yet do not read a

woman's heart too fast, or you may read it very

wrongly. He, at all events, did not choose so to

interpret her.
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" All will lie arranged. I feel that it will, and

that my l.ridal present will be worthy of the

oceasion. On the day after to-morrow my copy

of Frankenstein will be returned to me, enriched

with notes — the notes representing twenty

pounds.
"

'* Twenty ]iounds, Ernest !

"

" That will be the amount. You have already

seen your amiable way to funds—the sum is a

mere detail. I had nothing more to say that need

detain you from yoiir warm fire-side—unless,

indeed—"

He, in wily fashion, dashed out in the middle of

his speech, as if to clasp her—but she was gone.

Ernest Hard\\ack had the money on the day he

had apjwinted.
Did ^It. Berry know of this meeting, or the

circumstances that made it what it was ?

CHArTER VIII.

The excellent Mrs. Berry had firmly resolved

that her husband and his friend should have no

farther confidential talk that night at least, and

that whatever mischief might have been done by
the shell which she had so deliberately pitched into

the enemy's fortress shoiild not be repaired, until

she had endeavoured to follow up the attack. AVe

shall see what became of her resolution.

Clara was speedily directed to go to her room,
vdth a solemn injunction not to forget her prayers,
and to put out her candle before getting into bed.

The first injunction made the child open her eyes,
for it was very needless, but she looked wistfully
at her father to obtain a revision of the second.

" Mamma takes her light away," said Arthur.

"Then," said I^Irs. Berry, calmly, "there may
be many reasons why she shoidd learn to do with-

out such assistance."
"
Nonsense," said Mr. Berry, ringing the bell.

" Tell Hester to fetch the candle."
" Of course you will give your servants what

directions you please, Mr. Berry," said the lady,

putting the thin lips together, and assuming her
favourite attitude of a wronged wife.

"In my time," said old Mrs. Empson, whom
Mrs. Berry possibly desired to enlist for active

service, "in my time gentlemen did not take upon
themselves to meddle in such matters."

"Ah," replied Mr. Berry, who with all his

forbearance had no idea of foreign troops beinc
levied to fight against him, "lint that was such
a very long time ago. Aunt Emi)son, and we
have improved the fashions. Or i^erhaps your
memory don't serve you as well as it did. I
dare say, now, that poor Mr. Empson had his
own way at home."

"Toor Mr. Empson," retorted the incensed old

lady, "I don't know what call you have to use
such words, LIr. Berry. Mr. Empson may not
have chose to squander the money that by rights
should have been his wife's in building ginger-
bread houses, and buying Brummagem buttons,
but he was not so poor as all that comes to."
"As all what comes to, my dear lady?"

asked the provoking atto7'ney.
' ' You needn't talk to me," replied Mrs. Empson,

venomously.
"But 1 think that you were kind enough,

Aunt Empson, to begin by talking to me, or

rather at me, and my respect for you compels me
to answer."

"Mrs. Empson is my aiint, Mr. Berry," said

Mrs. Berry, in a toneless voice.

"You needn't take my part, Marion," said the

ungrateful recruit. "It is not a bit of snip-snap

impertinence, as I woidd whip that child for

using to her betters, that will frighten me."
"But Clara has not spoken," said her father,

angrily, and lighting a candle for the child, he

conducted her from the room, with a kind hand

upon her shouldei", and consigned her to Hester,
who was coming to answer the bell. He then

returned to his sofa, in a humour to speak his

mind on small provocation, for he was savage
that such an idea as that Clara coidd be beaten

for anything should have been put into his child's

head.
" Children were not brought up in that way

in my time," said Mrs. Empson, with all the

pertinacity of a disagreeable old woman.

"By Jove ! I should think not," was the in-

stant reply of Mr. Lygon.
" To judge by what

one sees now, I should think not. As j\Ir. Berry

very well remarks, we have improved the

fashions."
"
Really," said Mrs. Berry, with a laugh which

the others were to accept as playful; "really,
Mr. Lygon, absence from your wife does not seem
to sweeten your temper. It is so creditable to

yoii as a married man, that we cannot complain of

it, and I must add a postscript to my letter, telling
Laixra how uncomfortable you are when she is

away."
' ' If the gentleman will let his friends know

where to write to her," added Aunt Empson.
Mrs. Berry opened a neat little book, but over

it she keenly watched the effect of this imperti-
nence. Arthur's legal adviser, however, deemed
it time to take up his client's case.

"
What, Aunt Empson, do you want to write

to Mrs. Lygon ? I am sure she will be delighted.
Do you recollect what fun we had over one of

your notes last year, and how we were obliged to

send for Hester from the kitchen to come and
read it, the spelling being more like hers than

ours ?
"

Mrs. Empson's head waggled laterally in token
of her excessive anger, but did not supply her

with words meet for the occasion. Mr. Berry
pursued his revenge.
"What was that one word that beat us all—you

remember it, Marion, j'our memory is so good
for little things

— something about heavenly
wretches ?

"

" I beg that no such reference may be made to

me," said Mrs. Berry, in some little discomposure,
for she knew the temper of her relative, and by no
means desired to be thought she had amused her-

self at Mrs. Empson's expense. "lean always
read any note my aunt is kind enough to send

me, and that you know jierfectly well, Mr.

Berry."
"No, no," said her husband, pleased at liaA'ing

effected a diversion, "you gave it up, and it was

only Hester, at last, that found out that aunt

_

was recommending us to lay up heavenly riches
;
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she was thinking of a text, yoii know, Arthur,
but we elderly people sometimes use wrong
words."

" Some elderly people do, certainly," said Mr.
Arthur Lygon.

It was a free and gentle passage of arms, but

though victory was not decided, it did not seem to

rest with the challengers, and therefore their

leader deemed it ht to charge in pei'son. She was

making up the thin lips for a pleasant speech,
when her exasperated recruit broke in, her voice

shaky with auger.
" You may be glad enough to take the advice

as I sent you, one of these days, Mr. and Mrs.

Berry," she said.
"

JNIy dear aunt," said Mrs. Berry, now really
alarmed (for who knows what confidences women
have between one another, and who does not

know that, by feminine ethics, a quai-rel legally
dissolves all obligations to keep old faith), "I
must insist that you do not for a moment "

"I have not come to my years," said Mrs.

Empson,
" to have the word insist used to me,

and most of all by my own niece, whom I have
knowd from a child."

"Aunt," entreated Mrs. Berry, more earnestly
thau it might have been supposed she could sjteak,

"please don't misunderstand vie."

"I am a stupid old woman, no doubt," per-
sisted Mrs. Empson,

' ' and if I had not knowd it

of myself, I should have been made aware of it

to-night by these gentlemen, who have both been

good enough to set theu" wits against a woman
as is old enough to be the mother of one of

them "

"And the grandmother of another, and that is

me, eh, aunt ?
"
said Mr. Berry, laughing.

"
Come,

I am sure you are much too good-hearted a person
to take anything seriously that was not meant so.

Why, Marion, here, who loves you better than
she loves anybody, was as much amused at your
funny spelhng as the rest of us, and you know
that it is unpossible for her to feel anything
towards you but respect. Don't get angry, but
let us all have a glass of something comfortable

together.
"

This last straw broke the old camel's back. The
idea of being treated by her nephew-in-law like one
of those old nurses, or common sort of people, who
are to be blowd up all through the evening, and
then smoothed down with a glass of spirits. Such
was the way Mrs. Empson would have put it, if

she had stiU possessed any power of setting forth

her wrongs before proceeding to avenge them.
' '

Person, ^Ir. Berry—I am a jterson, I am well
aware of that, and the next time this person
troubles you with her handwriting or her presence,
let me know of it, that is all." And she made,
all things considered, rather a vigorous clutch at

a black bonnet in a chair near her. At which
bonnet—one touch of millinery makes the whole
female world kin—Mrs. Berry also darted, and
began smoothing the ribbons, and pushing out the
curtain with a tender elaboration that was artisti-

cally designed to go straight to the heart of her

aunt, as were the niece's touch upon the arm of

her relative, and soothing words.

"Dearest aunt, if there is one thing in the

world to which I may appeal with coulidence, it is

your feeling as a Christian."

Other persons, who to be sure woiild know less

of jNIrs. Empson, might have thought that such an

appeal was the one thing in the world that might
be lodged with small advantage. But Mrs. Berry
knew something of her aunt and something of

human nature.
" I honestly hope, ilarion, that I may presume

to call myself a Christian, if
"—she added with a

furious look at the men—"these gentlemen will

not think it is taking too great a liberty."
Arthur's handsome face looked as if he did

think the libei'ty in question was being taken, but
Mr. Berry only smiled good-naturedly, and once

more rang the bell.
" Don't ring the bell for me," exclaimed the old

lady, in renewed wrath, at the idea that the sol-

vents were going to l)e asked for in order to pacify
her.

' ' On the coutrarj', I am going to ring for

Hester," said Mr. Berrj"-.

"Edward," said Mrs. Berry, who was alwaj's

very much in earnest indeed when she called hor

husband by his baptismal name,
" I beg that you

will prevent a menial from entering this room
until my aunt has been perfectly convinced that

yoiu" ill-placed raillery was only foolish, and not

intended disrespectfully."
" How long will the operation take, my dear,

as both Arthur and myself woidd like a tumbler
of whiskey toddy ?

"

"0 ! aunt, aunt!" cried Mrs. Berry, inspired,
and kneeling on a footstool that she might the

more comjiendiously embrace her rather siu-prised

relation, who subsided into the arm-chair under

the vigorous assault. "
0, aunty, I always said

that you were the dearest and kindest being in

the world, and you do indeed show it to forgive
such condiict. 0, you do indeed !

"

Mrs. Empson might, under other circumstances,
have explained that she had done nothing at all

in the way of forgiveness, but her niece pressed
her down into the chair, and sobbed—at all events,

sobbed with her shoidders—and youth will be

served, as the proverb says. The aged Christian

was in no position to explain her feelings.

"Aunt, dear," continued Marion Yictrix, pur-

suing her advantage, and putting the thin lips to

the reluctant cheek—never was there such a

double mockery of a kiss—" God bless you, and
make me only half as good and as kind and as

generous as you are."

"It does not seem much to ask," thought "Mr.

Arthur Lygon, who was regarding the scene with

considerable disfavoiir, though he was not in a

mood to care very much what went on in his

presence.
"
Begone, Hester," cried Mrs. Berry, im-

petuously waving away that faithful domestic, the

instant she entered.

"Eh !" said Hester, advancing as calmly as if

she had received no instructions in an opposite
sense. "Is the poor old soul ill? Dear me!
Let me fetch her a droj) of hot brandy-and-water,
m'm."

"
Do, Hester," said the implacable Mr. Berry,

' '

and, while j'ou are about it, fetch the spirit
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decanters, ami Lring hot .and cold water, Hester,

tnniblers, spoons, and two wine-glasses."

Aunt Em])Son's struggles to arise were consider-

able, bnt lier niece's resolute repression of tbem

was really a touch of niuscnlar Christianity.

"One "true thing has been said to you, dear

aunt, one thing that you must and shall believe,

and that is that I rcsi)ect and esteem you more

than anybody in the world. Believe that, dearest

aunt. And so does Mr. Berry," she continued,

skilfully, "only he has been a little upset to-night

bj"- 1 don't know Mhat bad news, and he has taken

rather more wine than is quite good for him, and

I am sure j'ou will overlook that."

Now the charge of having taken too much wine

is, I need hardly remind my male friends, one of

those allegations which place the accused person
at the mercy of his lady prosecutor

—if mercy
were a thinf; to come into the came at all. The
words really have the power of those of Circe,

when she ordered her victims to become brutes.

More,—for her slaves had deserved their fate by
actual drinking, whereas the accusation in ques-

tion, from the mouth of Lovely Woman in our time,
tells better against a sober than an intoxicate

being. From the moment of the fatal utterance,

words, looks, deeds, all take a new colouring, are

bathed in the purple tide. Speak slowly, and,
evU man, be told that you cannot get ideas to come
or words to flow, and lit them. Speak fast, and
the demon of drink is riding brain and tongue. Do
not speak at all, and you are stupid with the wine

you have taken. Argixe, and you are fractious

and feverish. Assent, and you are siUy, and do
not fully comprehend the meaning of the words
addressed to you. Move about the room, and

you are restless with the wine, which does not

agree with you, and yo\i had better sit down
before you break any of the statuettes. Kemain
tranquilly on the coxich, and of course yoir are

crushing and rending the anti-macassar, but you
are not in a state to know what you are about.

Propose to go to bed, and no doubt it is the best

place for you, but if you were in a condition to

care for the opinions of others, you might think
what the servants would say at your going off to
bed at eleven o'clock. Intimate a notion of

remaining, and it is only a man who has been
rendered reckless by wine that Avould think of

kee])ing up those poor servants after half-past ten.

Smile, and it is a foolish smile, and you had
really better take a book. Frown, and perhaps
you had better look in the glass, if you can see

straight, and then you wiU know what ridicrdous

grimaces you are making. Take up a book, and
at once be called upon to answer whether people
come home to read at that time of night, and
also whether you can see the lines distinctly.
Lay the book down, and be commended for doing
well in not nmning the risk of soiling and spoil-
ing what can be of no use to you in your present
state. Be cool and undemonstrative as usual, and
prepare to state what wine men take that makes
them savage and sulky. Press the loved one's
hand, or lightly touch her silken tress, and meet
the pitying, pitiless wonder how many glasses are
wanted to make a person so mightily affectionate.
Therefore thou art inconsiderate, man, if ever

thou exposest thyself to that charge from thy
virtuous and domestic Circe. Some married men
have recommended that the first time it is

brought (save in extraordinary lovingness and

playfulness), answer be instantly made with the

Bright Poker. Of this counsel 1 presume to judge
not. It might be gentler to bribe the enemy, by
never going anywhere without her. For she is

not altogether adamant, whatever may have been

said for the defendant.

But for this kind of attack to be very sxrccessful,

it is necessary that the combatants should be

alone, as a witness on the male side is very much
in the way. Upon the present occasion Mr.

Berry, who had his weaknesses, one of which was

anger when unjustly accused, actually coloured

up at this sacrifice of manly dignity at the altar

of feminine affection, and was going to say some-

thing which might not have acted as oil on the

waters. But his witness came suddenly out, and

emphatically.
"
Quite a mistake, Mrs. Berry, I beg to assure

you. Your husband has taken next to nothing,
less in fact than I myself have done, and I am
anxious to vindicate myself from the charge of

having caused any irregidarity in a friend's family.
Mr. Berry, I am happy to inform you, has not

taken moi'e wine than is good for him."

We do not believe in evil eyes in England, and

therefore, though there are plenty of them about,

they do us no harm. Else, the glance which the

kneeling Marion bestowed upon the interposing

Lygon miight have been more than was good for

him.

The old lady in the chair made one more effort

to rise, but was again put down by a hasty and
fervent embrace, and Mrs. Berry arose for battle.

" Mr. Lygon," she said with a spitefrd delibera-

tion,
" whatever unhappiness there may be in

yoiir own family, I will thank you not to bring

any into mine."

"My dear Mrs. Beny," said Arthur, whose
nature it was to become composed and wary in

the presence of manifest hostility,
" how happy I

should be to deserve your thanks for anything."
" When a wife," continued the lady, "is endea-

vouring to find the best excuse she can for a hus-

band's conduct, it does not become a stranger to

interfere, and endeavour to keeji up in-itation."
" Christians are never irritated, Mrs. Berrj',"

said Arthur, calmly.

"There," cried the high voice, varied with

croak, of the old lady in the chair. " You see he
calls me a wretched heathen to my very face.

"

"
Aunt," said Mrs. Berry, with dignity, "what

either of the so-called gentlemen in this room may
say at this time must be a matter for pity, not

for answer. You, I am sure, will so regard it."
' '

What, have / had too much wine, also ?
"

asked Lygon, with a short laugh.
" I did not

know it. But if so, is it not a little inhospitable
in you, my dear Mrs. Berry, to tell yoxa guest
so?"

" It is the right thing to tell the tnith," said

Mrs. Berry, as if announcing a newly recognised
dogma.
"And not right to do the reverse," said Mr.

Berry, roused into real wrath, and manifesting it



Deo. 1, I860.] THE HUNTERIAN MUSEUM. 623

by bringiug his lifiiid clown, by no means gently,
ou tbe table. " I will have no imtruths spoken
in my house, about me or about any guests."
"Oh!" said, or rather emitted, Mrs. Berry.

Two letters are nothing, but there may Ije from

Alpha to Omega in two letters, and I think the

noise made by the lady ran nearly that length in

implied taunt and deiiance.

"No untruths, to please anybody," returned
her husband.

' '

Perhaps it might have been well, not that I

presume to dictate," said Mrs. Berry, slowly,
"

if

that notice had been given a little earlier."
" You hear what I say," replied Mr. Berry,

understanding her meaning, but not choosing to

do so. "Mrs. Empson kiiows perfectly well that

intentional disrespect to her is out of the ques-

tion, but I am sorry that she has lived all these

years without learning how to take a friendly

joke. When she can do so, I shall be as happy
as I always am to see her here. You can explain
that to her, Marion, without any unworthy sub-

terfuges. Lygon, we will take our tumbler in the

library."
He led the younger man from the room. Arthur

expected, at each instant, to receive a parting

shot, but whether the sudden and very unusual

manifestation of her husband's anger had awed
Mrs. Berry, or whether she preferred to defer

operations until a more convenient season, the

solicitor and his client were allowed to pass with-

out further speech. Then the womeu made up
their differences in a minute, and Hester entering,

not empty-handed, they also made something else,

after the manner of such ladies.

(To be continvM.)

THE HUNTERIAN MUSEUM AT THE COLLEGE OF SURGEONS.

How many among
the thousands who
have viewed with
artistic delight
Sharp's engraving of

Sir Joshua's picture
of John Hunter, have

ever taken the trouble

to inquire further re-

specting the glories
of the great original ?

Yet Hunter was,
without the slightest

doubt, one of the

most prominent re-

presentative men of

the last century—a

man whose advent
the great Bacon must
have foreseen, and
whose traces will be
discernible to physio-

logists of the latest

posterity. A poor lad,

without friends—for

those valuable ones

he had, he imhappily became estranged from—
wends his way from an obscure town in the north,

sets resolutely to work, and bone by bone, tissue Ijy

tissue, specimen by specimen, builds up a history of

animated creation from the shapeless zoophite to

imperial man himself. Before the time of Hunter
a few detached groups of facts were all that we

possessed of the great chain of terrestrial life. By
painful every-day toil, by incessant thought, link by
link, he connected these groups together, supplied
entire lengths that were dehcient, and made mani-

fest the spirit of unity that pervaded the whole. He
touched the full diapason of organised life, and left

to posterity in his great museum the harmonious

song he had elicited from the most hidden recesses

of nature. He did all this, and like many others

in the ranks of pure XDhilosophy, he died rich only
in the gifts he had conferred u[ion mankind.
When the exigencies of his widow demanded that

his museum should be offered to the Government

American Elk autlers, locked together in combat, causing the
death, of both animals.

—which at that time

meant William Pitt—the reply of the

Minister was, charac-

teristic of the warlike

atmosphere in which
he Hved,

"
What,

give 20,000?. for bot-

tles ? we want the

money to buy gun-
powder !

" The value

of the truths en-

shrined in those bot-

tles, however, would

prevail, and after

seven years' clamour-

ing at the doors of

Ministers, Science at

length got a hearing
in the House of Com-

mons, and Parliament

agreed to piu-chase
the Hunterian Collec-

tion for the sum of

15,000/., and it was
then transferred to

the custody of the Corporation of Surgeons, which

became incorporated in the year ISOO as the

Royal College of Sm-geons. Other grants of

money were afterwards made towards the col-

lection by Government, and the college itself has

since built the maguiticent museum in which is

enshrined what may tridy be considered the apo-
theosis of Hunter. Year by year this magnificent
collection has been added to by ])urchase, and the

additions made by the Curator of the college have

gone on to such an extent that the preparations,

physiological and ^pathological, the exclusive work
of Hunter, which only numbered at his death

10,536, now reach to upwards of 30,000.
If the \'isitor happens to know an M.ll.C.S., he

readily obtains a passport to its lofty apartments,
and as readily falls into a certain attitude of wonder
at beholding such an infinity of natural objects in,

to him, an unnatural dress. The floors groaning
with the weight of gigantic skeletons of extinct
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animals ; the side cases filled with the grand pro-

cession of organised life, from the vegetable to the

highest order of anim:U life ;
the upper galleries

shining with a vast army of bottles, the deposi-

tories of Kature's more subtile secrets ;
the shelves

full of monstrosities and malformations, and the

glass-cases rich in i)hysical curiosities illustrative

of the accidents to which life is subjected. Here

a series of tadpoles, from the time the creature

leaves the ovum to that period of adolescence

when, contrary to the human example, it casts its

tail; there a couple of gigantic American elk

horns, fast locked in conflict,—the doe for whom
the animals had been fighting was found dead

beside the entangled belligerents ;
a little further on

the skeleton of poor Chunee—the hapless eleijhant

wbo sufiered death at Exeter Change for the crime

of having a toothache—his skull riddled with balls,

showing that the tile of soldiers who did the

murder were not possessed of the skill of the great

hunter, Gordon Cumming, who dropped his ele-

phant of a hundred summers with one ball judi-

ciously planted. Tiu'n which way he will, where
in fact all is order, he sees nothing but confusion.

Under these circumstanceswe cannot do better than

take the visitor by the hand, and let his attention

fall naturally upon the most prominent objects.

There is evidently a natural determination of

giants towards the museum. The most striking

object the eye meets on entering the first large
room is the skeleton of the Irish giant, O'Bryan.
His fate was a memorable example of how vain is

the struggle men of such extravagant development

wage against the anatomist. Poor O'Bryan, who
drank himself to death, evidently had a presenti-
ment of the manner in which his body woidd be

disposed of
;
and he tried to avert it by directing

that his body should be sunk in the deep, and in

order to provide for this disposition of it, two men
were pro^nded to watch it until the time for the

burial came. But Hunter coidd not bi'ing himself

to let shp such an ojtportunity to acquire such a

"specimen," and he attempted to bribe the

wretches by offering them a hundred pounds for

it. His eagerness was too apparent however,
and these trustworthy indixaduals managed to raise

the price to SUO?. ! The jirize obtained. Hunter
sent it home in his own carriage, and fearing
lest it should be claimed, immediately dismem-

bered, and boiled it. The writer of the description
in the catalogue apologetically refers to the con-

sequent brown apjiearanee of the skeleton, in the
same spirit as a clear-starcher woiUd of the iinsatis-

factory
"
get up" of a piece of fine linen. It does

not appear to make much difTerence to O'Bryan,
however, who is posed in an easy attitude, with
one arm hanging carelessly by his side, and the
other held elegantly aloft, towering by the head
and shoidders over another "rough sketch of

man," which stands upon an opposite pedestal. In
the glass cases which fill the left-hand corner of
the upper end of the room, other giants with a
commendable modesty keep in the back ground.
Freeman, the American pugilist, as far as the
whiteness of his bones is concerned, cannot

complain of his "getting up;" and in the other
comer a gigantic tinker forms a becoming pen-
dant. This man when in the fiesh used to pass

by the college, and do odd jobs, and in return

he is conveniently housed in this comfortable glass

case. At the bottom of the glass case we see the

oiitstretched hands of other giants marked—the

English giant, Bradley ;
the French giant, Mons.

Lewis, seven feet four inches ; the Irish giant, Patrick

Cotter, eight feet seven inches. They seem to hold

up their hands in testimony of their stature ere they

finally sidiside to the level of mother earth. But
what is there particidar about that rather short

and powerful skeleton between the two larger
ones ? The attendant takes out his card, which
lies against the wall in the shape of a coffin-plate

thus inscribed :
—

r^:

^1.

oriacnan

licLt

Q
fda

:•
;

\\

lyii^ -JJIS'
e

n y ^2 vear
r
y^^y

^\

I

y hiiS cLqe

Coffin-plate of tlie great thicf-catclier Jonathan Wilde.

The card forgets to give his last address, doubt-

less from motives of delicacy. Tyburn was
not such a fashionable neighbourhood then,

as it has since become. There is nothing
about the present appearance of the great thief-

catcher which at all reminds one of his bad pre-

eminence in life. In all probability, many of the

skeletons about him were those of thieves and
murderers ;

for of old the Conservator of the

museimi was dissector in ordinary to all male-

factors executed in London. Nevertheless, Wilde
seems no longer to scent his prey, and the hunter

and hunted are at last at peace,
—at least when

they are not being dusted, which I am assured is

done by one of the porters three times a year with

the utmost impartiaHty. In an adjoining glass-
case there are specimens of Australian and African

skeletons, which present certain differences from
the European type which are highly interesting to

the comparative anatomist. How clearly we see

the countenance of the Bosjesman in the facial

bones of the skull, and how feeble is the frame-

work of the Australian savage when compared
with that of the European, enervated, as some

people choose to say, with an xdtra civilisation.

At the opi)osite end of this room there are some
human mummies, which we must not omit to

notice. For instance, there stands ilrs. Van
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Butcliell, who has most certainly not been pre-
served for her beauty. We are apt to think tliat

in this age we have arrived at the very perfection
of advertising, direct and indirect

; yet here is a

si)ecimen of the ability of the last century, which
Avill bear coni[)arison with our best efforts. Think
of a charlatan iitilising his defunct partner in

this direction ! Van Butchell, who would seem to

have been a kind of St. John Long of his day,

appears to have had his wife embalmed—on the

same principle that Barnum stuffed his mermaid—
to draw the public purse ;

and like that worthy
he advertised his wares judiciouslj^ in the public

press. On the breast of the lady, for instance,

we find a card inscribed with the following notice

from the "St. James's Chronicle" of October 21st,

1773:—
"Van Butchell (not willing to be unfortunately

circumstanced, and wishing to convince some good
minds they have been misinformed) acquaints the

curious no stx-anger can see his embalmed wife

imless (by a friend personally) introduced to him-

self any day between nine and one, Sundays
excepted."
What could induce persons to pay a visit to

Mr. Van Butchell in order to see such a shocking

spectacle we cannot conceive. In this collection

the body is by no means out of place, flanked on
either hand by an Egyj^tian mummy, and by the

preserved remains of a woman who died in the

Lock Hospital, v/hilst a dried sj^ecimenof the genus
homo, sitting crouched up on his haunches,
looks on apparently amazed at the change of scene

he experiences from the Gaaco at Caxamanca, in

Peru. There is food for conjecture in another

that in all probability the poor little fellow was
emidoyed in some way in the interment, and must
have been forgotten by tiie workmen when the
vault was finally closed.

Next to the cases containing the human skele-

tons is a golgotha, or i)lace of skulls. These domes
of bone tell of the wide diversity of power that

ranges through the human race. Here we have
the full scale, from the head of the Caucasian

type (a line from the forehead of which to the
lower jaw is almost perpendicidar) to that of the
Carib (in which" the line slants outwards towards
the jaw with a most animal-like slant). If the

visitor will take the trouble to examine the skull

'lii'i'liil!;

Peruvian miunniy.

skeleton of a young lad close at hand. All his

history is comprised in the fact that he was found

erect in a vaidt, with the remnants of his clothes

on, lender St. Botolph's, Aldgate, old church, in

the year 1742. The last time the vaxilt had been

opened was during the Great Plague in 1665, so

Skeleton of gorilla or highest order of ape.

of the gorilla, a gigantic chimpanzee, in the adjoin-

ing room, he will see that between the skull of

the most debased tribe of mankind, and that of

the highest ape, the diifereuce is immense. The

gorilla's skull seems all taken up with the facial
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bones, the powerful lower jaw occupying the most

promiueut part ; indeed, in this respect it contrasts

Skull of lowest type of man.

ill with the skulls of several of the lower monkeys,
which in general form seem to jiarody but too

closely that of man. We may see at a glance in

towers above us from its appropriate pedestal.

The history of these bones afiords a proof of the

Skull of gorilla, or highest order of ape.

these skulls the prominent races of mankind.

The small Tatar physiognomy is traced in those

prominent high cheek bones, the delicate Hindoo

in that small line skidl of most fragile constriiction.

Again, we see the race of narrow foreheads in the

Australian and New Guinea skulls. Here and

there we find that the skvill has been iitilised as a

water-vessel, a piece of twisted native grass pass-

ing through the orbits and the great foramen by
way of handle.

The Scandinavians xised, it is said, to drink

meed out of the skulls of their ancestors ;
the

natives of Western Aiistralia use "the dome of

thought
"

as a calabash in which to carry water.

Here is a specimen in which the Avater has clearly
been poured from the eye-holes, as the edges of

the bones have been quite j^olished by the friction

of the fluid. The Polynesians have a custom of

ornamenting their skulls. Among the collection

before us there is one with eyes of wood hideously

projecting from the sockets, and with a kind of

comical bowsprit running out from the nose. But
how comes this high-browed Caucasian skull

among those of the lowest type of savages ? All

the catalogue tells us is that it came from South

Australia, the natives of which were known at

one time to have been cannibals. There are traces

of fire still to be seen upon the temporal bones,
and we may draw the dark inference that its

owner must have been some Exiropean despatched
and eaten ages ago. Strange that, tlirough the

agencies of science, this grim relic should have made
the circuit of the globe to testify to the fact !

The ostcological collection, mainly the work of

Hunter, from the human skeletons we have been

looking at, descends in an unbroken chain down
to the lowest insect life. It is curious to contrast
the beautifully dissected framework of the minute

humming-bird with that of the gigantic dinornis
of New Zealand, the imperfect skeleton of which

Omameuted skulls of South Sea Islanders.

marvellously prophetical powers of science. Some

years ago a few very large bones, found in a New
Zealand watercourse, were brought to this country

and submitted to the inspection of Professor Owen,

then the curator of the museum. After a careful

study of their peculiarities, he pronounced them to

belong to an extinct wingless bird of gigantic pro-

portions. At the time his scientific friends merely

smiled at the poetical flight of the Professor, and

attempted to discourage what they considered to

be his rashness in building such a superstructure

upon a few disjointed bits of bone : he persisted,

however, in his opinions, and has lived to find

them verified, as whole skeletons of these extra-

ordinary birds have since been found, proving
that they belong to that class of which the apteryx
in the Zoological Gardens is now the diminutive

and sole living representative. There are in the

museum some eggs of the dinornis, and casts of

those of a still larger species once living in the

Island of Madagascar, a section of which would

be big enough for a foot-bath.

The curiosities of the museum are the points
which principally attract the non-professional

visitors, and among these are some singular

examples of the desperate injuries the himian

frame can siistain with comparative impunity.
For instance, here is the shaft of a chaise ;

some

fine day in the year 1812, we are informed, it

transfixed the chest of a certain Mr. Tipple,

entering imder the left arm and coming out under

the right arm ; and, in confirmation of the story,

we find in a large bottle close at hand a prejiaration
of the chest bones, integument, and lungs, show-

ing the cicatrices of the old wound and the manner
in which the lungs had been injured. Nevei-the-

less, the object of this unpleasant o2)eration lived

eleven years afterwards, and drove, for all we

know, his tax-cart as jollily as before. In a

recess close at hand is a drawing of another acci-
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dent of a similar nature, in which, however, the

chest was subjected to a still more severe trial in

a contrary direction. John Toylor, a Prussian,
' ' whilst guiding the pivot of the trysail mast into

the main boom, the tackle gave way ;
the pivot

passed obliquely through his body, apparently
between the heart and the left lung." Notwith-

standing this spitting process the man got quite

well, and has been several times to the museiim
with his shipmates to view the drawing, quite

proud of his achievement
; and, in order to further

illustrate the case, he promises to dedicate his

chest to the miiseum after his death !

If we traverse the pathological gallery we shall

find some astounding examples of the tolerance with

which the stomach will bear the presence of very
awkward foreign bodies. This one, for example,
is fidl of pins, bent double in the foi-m of fish-

hooks. When we see a poor dyspeptic patient
attribute his misery to " that bit of plum cake he

took over night," we cannot help thinking of the

secret this Avoman must have possessed to delibe-

rately swallow crooked pins until she had accu-

midated a couple of lbs. in her stomach without

any seeming inconvenience. Close at hand, in a

bottle, we see a juggler's "failure," in the shape
of a dagger swallowed not wisely

" but too well."

It was fast disappearing under the effects of the

gastric juice, but, imfortunately, the patient
could not wait for the completion of the digestive

process. Very near there is another bottle fuU of

the remains of clasp knives. The patient's stomach
in this case had managed to dissolve all the handles,
and nothing was left but the bare frameworks of

iron and the blades. "What would half the over-

fed, imder-worked class of valetudinarians give
for such a splendid organ ! If we descend to the

floor of the museum once more, we shall find a

few odd things to show the visitor. In this glass

case, devoted to skin curiosities, we come suddenly

upon a little bit of historical illustration. These

little dry remnants of brown -looking leather take

ns back to tlie times of the Anglo-Saxons, and tell

a tale of those lawless times. We read in romance
of the daring sea-kings, but here is a plain and

very iigly bit of prose, in the shape of specimens
of skin from flayed Northmen, caught plundering
our churches. Our ancestors had a trick of nailing
the hides of those they caiight thus amusing them-

selves, upon the church doors,
"
poiir d'encourager

les autres," and the specimens we see have been

taken from the church doors of Hedstock and

Copford in Essex, and from the north door of Wor-
cester. Seeing that these remnants of frail huma-

nity must have been thus exposed for upwards of

a thousand years, there seems to be some truth in

the boast that there is
"
nothing like leather."

There is a very stout piece of dermis near those

Danish fragments, which looks remarkably like a

piece of india-rubber, but the catalogue informs

US that it is
" from the shoulder of a remarkably

stout man, and was tanning from April to Sep-
tember ;

" a very obdurate piece of skin, doubtless,

but we do not see the scientific importance of the

explanation. In the frame devoted to the concre-

tions found in the human organs are some remark-O
able examples of human hair, matted and felted

together so as to form a solid mass—in one instance

pretty nearly the shape and size of that oi-gan
itself. Some girls have an inveterate habit of

swallowing hairs, and in this instance the patient
must have almost denuded her head. Cows are

liable to these concretions, and there are some
remarkable instances of them here, but they are

collected accidentally in the act of licking. We par-

ticularly desire to draw the attention of Scotchmen
to an ugly lumji, which the label informs us is com-

posed of oat-hairs and husks, found in the stomach
of a man in the habit of taking oatmeal porridge !

Of surgical injuries these glass cases contain

many extraordinary examples : there are some
skulls penetrated at Inkermann with Minie

balls, showing the terrible natm-e of the woimds
inflicted by modern projectiles ;

and skiills, again,
which prove what gashes may be made in solid

bone by sabre cuts, without doing any injury to

the brain
; possibly, as these skidls are Chinese,

their extra thickness may have been a protection.

Teeth of rat and beaver grown into rings through want of

proper attrition.

Glancing through the glass-cases devoted to the

teeth of the various animals, we notice what

ajipear to be some singular rings of bone. On

referring to the catalogue we find they are the

incisor teeth of rodents, or gnawing animals. We
are apt to think that the rat and the beaver gnaw
for mere mischief's sake, or, at least, to work their

way through obstacles ;
but these specimens ^irove

that the process is a necessity to keep their teeth

down. The curved incisors are always growing,
and unless they are worn away proportionably, they
at last curve round so as to prevent the animal

eating. These woodciits represent the teeth of a rat

and beaver which have thus out-grown themselves
—seriously to the discomfort of their o^vners.

We must not omit to draw attention to some

remarkable examples of diseased skidls, some of

them, at least, an inch thick, others presenting

extraordinary osseous growth from the facial

bones. AVe beg to draw Tom Sayers' attention

to one particidar specimen, in which masses of

diseased bone have grown from the orbits, form-

ing projections of at least three inches ;
its late

owner was a prize-fighter, and those frightful
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g^o^\•ths are attributed to the injuries he had

received in pugilistic encounters. One more curi-

osity and Ave liave done with the sliow specimens
of the museum. Here is the lower jaw of an

ancient l\oman, with the stains on one of the molar

teeth of the obolus, or small copper coin, placed in

his mouth, as Tharon's fare to carry him over the

Styx : as the coin evidently remained in between

his teeth, wc must conclude he was too late for

the ferry.

We have been trifling, however, with the mere

toys of this magTiiticent collection ; the real scien-

tific gold of the museum is to be found in the

little army of uninviting-looking bottles which line

the walls from the ground-floor upwards. The

Pathological museum, the first room we enter,
contains a history of disease written upon the

different organs and tissues of the human body
itseU. We do not stop to dwell upon mere curi-

osities here, but mark the methods by which this

mortal frame is gradually sapped and destroyed ;

or how nature wrestles with the destroyer, and
sometimes repairs the ravages he has committed.
Amid the immense mass of preparations, it is rather
difficult to single oiit examples of the vis medica-
trix naturce ; but as we pass, we may notice the
contrivances by which our great mother sets about
her work. Here, for instance, is a preparation
of a mortified foot. See how nature has set to

work, and entrenched herself against the further

spread of death. The living and the blackened

portions of flesh seem divided as if by a sharp
knife, and across this gap death cannot leap.
Or note again this diseased bone, and the deli-

cate way in which the reparative process is to be
seen building up a new framework of osseous
matter -n-ithin it. Again, be a witness of the
manner in which it gets over the difficidty of
a stoppage in a blood-vessel. Here is the

example of the femoral artery, the great high-
way of blood in the thigh, having been tied by the

surgeon. If, by these means, an imjiediment to
the circulation in the lower limb had occurred, the
limb would have died. But nature makes proA-i-
sions for such accidents, and carries the blood, as
we see in this specimen, through some small
collateral channel, which gradually accommodates
itself to the increased work put upon it, and
becomes a large vessel. When Fleet Street is

stopped up by gas or water companies, the tide of
human life is turned along some'back street, until
It finds the great thoroughfare clear again ; so it
is with the main conduits which convey the
sanguineous tide in the human body.

Unhappily, however, nature is not always
successful in this fight with disease

; nay, in the
majority of cases her exertions are painfully feeble,and but too often the destroyer* has proceededfrom the first with unconquerable steps, and
human life has appeared to form a passive frame-
work on which it builds its monstrosities.

i^ook,
for instance, at that example of elephan-

tiasLS, or the leg and thigh of a woman, pretty
nearly as large as the shaft of a Doric column •

or mspect that cabinet of wen-hke tumours in which
the whole nutritive process seems to have gone
through life to support and inflate enormous
growths, untU at last the human fabric appears

only to be a dwindled and accidental appendage to
the dominant balloon-like tumour. If we would

\ still continue our survey of the sad mischances
! to which poor humanity is subject, let us glance at

the curious skeleton in which all the bones are

ancliylosed, or Ivuotted together by osseous growth,
so as to be tied into a perfectly imniolnle knot.

Again, we may see bones so brittle that they fly
I to pieces on the least strain. Like the glass toy
!
known as a Prince E-upert's drop, or arteries so
solidified that in life they must have clasped and
stifled in their solid grip the labouring and heav-

ing hiunau heart. We might fill pages with
details of mor]3id specimens of unutterable value
to the scientific man, but which we fear would
only impel the more curious visitor to turn aside
from these articles to more congenial topics.

Section of a hen's head engrafted with a human tooth.

Hen's head engrafted with a spur.

Cock's comb engrafted witli a spui- which has gi-own spirally.
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Now aud then Hunter amused himself with

trying grotesque experiments iipon life. The

foregoing are examples of animal graftings
—a

human tooth growing from a cock's coml), and
a spur from the animal growing in the same

way.
The physiological portion of the museum, which

possesses by far the most interest to the general
visitor, was the portion to which Hunter gave the
main strength of his remarkable genius. Com-

jiarative anatomy was the delight of his life, aud
the jiractice of it seems to have formed his relaxa-

tion from other studies. Let us take the first

glass case and insjiect the leaf dissected by the

winter weather, and trace up the series to that of

the highest mammal, man, whose exquisite nerv-

ous system is dissected into lilaments, even iiner

than those of the leaf, and we shall be able to

estimate the enormous amount of labour presented

by this jjortion of the collection. Here, if we
may so speak, nature seems to sit in undress :

first we see a perfect Noah's ark of skeletons, or

l)ouy frameworks on which the softer parts are

modelled and upheld. Then follow groups of dis-

sections, preserved in spirit, by which the ma-

chinery of the different organs of animals are made
patent to us. Every portion of the animal

economy which is subservient to the preservation
of the individual, or to the preservation of the

race, lies here exjiosed to the view of the philoso-

phical student. Motor organs, digestive organs,
the absorbent, circulating, respiratory, nervous,
and eliminative sj'stems of the different orders
of animal life, by the careful aid of the dis-

sector's scalpel, give up the history of their

hidden functions to any one who enters this

temple of science with a willing and inquiring
mind.

When we reflect upon the enormous experi-
ence of the man who thus ranveiled so large a

portion of animal life to our scrutiny, we are

tempted to ask, what literary records has he left

of his life-long labours, the material evidence of

which lies before lis ? Tt cannot be imagined that
the observant mind of Hunter, after having laid

bare, as it were, the constructive subtleties of

Nature, had not obtained the key to many an

enigma M'hich still remains to puzzle natural

philosophers ; indeed, we know that he made
careful notes of his observations in comparative
anatomy, which extended to ten folio volumes of

MS., besides many others on physiology and

pathology. That Hunter placed great value on
these volumes may be gathered from the fact that
he introduced them himself into the grouping of

his portrait by Sir Joshua Reynolds. Of these

manuscripts, more valuable perhaps than the
museum itself, that picture contains the only
visible representative ; the originals having been
committed to the Hames by his brother-in-law
Sir Everard Home, in order to conceal the theft
he had made from them in his own numeroiis

papers read to the lioyal Society. A more as-

tounding instance of literary incendiarism is not

perhaps on record, and it affords us some clue to
the degraded social character of the Georgian
era in which the perpetrator of such an act

lived, that it did not in any way appear to

influence his position, much less to exclude him,
as it should have done, from the society of all

honest men. A. W.

TEMUJIX.

The Imperial mandate to Pekin

Hath summoned every Tartar lord ;

The liighest place to Tomujin,
^yho hath only fifteen suuuuer.s seen,

The Tartars yield with one accord.

" Whence doth this froward youth derive,

His title to this high degree,
We deemed it our prerogative,

Precedence, honours, rank to give :

Who is the youth
—whence cometh he ?

"

" For valour, skill, and enterprise,
This Mongol boy is more than man

;

The foremost e'er where danger Ues,

Amid your routed enemies,
—

The Tartar nation hailed him Khan."

" So young, yet held in such esteem,
lie quarries at high game, foriooth !

His years such houuurs ill-beseem:

Dissolve we his ambitious dream,
This very night arrest the youth."

In the Durbar with studied phrase
Of deep dajjlicity and guile,

The Emperor bids las peers give place

To the brave youth of Alongol race.

And greets him with most winning smile.

The court dismissed, the youth retires,

His tents are pitch"d beyond the walls
;

No confidence that smile inspires
—

The tiattery suspicion tires :

To council all his friends he calls.

" This is no place for Temujin,
—

Saddle my horse, I must away ;

To-niglit I sleep not in Pekin,

For as I read the hearts of men.
That king smiles on me to betray."

' '

Escaped ! Shall we be haifled thus,

Aud by a beardless Mongol boy ?

Leaves ha the court unhid by us—
It is a treason dangerous ;

The snake while young we must destroy."

Proclaim'd a rebel with a price

Set on his head, young Temujin
For life across the desert flies.

Far in the west Mongolia lies
;

Long is the ruad to Kra-lvooren.

A maiden at a cottage door

Sits plying hard her spinning-wheel ;

Weak, weary, press'd by hanger sore,

A youth a[)pears the maid before,

And asks the modest boon—a meal.

With ready hospitality
The maiden shares her humble store,

Prepares the mess of Tsamba tea.

Which while he swallows greedily,

A bed she spreads upon the Hoor.
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"
Now, rest," she saith, "and I wiU sit

And watch tliat danger come not near
;

Tliou hast not travoll'd with such heat,

But for a cause,
— I ask not it :

A brother thou while resting here."

She quits her spinning-wheel and flies

To mount the watch-tower's signal mast;
There scans tli' horizon with keen eyes,

Till in the distant mist she spies

A band of horsemen riding fast.

She hurries back to warn her guest,

Waking him up from heavy sleep :

" If danger thou imaginest,
Under my cotton creep and rest,

—
In yon dark corner lies the heap."

The strangei-s come : "Say, maiden, say,
We seek the rebel Temujin,

His horse we found not far away,
A carcase of wild wolves the prey :

Hast thou the Mongol traitor seen ?

" A price is set upon his head,
Who shelter give his fate will share

;

Show us the youth, alive or dead,
And for thyself when thou shalt wed,A princely dower we can spare."

" Here at my door I sit and spin.
As simple Tartar maid should do,

I know not rebels from true men,
And never heard of Temujin,
Whom thus ye cruelly pursue."

'

Simple she seemeth, but acute,
This youth she never would betray :

Dismount, my men, and search the hut ;

Words we should waste to little fruit,
—

Simple were we to trust her say."

Two spearmen from their saddles leap.
And rudely rush the hut inside.

Ah ! will they search that cotton-heap,
God grant my weary guest escape !

—
The thought and feeling she must hide.
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*' Ye do me justice, Eirs," saitli .slie,

"Nor youDg nor old would I betray;
And yet it is small courtesy
To search the house of maid like me :

Ye merit not to find your prey."

The searchers from the cottage door

Appear alone—their search was vain :

"
Adieu, we trouble thee no more.
Mount ! men, the country round explore !

"

And ofi' they scour across the plain.

"
Now, rouse thee, Temujin ! and tell

Why follow these thy trace so hot ?

Ah ! there is blood !— all is not well
;

Say, honour'd guest, how this befel,

And yet the searchers found thee not."

" I am indeed proscribed, proclaim'd,
The persecuted Temujin ;

But be not of thy guest ashamed,
A rebel only because named

Great Khan, unlicensed from Pekin.

" These men pursue from avarice.
For greed of gold their search is keen

;

Here nothing 'scaped their prying eyes,

They probed your cotton—pierced me twice,
Still lay I motionless unseen.

*' The wounds are slight and need no care
;

But had they pierced my very breast,
Death I had taken from their spear,

And ne'er betray'd that I was here,
Lest thou had suffer'd for thy guest."

" Ah ! hath thy spirit such control

O'er natui-e's impulse under pain ?

Then wert thou born mankind to rule,

And hast indeed the noble soul

That Tartars look for in their Khan.

" But rest thee now till close of day,

Thy fortunes I have made my own
;

This night my father's trusty grey
Shall speed thee onward on thy v,ay :

But 'tis not lit thou go alone.

' '

Myself will he the trusty guide,
To lead thee by the surest path ;

Nor will I quit thy honour'd side

Till safe where Mongol friends abide

Thou mayst defy the tyrant's wrath.

"
Then, as thou wilt, or send me back

To sit and spin in this my home,
Or let me follow in thy track,
And with thy Mongol kin partake

Thy glorious destiny to come."

*'
Nay, maiden, I accept not so,

The proffer of thy service tried;

Already life to thee I owe:

If thou'rt content with me to go,

Thou goest as my destined bride."

The hosts of China gather'd are.

The emperor is at their head ;

For freedom fights the brave Tartar,
Roused to resistance and to war,

By Temujin to battle led.

Conquest on his young banner waits,

Bright opens on him glory's dawn ;

From China to the Caspian gates.
The proudest kings and greatest states,

Yield to the mighty Jungeez Khan.

And she, the desert-given bride,
Who in the weary fugitive

The germ of this career descried,

Bravely she sits her lord beside,
And glories in her place of pi-ide ;

—
Long shall her fame in story live. HP.

THE ESSENTIALS OF ARMOURED
SHIPS.

The results of shot—rifled shot, fired point
blank at the armour plates of vei-tical sided ships,
have turned public attention strongly to the impor-
tance of slanting the sides both above water and
below, to such an angle that the shot may glance
from them. In Isuniber Ixvii. of this work, I

explained, with a diagram, this theory, which the

"Times" calls Jones' system, and I since find

that Mr. Jones has taken out a patent, dated
November 1, 1859. Long before this date, my MS.
of English War Ships and their Uses, was in the
editor's hands, and on November 19th (No. xxi.),*
the second part was published containing amongst
other things, these words :

—
" In the ajiplication of this armour, the size

of the vessel and amount of displacement become
most important. The enormous weight has a

tendency to make the vessel top-heavy, and to set

her rocking. But weight matters little when size

is great. And these iron walls should be made to

slope inwards at an angle of forty-five degi-ees, in

which case it would be difficult to strike a plate
direct with a shot. It would glance off, and
the slojiing inward woiUd remove overhanging
weight."

The diagram in No. Ixvii. + is simply the same

thing explained in detail.

Mr. Jones' specification was imhlislied in due

course, on the 1st May, ISGO—my description on
the IGth of November, 1859.

But let not my readers suppose that I lay any
stress on the prior demonstration of so obvious a

principle, long recognised in many modes, such as

the glacis of forts, the slopes of sea-walls, and
other structures. Whoever has looked at the mid-

ship section of an old-fashioned line of battle

ship, will have remarked that the bcjttom is nearly
a hemisphere, with a small ridge called a keel at

the lowest part. Upwards from tliis hemisphere
the sides "tumble in," so that the batteries of

the three decks present a profile sloi)ing inwards,
at an angle of some twent3''-five degrees. The

object of this was evident—to keep the centre of

gravity well within the base, and ^irevent the

weight of the guns from rendering the ship top-

heavy. Where the "tumbling in
"
point ceased,

about the level of the upper deck, the bulwarks
were made to curve outwards after the fashion

of machicolated towers, whether to obtain a "line

of beauty," or for the purpose of making sure of

catching the enemy's shot, does not appear ;
but

probably the object was to prevent the sea wash-

ing up the sides and on to the decks. Some
reason, good or bad, is at the root of all our

apparent arbitrary forms, and this is the most
* See vol. i p. 431. t Sec p. o9S.
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prokiMe one. lilost antique vessels
" tnmblcd

in," luobivLly to keep their weight witliin the base,

and so to unxka them steadier.

It has been objected to this jn-oposition of sloping

sides, that it affords great facility for running

down, by forming an incline for the

vessel to mount on. This is not good

attacking
mechanical

argument. liunning down, means a large vessel

a vessel of inferior size. Whether

the vessel's bulwarks slope inwards or outwards

makes nothing to the argument, inasmuch as the

bulwarks in any case may be supposed to crush

down to the level of the deck, and therefore it is

the height of the deck above the water wliich

determines the power of mounting on her deck

by the attacking vessel in order to sink her. But

iu attacking by running down a vessel with a con-

tinuous knife-edge defence all round her, the attack-

ing vessel must have the ciit-water formed with an

acute slope, the point rising above the knife-edge
of the attacked vessel, or she might be in the very

unpleasant predicament of going under instead

of over the enemy, which would make all the

difference.

We may fairly assiime that a ship so constructed

woidd be practically impervious to shot, Whit-

worth, Armstrong, or othei', such as we at pre-
sent possess ; but, non constat, that a gi;n cannot

be constructed to effect the object. A sixty-eight

poimder, smooth-bore, can batter in the four and
a half inch plates placed vertically, or at right

angles to the gun, and with a shot weighing three

cwt. the whole plate might be driven bodily

through the side, as was the case with the thin

plates exposed to light shot in the first constructed

iron vessels.

But from the angle-sided ship the heavy shot,
as well as the light, will glance ofi ! Quite true as

to ordinary forms of shot, but there is a process
yet to be tried to prevent the glancing. If the
shot be of hardened steel, and pointed to an

angle considerably more acute than the angle of

the iron plates, the point will enter, forming a

fulcrum, and Vi'ill thus obtain effect proportioned
to the weight. There are two circiimstances to

consider in the plates ; first, the power to resist

l)enetration, or to cause glancing ;
and secondly,

the area of bearing surface on the vessel's side to

I revent their being driven through. If, for example,
the plates were only of a square foot in area,
like so many paraig-stones in a horseway, each

might be driven through the side in succession.
But if put in like the flag-stones of a foot-pave-
ment in large surfaces, the resistance would
l>e in proportion to the extent of surface.

Therefore, it is clear, other things being equal,
that the larger the plates, the more secxire they
will be.

In fact, the weak places are the joints and the
bolt-holes. The bolts pass through the plates at

right angles, and the bolt-hole is equivalent to
a crack through the plate. Every hea\'y blow
tends to loosen the fastenings, and with one
plate burst out, the destruction of the plates in

succession, and the ship's side with it, becomes a

comparatively easy matter.

Attempts have been made to improve the fast-

enings iu two modes. One is to groove the edces

'

of the iron plates all round, and in the grooves
to place iron tongues, to keep them in even

position with regard to each other. But it is

evident that the act of grooving must weaken
the plate very materially, and predispose it to

break, weakening it where it is already weakest.

The other method is to bolt to the ship's side,

{

in
j)i''i»'illcl lines, a class of iron bars, known on

'

railways as foot-rails, forming thus a species of

dovetails into which the armour plates are slidden.
: The bolts are thus hidden, but the fastenintrs

through the metal are weak, and the probability
is that the rails woidd be broken, and the plates
Y/ould fall out.

There is one remedy for the difficulty, and,
as it appears to me, but one. It is to make the

plates continuous by welding them together at

the joints, to form one solid skin. That this

has not yet been done is no argument that it

cannot be done, if only the government of naval

affairs will set the right kind of people to work
to do it.

Whatever sum of money may be spent in expe-

riments, will be well sj^ent if the end be accom-

plished. It is scarcely possible to estimate the

value of a vessel of iron, an entire and perfect
solid jilate throughout. This more than any other

is the essential point iu iron vessels. It is scarcely
a problem, and the means are within grasp. When
this shall be done, England will be the mistress of

the narrow seas, and no cotintry will be able to

compete with her iu sea sovereignty ; for she can
afford to build three ships to the rest of Europe's
one, and so economise her sea-warriors, both in

numbers and safety, at the same time as materially
to lessen the annual cost in men, with less annual
wear in vessels. When forms and proportions and
construction shall be right, and iron dealt with iu

true fashion, the ordinary processes of destruction

will be arrested, and ships at sea may be as

durable as jialaces on shore. And so long as

England shall be a doer of justice, the moral sense

of the world will uphold her physical power on the
ocean. The perfection of her iron ships

— her

indigenous manufacture— is no mere creature of

the imagination, but a practical fact to be accom-

plished by science.

W. Bridges Adams.

WOEMWOOD.
Some—not a great many—years since, I was

visiting at a country-house, the host and hostess of

which were old family friends. The establishment

consisted of a widoAver, his daughter, and thirteen

servants. The father was a plain, quiet country

gentleman, neither in mind nor in habits a man of

mark
;
the daughter alone lifted the family out of

mediocrity.
Electra Fitz-Arden was a stylish girl about

the middle height, with a black piercing eye and

proudly formed mouth, both full of energy and
mind. Still though she possessed an elegant figure
and a countenance of intellectual beauty, she was
too bold and masculine for genuine female loveli-

ness. Possessing an inclination for raillery at the

mediocrities and conventionalities of society, and

great powers of sarcasm, united with a highly-
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garnislied and superior mind, she was no favourite

with the gentlemen. But there was an indescri-

bable something about her appearance and manners
which ahvays compelled them to inquire who she

was. No person ever talked with her without

remeinhering what she said
;

and every one

criticised what they could not forget. Yet it was
not intellect that made her iinpopular. Had she

chosen to affect restless misanthropy, maudlin

sensibility, or any other foppery, whereby to dis-

tinguish herself, she would have found ^^lenty of

admirers and imitators, but in her mind genius
was checked by manly philosophy, and she coidd

ill-conceal her contempt for those who knew talent

only Ijy its common diseases. The consciousness

of mental power that lighted up her eye with such

a burning spark of pride, and the expression of

scorn for ever dancing on her lip ready to embody
itself into sarcasm, was unquestionably the true
reason why this splendid creature l)ecame the

pariah of the ball-room. She was a strange sort

of Di Vernon— no, she was not a Di Vernon
either ; and, as I now remember her, I cannot
think of a single character living, or imaginary,
whom she did resemble. She fascinated her

enemies, but never ])leased her fi-iends. Power !

power ! and above all intellectual power was the

constant dream of her wild ambition. To have
been sure of a Madame de Stael's reputation, a

Queen Christina's i-eputed powers, the intellectual

fame of an Olympia Morata, she woidd have
renounced human sj-mpathy for ever, and lived

unloving and unloved by the world, — there

was a daring desire to send her genius abroad
|

like an electric force to become eternally active,—and tliis desire might have been attained under

more favouring circumstances, but she had no i

certain foundation for her antagonism and her
j

pride.
j

Sometimes I talked of love, and reminded her

how even all her three heroines were its reluctant

victims. On this subject she often philosophised
|

and always laughed. .

"Wlio," said she scornfully, "who that has i

felt the gush and the thrill attendant upon fame

would be weak enough to exchange dominion
,

over many for the despotism of one ?
"

'

Thus Electra Fitz-Arden reasoned superior to

the De Staels, the Christinas and the Olympias, and

thus she actually thought, but I knew her better

than she knew herself. Her affections were as

rich and overflowing as her mental energies ;
and

her craving for human S3'm]iathy was in direct

proportion to that intense love of beauty which,

in her, amounted to an intellectual passion. That

she would love exclusively and extravagantly, I

had no doubt
;
and my penetration soon singled

out an object.
At a large party I first saw her with the Hon.

Charles Jioring, tlie second son of Lord Burton,

then in the full Hush of manly beauty. I saw in

the carriage of his neck his high lineage and his
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Tatrician pride ; and the hauteur with which he

received adidation, attracted my attention as the

pawing I'f a hiLth-inettled liorse would have done.

His conv(>rsati(>u with Eleotra seemed at first to bo

of a sober and learned cast, but on her part it soon

became i)etulant and took the lead. Now and then

1 lieard some remark which seemed to relate to a

transmigration of souls, and a continual rise in

intellectual existence.

"Oh!" exclaimed Electra, "how that idea

savours of English housekeeping. How can a

patrician iiatrouise a theory so levelling and so

economical ?
"

At that moment a very lovely girl with Eastern

features, but with manners of European polish,

entered the room, and the young man did not

answer Miss Fitz-Arden's question.

"Ah, there is the beautifid young Greek," said

he,
"
freshly imported from Albania by the Greek

prime minister from Turkey."
" She is beautiful," said Electra with unaffected

warmth. " Her fiill dark eyes are magnificent.
What a pity it is they are not lighted from within ;

that expression alone is wanting to fill the measure

of her glory !

"

The remark was made to a reluctant listener,

for Loring's whole interest was that instant

absorbed by the new comer. A slight shade

passed over Electra's face
;
but it was too transient

to define the emotion in which it originated, and

she smiled and said :

"You had better go and fascinate your power-
ful beauty, — the body shoidd be where the

spirit is."
' ' That reproach is too severe,

"
replied Loring.

"I meant no reproach," she answered, "I have

observed that beauty is your idol, and I should

wish you to worshii) it."
" Close observer that you are, I do not think

that you cau have noticed my character siifiici-

ently to form any conclusion with regard to my
taste."

The pride of the proudest girl in Christendom
was roused, and there was something indescri-

bably provoking in her manner as she added :

"I assure you that I consider you a magni-
ficent specimen in your way. Society is a bag
of polished marbles, and anything odd or superior
is as valuable a study as the specimens of

auric cpiartz. Sir Roderick Murchison shows us."
"

Eeall}-, iliss Fitz-Ardeu !

"

" Your modesty," continued she,
" has led yoii

into a mistake. I have really taken the trouble
to observ^e you."

"
Candidly, Miss Eitz-Arden, you are the most

remarkable girl 1 ever met," said the offended

young man.
"You elevate me to your own Olympian height,

my dear sir."

"No, indeed, you never did,—said or thoiight
anything so common-place as to reduce you to mv
leveh"

^ ^

" When a compliment is doubtful. Lord Chester-
field says, one should always take it ; therefore I
am obliged to you, sir," replied Electra, bowing
with queenly dignity. And so saying, she turned
rather abruptly from him and directed her atten-
tion to me.

During the remainder of the evening 1 saw no

indications of a reconciliation. Electra danced but

once. Loring and the fair Greek were near her in

the set, and they met frequently. The extreme

nonchalance with which she now and then

exchanged some casual remark led me to suspect
that he had obtained more influence over her

extraordinary mind than any other individual had

ever possessed ;
but Electra was no trifler, and I

did not venture to prophesy.
Time passed on, and with it nearly passed away

the remembrance of this skirmish of words and
the thoughts they suggested. My unmanageable
friend seldom alluded to the fascinating acquaint-
ance she had formed

;
and when she did, it was

done naturally and briefly. Soon after this I was

obliged to be absent for some time, and when

again the snorting steam-engine had returned me
to the little station adjoining Castle Fitz-Arden,
four months had elapsed. Soon after my arrival

Electra informed me that there were to be pri-

vate theatricals at the castle that evening, and
that Loring was to take the leading }iart.

" You must go to the rehearsal this afternoon ;

he is a consummate actor, and his friends expect

everything from him."
" But 1 thought you considered private theatri-

cals very stupid things," said I.

"So I do
; you know I always said that life

itself was a very stupid thing. There is no origi-

nality above ground. Everything that is true is

dull, and everything new is false and s\iperficial.

Biit there is no use in quarrelling with the world,
for it is a pretty good woild, after all."

" What does your friend, Loring, think of it ?
"

" Yoii must ask him, yourself. 1 am sure he

will express his opinion very eloc^uently, as he
is a Bacon in learning, and a Demosthenes in

speech."
" Then you are on good terms, now," said I.

She bhished painfully, excessively, for a moment,
and as instantaneous!}^ recovered self-command

enough, carelessly to replj\
"

I always thought highly of him."
I do not know whether my looks expressed the

warning voice my heart was yearning to utter ;

but I am sure the tone of my assent was reluc-

tant and melancholy.

Loring shone most brilliantly on that memorable

evening. Graceful and dignified, handsome and

talented, he sent a thrill to every heart alive to

grandeur of thought, or beauty of language, when
vivified -with the fervour and purity of an actor

of genius. During this scene of triumph, I

watched the countenance of my friend with the
keenest interest, and I felt that never before had
I seen a human face through which the soul

beamed with such intensity. Genius, and pride,
and joy, and love were there ! I then thought
she was intellectually beautiful, beyond any-
thing I had ever seen. Poor girl ! it was the

brightest moment in her life, and I love to re-

member it.

The large douljle drawing-room in the western
face of the castle, which had been furnished and

adapted to the purposes of a theatre, and the
other apartments were thronged with fashionable

people and the compliments which the accom-
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plislicd actor received were intoxicating. But
in the midst of it all I imagined I could see the

sparkle of his eyes melt into softness when he met
a glance from Electra. Her looks betrayed

nothing to my anxious observation, but once I

observed she called him Charles, and suddenly
corrected herself with an air of extraordinary
confusion. Had my friend indidged in habits of

girlish trifling, I shoiild have playfully alluded to

this circumstance, but there was something in her

character and manners which forbade such offi-

ciousness. I watched her with the anxiety of sin-

cere friendship. I knew when she once selected

an object for veneration, her whole soul would be

concentrated ;
and I could not believe that the

proud aristocrat, knowing the views of his prouder

family in his behalf, with all his high hopes and
his love of dazzling loveliness would ever marry
her. T knew he was a very constant visitor, and
I frequently observed lights later than had been
usual in Mr. Fitz-Arden's hitherto retired and quiet
mansion. But the time for separation came.

Loring's other engagements called him away, and
when he came to me to take his leave, the deep
gloom on his countenance led me to think that the

apparent indifference of my intellectual friend

might have surprised him into love.

Weeks and months passed on, and I seldom
heard an allusion to the absent Loring. Electra's

character and manners seemed changing for the

better. The perpetual effervescence of her spirit
in some measui-e subsided, and the vagaries of her

fancy became less various and startling ; yet there

was always a chastened cheerfulness of manner,
and an unfailing flow of thought. By degrees
her seriousness deepened, and at last she coiild

not conceal from me that she was iinhappy. I

attributed it to the iUness of her old father.

Electra was motherless, and she bestowed on her

only parent a double share of love, But when
the old gentleman was evidently recovering, and
her melancholy still increased, I knew there must
be another and a deeper cause. One day, as I

stood by her, watching her progress in an oil

painting, into which she had thrown much of

her early spirit and brillianoj^ I placed my hand

affectionately on her shoulder, and touching her
forehead with my lips, spoke :

—
" You have generally confided to me your

troubles, Electra, why not teU me what makes

you unhappy now ?
"

She continued to use her brush with a nervous
and dashing movement, and 1 saw that her eyes
were filling -with tears. I ventured to speak again,
and gently whispered in her ear—

" Is Loring the cause ?"

She gave one shriek, which sounded as if it

made a rent in her very soul, and then the torrent

of her tears poiired forth. It was long before I

ventured to speak to her.
" Then it is as I feared? You love him, the

Hon. Charles Loring?"
She looked in my face with

fixed expression as she replied :

love and honour and obey him,
husband."

I started. " Y'our husband !

where Mere you married ?
"

a strange and
"I ought to

for he is mj''

How—when—

" At B . Do you remember when I said to

you that you must see Loring perform in our

private theatricals, and you replied,
' So then you

are on good terms noio ?
'—I had been three weeks

his wife."
" And your father—does he know of it ?"
"
Certainly," she said

;

"
I coidd not continue

to deceive him."
"Then why was so much secrecy necessary?"
"

I now think it was not reaUy necessary; at

aU events, that which needs to be concealed is

wrong. But his father, you know, is poor for his

rank, and his mother had made it a .sine ijud non
that their son should marry a rich heiress, and
redeem thereby the family property. Loring
feared to displease them. He has a moderate
fortune of his own, which is independent of

his parents, and of this he will soon come in

possession. When he told my father of the event
a month after, the latter was very angry, and
forbade him the house—still, in his heart, my
father has forgiven him."

" Then why are you so imhappy ?" I inquirei
" You have no doul;t that your husband will come
and claim you ?

"

' '

Oh, no ; the certificate is in my father's hands,
and if it were not, a sense of honour would lead

him to do so. But oh ! to have him come coldly
and reluctantly ! jNIy heart will break ! my heart

wiU break !

"

She pressed her hand hard against her forehead,
and wept bittei-ly.

" How could I forget that they who listen to

passion rather than to reason must alwaj's have a

precarious influence over each other I"

T tried to console her. She said nothing, but

took a packet of letters from her desk and handed
them to me. Theii- contents proved the moiirnful

prediction of her fears too true. At first, Loring
wrote with impatient ardour, then his letters were
filled with amusinff accounts of Park Lane and

Belgravian parties given to the noble and beau-

tiful Greek. Then he filled his pages with

excellent reasons for not seeing her as soon as he

intended
;
and finally, when Electra bowed down

her pride, and entreated him, if he valued her

reputation, to come soon, he sent a cold laconic

answer, merely stating the time when she might

expect him. Heroic Electra, poor girl ! It was

too evident that she had thrown away all that

made existence joyfid. However, 1 tried to

soothe her by the idea that patience and devoted

love might regain the affection on which her hap-

piness must now depend. She loved to listen to

such words—they were a balm to her heart—
though I feared they would be practically useless,

for she was too spirited a girl to overlook indiffer-

ence, and too proud a woman to conciliate after

its manifestation.

The Hon. Charles Loring came at the time he

had appointed, and publicly announced his mar-

riage. His father was offended, his mother in-

censed, and both disappointed. Mr. Eitz-Arden

in his turn became indignant also, and angry and
hurt that he had been compromised by receiving
first the confessions of the lovers. All parties,

however, conciuTcd that there was now no remedy.
Lord and Lady Burton consoled themselves with
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tlie reflection that the Fitz Ardens were one of the

oldest untitled families in England, and Mr. Fitz-

Arden Imttled his indignation on the approach of

reconciliation. It was arranged that the young

couple were to remain on a visit at the Castle

whilst their house was being prepared for their

reception. I did not see their meeting at Castle

Fitz-Arden, but I observed afterwards that his

manner towards her was uniformly kind, though

frecpiently absent and constrained. An infant

daughter formed a new bond of union, and seemed

to be the herald of happier days. The young
man watched over the little object with the most

intense delight, and ElecLra's half-subdued charac-

ter seemed softened into womanhood in the doating
fondness of a mother and the calm resignation of

a wife. Loving, "but not beloved," none would
have recognised the jiroud, ambitious, learned,

and sarcastic Electra Fitz-Arden.

I must not dwell minutely on ^particulars which
I observed closely at the time, and which after-

wards sunk deeply into my memory. The young
husband departed once more to take possession of

his estate, and prepai-e it for the reeejition of his

wife and child.

His farewell was affectionate, and his frequent
letters seemed to i-cstore my imprudent friend to

something of her former buoyancy of soul. The
idea of sejiaration from her father was now her

principal source of unhappiness, but that trial was

spared her. His late illness had left him so pro-
strated in strength that a relapse was fatal, and a

few days before his daughter's intended departure
death relieved him from the expected loneliness,
and deprived her of an affectionate father.

The young husband came as he had promised ;

but his manner was colder and his looks more
stern than formerly, though none could charge
him -wifh neglect of Jiis duty. Electra never spoke
of any change : her manner towards him was
obedient and affectionate, but never fond. Her
romantic visions of human perfection, her i^roud
confidence in her own strength were gone, and no
doubt she wept bitterly over their mutual rashness,

knowing, as she did, that she was a burden to
him and an unpopular wife to his family. It is

not wonderful her very smile had a mingled look
of bitter pride and resignation. Their regrets
were, however, kept carefully concealed : what-
ever might have been their feelings, both seemed
resolved on a system of silent endurance. There
was something in this course a thousand times
more afiecting than the most pathetic complaints.
I shall never forget the anguish I felt when I saw
Electra bid farewell to Castle Fitz-Arden, the home
of her childhood, where she had ever been an idol
and an oracle. The lingering preparation for

departure, the heart-broken expression, the reluc-
tant stej), the drooping head, and the desperate
resolution with which she at last seized the arm
of a husband who loved her not, and who was
about to convey her among strangers—they are
all present to me now.
The steps were rolled up, the door banged to,

and the old lumbering family travelling carriage-
and-four of the Fitz-Ardens rattled in mournful
tones down the centre avenue. The old family
ser\-ants of twenty and fifty years' standing, with

breaking hearts watched the departure of the last

of that old race whom their fathers and grand-
fathers and great-grandfathers again had served

and reverenced—the lords of Fitz-Arden. Electra's

letters soon spoke of declining health, and before

three years had elapsed she implored me to come
to her, if ever I wished to look upon her again in

this world of shadows. I immediately obej'cd the

summons. Matters were worse than I expected.
She was evidently very weak ; and though she

had everything that wealth and luxiiry coidd

supply, the lialm of kindness never refreshed her

weary and sinking spirit. Loring never spoke
harshly—indeed, he seldom spoke at all the little

he was at home, but the attentions he paid were
so obviously from a sense of duty, that they fell

like ice-drops on the heart of his wounded wife.

I heard no reproaches on either side
; but a day

seldom passed without some occurrence more or

less painful to my friend. Once little Louie

jumped into her father's ai-ms as he entered, and

eagerly exclaimed :

" Do you love me, papa ?"

He kissed her with much fondness, and replied :

"
Yes, I do, my sweet one."

"And mamma, too?" inquired the little creature,
with a sort of half-entreating look, so graceful in

childhood. He put her away from him, and
answered coldly :

"
Certainly, my child."

I saw a slight convulsion in Electra's face and
in the motion of her hands

;
but it quickly passed.

At another time, when we were searching in the

library for a book we wanted, we discovered on a

small ojien cabinet a likeness of the fair young
Greek, and near it a newspaper, giving an account

of her marriage with an Austrian nobleman. The

surprise was so sudden that Electra lost the

balance of feelings she had hitherto so well pre-
served. 8he rushed out of the room, and it was
several hours before I was admitted to her bedside.

Fortunately for my friend this mental struggle
was too fierce to be of long continuance. Neg-
leeted, forsaken, the closing scene of her life drew
near

;
aiad to her it seemed welcome as sleep to

the weary. Sometimes the movements of reluc-

tant nature were visible in the intense look of

love she cast upon her child, and the convulsive

energy with which she would clasp the little one
to her bosom. But otherv/ise all was stillness and

heavenly hope.

Loring had been for some time past still less at

home, and seldom returned till night was \^-aking
into morning, One day, when she had been

unusually ill, and we all supposed she was about
to die, she pressed my hand feebly, and whis-

pered : "Will you ask Charles to see me once
more ?

"

He had just come in from the club. I imme-
diately repaired to the library, and told him the

dying request of his wife. At first he made a
motion towards the door, then suddenly checking
himself, he sat down.

" T had better not. It will be painful to both.
I will wait the event here."
He spoke in a tone of such determination

mingled with bitterness that I saw it vv'ould be
useless to urge him. I returned to Electra, but I
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had not courage to say Ler request was refused.

She listened eagerly to every sound for a vi'hile ;

and then looking up in my face monrnfully—
" He Avill not come !"

My teai'S answered her. She looked upward
for a moment with an expression of extreme

agony, but never spoke again.
The old Castle was let, then sold, and so passed

for ever, like Rogers' house of Genevra, into the

hands of strangers. Vesper.

HOW I GOT SHAVED IN EXETER.

Leaa'Ixg my rural home, with my wife, to seek

in chanije of air and scene the restoration to

health which a long course of medical treatment

m the country had failed to bestow, we came to

Exeter, and took a lodginc';- The following morn-

mg we met with an old friend, who seeing me uu-

mistakeably out of condition, said :

"My good fellow! what's the matter with

you ?
"

"Very shaky," I replied. "Can't see, have

pins and needles in my legs, and numbness—I've

no av)petite."

"Have you had a doctor?" rejoined my
friend.

"
Yes, several ; they can make nothing of it."

" My dear fellow, go to Dr. B
,
he's a clever

fellow ! One of nine brothers ! A U clever

feUows ! Five of 'em doctors
;
four of 'em senior

wranglers ! He'll tell you what's the matter."

I followed my friend's advice, and went forth-

with to Dr. B , who amongst other things
most seriously warned me to avoid all that coidd

unpleasantly affect the nerves
;

all sudden shocks,
all excitement, all fatigue of mind or body, &c.

Now, I would just remark, that I had lately
become less expert at shaving myself than I \ised

to be. My hand had a habit of shaking ; and

occasionally a slip of the razor and a slight cut

had made me start, so as to cause me a degree of

trepidation at attacking my beard, which was as

unpleasant as it was new to me.

My wife, taking advantage of the doctor's

orders to sti'engthen her own argument (often

repeated, but never before heeded by me), comes
to me the next morning, just as my shaving-water
was brought to me, and began with—
"Now, Harry! What i'.s the use of your per-

sisting in shaving yourself, ill and nervous as you
are ? While there are himdreds of barbers in this

great town ; fifty I dare say in the next street !

Now do, there's a sensible man, dress quickly—
never mind your beard—go and get shaved at the

nearest barber's, and depend on it you'll find it

quite a treat to be shaved;" adding, softo voce,

as 1 left the room, "since you v:iU not grow a

beard and moustache like everybody else."

Fortihed by these assurances, I resolved on

adopting the plan so eloquently suggested by my
wife ; although the only occasion on which I had
ever previously subjected myself to the manipu-
lation of a barber had been many years since, in

a small village in Bavaria, when the operator used
his finger for a shaving-brush, and almost Hayed
me v.'ith what appeared very like a portion of an
old iron hoop ! Ihus, it may be supposed, I

retained no i)articulai-]y agreeable recollections of

the operation to which I was now about to sub-

ject myself.

Reassuring myself, however, by the reflection

that in these modern times, in the metropolis of

the v.'est, I need entertain no ai)prehension of

undergoing an excoriation similar to that I had
sufi'ered at the hands of the Bavarian barber, I

sallied forth into the High Street, anticijiating
rather pleasantly than otherwise v.hat was about
to follow, and with as resolute a heart as Sir

Galahad in quest of the Sangreal.

Every one who knows Exeter will remember
that the High Street forms the upjier portion of

the main street of the city, the lower part of

which is called Fore Street, and terminates ux

a steep declivity leading towards the railway
station ; the whole forming a street of consider-

able length ; the best part of a mile, I shoidd

say.
At the up2)er end of tliis street I commenced

my peregrination.
I must here state, that one sjonjitom of the com-

plaint from which I was suffering was a great dim-

ness of sight, making it difficult for me to distin-

guish the articles in the shop windows, or read

the names of the owners of the shops ; this, it

will be obvious, formed one great dithcidty in my
quest.
But I consoled myself by rem_embering that so

peculiar and strikmg an oljject as a barl)er"s pole,
which I beUeved was the universal symbol of the

craft, could scarcely escape even my purblind ob-

servation.

On, therefore, I went ;
down the High Street,

filled with beautifid shops, looking narrowly at

each successive window and door for the object of

my anxious search ; and scanning, to the best of

my ability, the opposite as well as the near side of

the way.
I traversed thus the v.-hole length of High Street,

and Fore Street, till I found myself at the top of

the declivity near the railwa}^ station, without

success. This puzzled me, for I had fidly accepted
the assurance of my wife, that I shoidd find " Itun-

dredx of barbers
"
in Exeter.

Of course, I could only attribute my failure to

my unfortunate dimness of sight ;
so perceiving a

policeman api)roaehing, it occiu'red to me to re-

quest that he would direct me to some respectable

practitioner in the easy shaving line. The cir-

cumstance of this policeman having a very flou-

rishing beard and immense whiskers, not to say

moustache, entirely escaped me until I had com-

mitted myself bj' accosting him with—
"Policeman, have you got such a

shaving shoj) in your neighboiu'hood ?
"

The manner of his reply seemed to indicate

that he thought I was casting a reflection upon his

own personal hirsute appendages.
He answered me somewhat shortly, advismg me

to go to South Street if I wanted shaving. This

locality was entirely mdvuown to me
;
the jiolice-

man's information, therefore, gave me but little

assistance. I then resolved upon crossing the way,
and retracing my steps on the opposite side, as-

suring myself that my search would soon be

rewarded ;
and thus I proceeded for a considerable

thing as a
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distance ;
still no barber's pole, Avitli its many-

coloureil stripes, presented itself. At last, just as

I was beginning to ilespond, I arrived at a spot

•where a cab was drawn up by the pavement, and

the driver stood holding his horse—(he was a

good-uatured looking man with a hirge pair of grey

whiskers, and a very seedy coat)
—to him I ad-

dressed myself, inquiring if Itc knew of any

place in the neighbourhood where I could get
shaved ?

The driver e-\-inced the most intense anxiety to

give me the reqmred information. His first move-

ment was to gaze with much earnestness in the

direction of High Street ;
but a moment's reflec-

tion appearing to convince him of the inutility of

searching in that direction, he turned sharply
round towards the Fore Street, and peered with

similar earnestness in that quarter. This being

equally unsuccessfid, he threw his eyes upwards,

seeing apparently the barber's pole amongst the

constellations, and from thence fastened his eyes
with gi-eat solicitude upon the pavement at his feet,

remaining for some seconds in silent meditation,
with the air of one who, in the attempt to measure
the distance between heaven and earth, v.'as at

that moment engaged in the calculation of the

problem. Finding this invocation to heaven and
earth fruitless, he relieved himself from his per-

plexity by suddenly catching a very small boy who
was passing, demanding of him if he knew where a

gentleman could get shaved ? The small boy, whose
smooth face showed that shaving was not as yet
at all in his line, replied in the negative, of

course.
"
Well, sir," then said the cabman,

"
if you was

to go down into South Street

barber there."

Just then a bright thought seemed to flash upon
him

; for, pointing to the shop of one of the cele-

brated perfumers and hairdressers of the town
which stood nearly opjiosite to lis, he suggested
that possibly I could get shaved there. I observed
that no barber's pole appeared to indicate this as

a part of their calling. This remark appeared to

stagger my cabman, but, after some reflection, he
insisted that notwithstanding the want of a pole,
he made no doubt I shoidd find there razor and
soap-suds at my ser^-ice. With many misgivings
I again crossed the street, and drew near to the

sidenilid shop indicated by the cabman. Inde-

pendently of the magnificently attired waxen
figure which graced the window, with a coiffure of

pearls and ringlets of silken texture and raven
hue, surrounded by splendid glass-cases filled

with perfumery and brushes, &c., I perceived,
seated in the shop, an elegantly attired living
lady ! Kone of all this indicated the presence of
the object of which I was in search, and only
added to my trepidation. I made bold to open
the glass-door and to enter the shop where the

lady was seated; and I modestly inquired of
her whether I could get shaved at her establish-
ment?

T thought—but to my suspicious mind the
thought might have been merely the suggestion of

my ner^-ous fancy—that her reply to my inquiry
savoured somewhat of surprise :

"Shaved, sir?" But recovering herself she

you might find a

continued, in a confident tone, "Oh, certainly,
sir ; please to walk on through the next door,"

indicating the direction with her finger.

Onward, therefore, I marched ; much gratified
that I had at length, after all my weary wander-

ings, reached the goal of my desires ! Passing

through several rooms, I arrived at a splendidly
furnished apartment fitted up with mirrors

;
a

large fire glowed in the grate ; sofas, cushions,

consoles, perfumes, surrounded me — in fact,

everj' token of luxury and voluptuousness !

The apartment was vacant
;
but in a few mo-

ments another door was opened and a very smart

gentleman entered. To bim I made known my
wish to be shaved.

With great politeness he placed a seat for me,
and at once commenced getting together the neces-

sary articles liy means of which he proposed to

perform the required operation.

Kow, let me here remark that all this jarred

excessively upon my preconceived notions of a

barber's shop. First, there was the want of a

pole outside
; next, there was the elegant female

inside
;
then the various rooms and passages I had

traversed, introducing me somewhat mysteriously
to this Arabian Xights style of saloon I Lastly, the

gentleman himself, attired in a costume infinitely
more elegant than my own, without even the

semblance of an apron !

Now, an apron had invariably been associated

with my idea of a barber.

A most faultless moustache, exquisite whiskers,
and beard of the first fashion, adorned this Adonis,
and the rings which sparkled on his fingers sug-

gested the possible bells which may have tinkled

on his toes. Look whichever way I might, the

repetition of his figure in the many mirrors by
which I was surrounded gave the impression that

I sat amidst a host of fashionable barbers, or

elegant Adonises, each of them flourishing and

sharpening the brightest of all conceivably bright
razors. JNIy shattered nerves certainly gained no
tone by this display, and I heartily wished I

had turned a deaf ear to my wife's suggestion.

Eegrets, however, came too late ! I was in

for it now, and shaved I must be, at whatever
cost I

Novice as I was, I ventured to inquire w'hether

I should take my coat off.

This matter the o]ierator assured me was one of

"entire iudiSerence
"
to him,

I suggested the displacement of my neckerchief

and shirt-collar. To this he assented, after a
little consideration

;
and I accordingly divested

myself of these articles
; thinking also that it

must be most convenient to the Adonis, in spite
of his professed indifference on the subject, I laid

aside my coat also, and seated myself. I felt like

a victim prepared for the sacrifice
; or a wretch

upon whom the dentist is about to exercise his

professional skill, and my nervousness increased to

an extreme degree. At this moment Adonis ap-

proached me, shaving brush in hand, and in a few
seconds smothered my face in a white mixture,

rendering it impossible for me to speak. This
1 done, he planted himself opposite me in a fantastic

attitude, surveying, as it seemed, his recent handi-

I
work, and considering on what portion of the
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siirface he sboiald commence liis next attack. He
now seized the razor

;
and I could not avoid

perceiving that the weajjon was a perfectly
new one, and had never before been nsed. I

mention this because it created in my mind at

the moment a slight suspicion of a territic fact

of which I was about to become the unhappy
hearer.

He stood before me—legs apart, razor in hand—thrusting his arms to their full extent through
the sleeves of his coat, in the attitude and with
the gesture of a man who having to perform
some deed requiring the exercise of great personal

strength, wishes to ascertain beforehand that his

powers are not to be impeded by the pressure of

his garments ! I thought—but further reflections

were cut short by a powerful grasp on the top of

my head, and a vigorous and awful sweej) or

scrape of the razor in a direction directly

contrarj"- to that in which I had been accus-

tomed to operate upon my own face. The tor-

ture of this almost threw me into a state of

coma !

He paused, and smiled, evidently much pleased
at the success of his first move

;
and then, to

heighten the value of the service he had just reu-

dered me, he favoured me with the intelligence
that it was really so long since he had handled a

razor, he was quite out ofpractice.
Had one of the Sebastopol cannons presented to

the city been fired off under my ear at that

moment, I doubt whether I should have received

a gi'eater shock.

]\Iy first impulse was to leap up and rush away ;

but the lather, the want of shirt collar, and,
added to these, the frightful quivering in my
back, all put a negative on such a move. ]\Iy

only alternative was entire submission to the

martyrdom I had to undergo, and I resigned

myself. A second scrape in the same xmiisual

direction assured me that the operator was again
at his work

; and, with closed eyes, I felt the

razor tearing and travelling aboiit in every direc-

tion but what appeared to me to be the right
one.

Part the first—namely, the iipper part of the

face—being now finished, part the second was

prepared by the brush and lather. In this

interval the operator thought fit to favour me
with a little conversation, and while stroj^ping up
the razor in front of me inquired,

—
" Have you heard, sii-, of the gentleman who

had his throat cut here this morning !

"

This put the finishing stroke to my already

perturbed and excited fancy ; and starting up
from my chair, I shouted, "What! Here? In this

very room? In this very chair?" half -wild at

the idea that I was occupying the place of the

poor victim—harher-ownlj murdered through the

incapacity, most probably, of the very man who
who was now so coolly, nay, even so cheerfully,

relating the circumstance as one of no iincommon
occurrence !

'\\niat was there to protect me from a similar

fats ?

JNIy Adonis, bursting into a fit of laiighter, which

however, he took some pains to control, assured

me that he had not meant "here "as indicating

that room, but the cit}^ of Exeter. I subsided
into the chair. My only other recollection of the

ceremony, ])revious to its conclusion, is a request
that I would keep my lij)s apart, lest my lower

lip should bo cut off ! With this I complied,

deeming the admission into my mouth of a table-

.spoonful or so of soapsuds a slight grievance in

comparison of the threatened alternative. Words
cannot ex];)rcss the relief I felt when a final wipe
of the razor, accompanied with the welcome,
welcome words,

" That will do, sir," satisfied

me that the ordeal was concluded. After a
comfortable ablution I inquired what I had to

pay, when I was informed that a small and
most reasonable charge woidd be received by
tho elegant lady as I passed tlirough the outer

shop.
Before separating, which wc did with mutual

goodwill and courtesy (he, doubtless, respecting
me for the equanimity with which I had under-

gone his fearful and unwonted practice, and I

gi-ateful to him for having spared my life and
taken only my beard), I learnt from my operator
the following facts : that it was months since he
had shaved any one

;
and that during his late

apprenticeship of three years in London, in one of

the most frequented hairdressers' shops at the

West End. he had only shaved four persons. He
terminated this information with the foUo^wing

sage advice, to which I call the attention of my
male readers : "If you want easy shaving, pick
ovA the lowest barber's shop you can find,

—one,
if possible, where they will shave you for one

penny."
Walking home with clean face and lightened

heart, I met my wife, who, alarmed at my long

absence, had come out in search of me. Jtly first

words were, "I'll be my own barber henceforth ;"

and as we walked home together, I totally iinde-

ceived her as to her mistaken idea of the multi-

plicity of shaving-shops in Exeter, and gave her a

good laugh over my adventures, in which I invite

my readers to join. H. F. W.

FOR HOXG KOXG. CARE OF AH LEEN
AND CO., THIS SIDE UP.

While on a visit to one of our richest Austra-

lian gold-fields, at Castlemaine, a few months Ijack,

I was startled by a paragi'aph in one of the

local pajiers, stating that the Chinese diggers
had made a formal application to the authori-

ties for leave to exhume the remains of a man-
darin who had died some three yeai's ago.
It appears to be their custom to disinter the

bodies of men of rank who die abroad, three

years after burial, with a view to sending them
home to the family tomb. The newspaper notice

went on to say that the body was exhumed in the

presence of the coroner and the parish sexton.

Owing to the security of the coffin and the drj"-

nature of the soil, the body was found in a state

of wonderful jircservation. It was removed from

j

the coflSin, all the skin, remaining flesh, and

integuments were carefully scraped away with

\ knives, and the skeleton was suljmitted to the

action of fire, until burned or calcined (for the

!
boues appeared beautifully pure and white) ; they
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were tlien broken into short lengths
—every par-

ticular lione—even tho very skull was so broken

up that it was diliicult to make out the several

component plates afterwards. These bones were

then deposited in a wooden box about two feet

long by one broad, and about one foot in depth,

and lined throughout with white satin. There I

Baw them on my visit to the cemetery. The Idox

lay on a table in the tool-house at the cemetery

gates. It was really hard to say which was

whiter, the white satin or the white calcined bone

heaped up withhi it. Although thoroughly burned,

none of the integral structure of the bone was

destroyed, and the spongy texture of the heads of

the thigh bones, &c., presented a really beautiful

appearance. In a corner of this wooden funeral

urn—if I may be pardoned for the bull—lay a

small octagonal tin box marked "matches," and
the manufacturer Avould have stared in amazement
if he could only have foreseen its iiltimate contents

and destiny. The sexton gave me permission to

open it and examine its contents. I did so, and I

must confess my astonishment was quite as great
as I coiild have fancied that of the tin match-box

maker, could he only have peeped over my
shoulder as I opened the lid. I had heard of

silver urns before, containing hearts and so forth
;

but a tin match-box with such a lining was a

matter I was little prepared for. On lifting the

lid, I found within all the teeth of the deceased

celestial together with his finger nails, Avhich had
been drawn out and off respectively, previous to

the kiln-drying operation. The nails, it would

appear, which were of the most absurd length,
and more resembling the talons of some huge
pterodactyle than anything else I can compare
them to, were here encased as vouchers for his

rank and station. None but the lower orders in

China wearing short nails, these are obliged to do
as we do—cut them, in order to be able to work
with their hands for their daily bread. The
sexton was, however, unable to enlighten my
ignorance in the matter of the teeth ;

but I have
no doubt there must have been some reason for

boxing them up so carefully.
Ere this reaches you, the bones are with the

mandarin's family in the country of the children

of the sun and moon. G. G. M.

THE TWO HANDS.
A LAEGF. brown hand by labour stained

Four snowy fingers prest,
As though a swarthy Cyclops strained
A white maid to bis breast.

And fondly did that brown hand hold
Those fingers white as snow,

As though it were a hnk of gold
That would not let them go.

Time passes on. The two hands clasp
Another newly given :

As though they'd found an angel's grasp
To draw them up to heaven.

Once more the brown hand and the white
Are linked. So cold ! so fast !

—
As though true loving hearts unite
More closely at the last. Mark Lesio!?.
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LAST WEEK.

Still the columns of our public journals are

stuffed with accounts of warlike preparations ;

steam-frigates upon new and improved principles,
both for offence and defence, are in course of con-

sti'uction here—volunteers are reviewed there.

The French Emperor is strengthening his army
of Eome— the Austrian Emperor is reinforcing
his garrisons in the Quadrilateral. Victor Em-
maniiel is still—at the date these lines are written—engaged iu administering a kind of homoeopathic
bombardment to the fortress of Gaiita. Garibaldi,
late Dictator of the Two Sicilies, but now the

Hermit of Caprera, has hung up his sword, and
turned out his two horses for a season, Init he
claims 1,000,000 Italians in arms as the contingent
of Italy next spring. AVe have a little war upon
our hands in New Zealand, and a tedious war still

before us iu China, for, whatever may be the terms
which Lord Elgin may think it proper to impose
upon the i\Iandarins at Pekin, it is too much to

suppose that they will be adhered to by the

Chinese as soon as the military pressure is with-

drawn. We will pass over the threats of the
Soiithern States concerning the dissolution of the

gi'eat North American Confederation as a mere
hrutiim fidmen—but although there be no actual

warfare, nor any immediate likelihood of it upon
the North American continent, there is plenty of

\"iolence in Texas and elsewhere.

What is to be the end of all this ? It does not
follow as an inevitable consequence that because
the great nations of Europe are making all these
warlike preparations, they will therefore take the
field next spring. Si vis pacem 2)ara helium—says
the old maxim, and certainly upon this 2irincii)]e
the desire for the maintenance of peace must be

very vehement throughoiit Europe just now. The
true danger seems to lie in the fact that at the

present moment questions of foreign policy seem
to occupy the attention of every European nation
in most cases, though not in all, to the exclusion
of those which are merely of domestic interest.

This must be. By the railroad, by the electric tele-

graph, by the spread of commerce, by the inter-

change of literatures, we have all learat to sym-
pathise with each other.

An English Liberal is an European Liberal.

This may not be true to the same extent of other

nations, for upon all points of political economy
the great bidk of the Continental Liberals are

stiU mourning over the grave of the late Colonel

Sibthorp. Your German or Frenchman can never
be a thorough Liberal until he has dismissed from
his mind the dogma that he is to gain by his

neighbour's loss, and that the nation to which he

belongs is proportionably the more pros])erous the
more it is independent of foreign supply. These
fallacies will be appreciated in time for just what
they are worth ; but meanwhile ignorance of poli-
tical economy is a great stumbling-block in the

path. Capital throughout Europe is still tainted
with false opinions iipon the subject of exchange ;

and herein lies great danger to the peace of the
woild. Could t!io European Liberals be brought
to lay aside their municipal jealousies aiul appre-
hensions—to agree upon the objects which they

shall pursue in common, and to stand by each
other in troublesome times, we should have a great
security for the future. As an illustration of this,
take the recent expression of jmblic opinion in
this country with regard to the Italian question.
It is clearly undei'stood that England has no inten-

tion of interfering iu the contest in a material

way ; still the weight of her opinion is felt as

though it were an army iu the iiehl. Had France
been a free country—as England is a free coimtry—and had there been in France the same over-

whelming expression of public sympathy with the
Italians as has taken place here—tlie liberation of

the Peninsula might have beeu brought al)0ut

without a ^klagenta or Solferino—without the
lamentable cession of Savoy to a foreign power.
The impulses and processes would naturally have
been different, but the results woidd have been
the same, if not more comiilete. England has
sent her free thoughts, France her soldiers.

England neither asked for, nor expected, profit
from the liberation of the Italians. France did

expect it, and has exacted it. In all probability
the French Emperor will reqxiire further payment
before his comjjlete assent is given to the inde-

pendence of the Peninsula.

Thus, then, we are all intent upon questions of

foreign policy ; we are all preparing for war, and yet
Lord Palmerston thinks, and many men of great
experience, and of forecasting mind, think with
him that actual hostilities will in some way be
avoided. There is no doubt that any war—save

one of defence—would be highly unpopular iu this

country. Despite of the national fanaticism for

military glory, there is little doubt that Louis

Napoleon found the temper of the French nation
not very malleable when he embarked in the
Crimean war

; and, more recently, in the Italian

campaign. All public expression of opinion may
be killed in France

;
but despite of all his laws of

repression, it is still a power with which the

French Emperor must settle accounts at his jieril.

War is always unpopidar with Prussia, as every
one knows who has ever witnessed the amount of

domestic misery consequent upon a desire for

what is called the "mobilisation" of the army,
when the soldiers are called back from their

ploughs and their shop-boards to the ranks.

Pussia is still exhausted with her last enormous

struggle ; and if the war party in Austria, of which
Francis Josejih is the head, should succeed in

plunging the Emjiire once more into war, the base

of their operations will indeed be a house doubly
and trebly divided against itself ! Independently of

these considerations, it should be added that the

actual position of the Austrian treasury seems to be

very desperate. The great capitalists of Europe are

of course prepared to discount such an enterjn-ise
as an Austrian attempt to recover Lombardy, if it

should be bi'ought before them with any consi-

derable chances of success ; but fortunately the

chances are not considerable. When to the diffi-

culties inherent in the Italian campaign, are

added those which would follow from an Hunga-
rian insurrection, which would in all probability
take place as soon as the Empire was at war,
one should suppose that a capitalist would as

soon make advances to the Grand Trunk Line
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of Canada, as to the treasury of the Hapsburgs, if

the advances are to be expended upon gimpowder.

By recent accounts, too, French finance is not in

a very nourishing condition ;
and it woidd be

strange if it were so, considering the monetary

scale upon winch the enterprises of the Emperor
have been conducted. Europe has never yet seen

the true French bill for the Russian war. The

expenditure both of actual wealth, and of male

adults in the prime of their strength (who are

wealth in another form), must have been enormous.

That Italian campaign, too, must have cost the

French tax-payers a good round sum ; for Savoy
and Nice, although a tangible return for the ex-

jienditure, have not as yet brought back any

grist to the Imperial miU. Take the French ex-

penditure upon the arsenals—upon the new ships

of war—upon the rided cannon—and other matters

of military preparation, aud the sum total, if fairly

laid before the French nation, would give them
serious thoughts for the future. Greater, however,
even than this expenditure upon war, and pre-

parations for it, must have been the sums spent

upon the civil management of the country in va-

rious forms. How much improper expenditure
must have lieen tolerated in order to maintain the

zeal of partizans at a proper point of fervour !

How many bubble schemes must have been winked

at, if not actually encouraged, as they certainly
have been by the machinery of the Credit Mohilier,

and by direct concessions from the Govei-nment !

The capital sum which woidd represent the extent

to which the partizans of the Emperor have pro-
fited by the institution of the Empire must be

very considerable. At the present moment we
find that the subject of Finance—as well it may—is occupying the serious attention of the Em-
peror.

Money is scarce in France, but in the first days
of L.\.ST Week the Bank of France had still obsti-

nately refused to have recourse to the natural

remedy which we in England know to be a regula-
tion of the public discounts on conditions which

may be in harmony with the actual commercial

position of the country. To do this would be to

confess that France has of late been outspending
herself—that there has been over-speculation, and

injudicious speculation, and that the time had
arrived when the nation must pause awhile, and
allow the restorative action of accumulation to

repair the breaches made in the national prosperity.
The Emperor as yet has preferred the false system
'—

speaking in a commercial sense—of borrowing
money in order to maintain the profuse expendi-
ture, and to encourage the speculation which must
have been injudicious, or France would now be a

lender, and not a Iwrrower. It is clear that the

Emperor has taken the matter directly in hand
himself, and is interfering in the very details of
the difficulty. A large portion of the stock of

specie in the French Bank is silver. Silver is a

commodity just like tea, or tobacco, which is

always purchasable at its fair value in the markets
of the world. The means of the Bank Directors are

crippled—here they have in hand a stock of sUver
with which they might tide over their present diffi-

culties-', but Louis Napoleon would not for a time
permit them to part with a single bar.

It is to be regretted that we have not before us

a true balance-sheet of the French Empire. The

figures presented from time to time by the Govern-

ment to the pseudo-representatives of the nation

are of course fallacious. If our own share u the

Crimean war cost us 100,000,000^., what was the

amount of the French biU ? for the Emperor went
i into the business far more heavily than we did.

Was the cost of the Italian campaign much less ?

What is the figure whichwould rejireseutthe French

share in the China business ? What is the total

real addition to the National Debt of France since

Louis Napoleon took the French government in

hand ? Something appalling, if the statements

are fairly made.
At the same time the position of the French

Emperor is different indeed from that of his Aus-

trian brother. If Louis Napoleon is minded to go
to war next spring, he will find plenty of capi-

talists to advance him the money upon reasonable

terms, even if the opening of public loans in

France be not responded to in as speedy and

satisfactory a way as heretofore. It is most pro-
bable that he will not go to war if he can heli) it,

because the seat of hostilities would again be the

Italian Peninsula, and in the present temper of

the European cabinets any serious attempts at

territorial aggrandisement in this direction ux^on

the part of France would no doubt give rise to an

opposition which even a man of so firm a mind as

the French Emperor had rather not encounter.

Now, he cannot afford to go to war again unless

at the close of the campaign he is prepared to show
the French nation that he has gained for them an

equivalent for the expenditure of blood and money
which must certainly be incurred. The phrase of

going to war "for an idea "may sound vastly well

in the cob.unns of a French journal, but it con-

veys cold comfort to the humble peasant family in

Languedoc, who have been called upon to sacrifice

poor Jean-Marie, or Pierre, in obedience to this

magnanimous impulse. Still less does it carry
consolation to the French tax-payer, whose liabili-

ties to the treasury are every year heavier, and
still heavier—for your French tax-payer is pro-

verbially a hard-fisted man.
The ignorant impatience of the people under

taxation is still greater in France than in England ;

and even here people are grumbling loudly
enough about our temporary income tax, which
next session will very probably be screwed up to

a shilling in the pound. Still we must not be
blind to the fact that Louis Napoleon may be
forced into a war against his wiU. A rash and
inconsiderate movement at Vienna might force

him once more to despatch the armies of France
into Italy. He could not stand by quietly, and see

those results to which the blood of the French nation
has so largely contributed actually neutralized.

This would be to confess failure—and failure is a

word which must be blotted out of the Imperial
Dictionary, or it will be found to have a terrible

synonym. The peace of Europe next spring
actually depends upon the action of the Austrian

Court,—and who vt'ill be bold enough to do more
than hazard a conjecture as to what this action
will be ? What the calculations of prudence
would be we can tell

; but who can foretell, with
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any approacli to certainty, the vagaries of impru-
dence ? Not so long ago, we were all saying that

the late Czar Nicholas would never be mad enough
to cross the Priith. He crossed it, however, and

the penalty was the forfeiture of his own life, and
a check in the development of civilisation in

Kussia, which will scarcely be repaired in the

lifetime of this generation. Again, we were all

saying that the Austrians would never provoke a

conflict with the Fi-ench armies. Magenta and

Solferino were the illustrations of that prophecy.
Matters are still more desperate now than they
were two years ago. The whole Peninsula, up to

the Venetian frontier, is in the hands of the

Italians—save the Patrimony of tSt. Petei-, which

is a sort of French garrison. The discontent in

the Austrian Provinces—especially in Hungary—
has risen to a poiut which no longer admits of

misunderstanding or concealment. The situation

is desperate
—but Despair is not always the safest

Privy Councillor. There is not an Austrian

statesman of much account ;
not even a man

of the mark of Felix Schwarzenburgh ;
and a

true statesman is much needed in Austria just
now.

Let us not, in our just antipathy to the cruelties

and abominations of Austrian ride in Italy, ever

lose sight of the fact that the existence of a pow-
erful military monarchy in the south-east of

Europe has been found throughout historical ages

necessary to our own security. What may be the

political action of this new Italian kingdom, we
know not as yet. That it will be for good, we

hope, and believe—but we are standing upon the

brink of an untried future. That old Eastern

enigma still remains unsolved at Constantinople.
It is not too much to say that the very greatest

uneasiness is felt among English statesmen upon
this point. The extinction of the military power
of Austria, and the consequent French monopoly
of military power for aggressive purposes on the

Continent of Europe, woidd scarcely be a resiUt

which Englishmen could see with satisfaction.

The Turkish Empire—do what we will—is crum-

bling and decaying before our eyes ;
and in all

probabihty men now in the prime of life wiU live

to see a solution of the question.
With the history of Europe behind us from the

days of Henri IV. to the days of Louis Napoleon,
one would scarcely wish to see so vast a prepon-

derance of military power in the hands of French-

men as woidd certainly follow from the destruction

of the Austrian Empire. If Francis Joseph could

be induced to part with Venetia l)y way of sale,

and to govern his Empire, especially Huugary, in

a constitutional way, what a glorious future might
still lie before the Hapsburgs! As the great

Dauubian Power, Austria would be a far more

important member of the European Confederation

than she has ever yet been : and destinies might

yet await her iu the East, which would place her

in a position which she coidd never have achieved

as the unreasoning task-mistress of unfortunate

Italy.
I a the absence of any great political events

during the Last Week, our space may fairly be

devoted to speculations on the future. Now a

suggestion lias Ijeen set afloat in Paris, and has

received a certain amount of discussion during the

last seven days, which, if there be any kind of

truth in it, may grow into the most important
event of our time. We all know pretty well the

sj'^stem upon which Louis Napoleon is in the

habit of bringing his schemes before the world.

The rudimentary element out of which a llussian

War or an Italian campaign grows, is a sugges-
tion in a French newsjjaper. The idea contained

in this suggestion is either destroyed, or allowed

to drop, according to the effect which it is found

to produce upon the minds of the Fi'ench nation.

The suggestion put forth in one newspaper is con-

tradicted in another—a discussion follows, and if

it be found peculiarly unpalatable, in due course a

contradiction is put forth in the "Moniteur," and
there for a time is an end of the matter. Suppos-

ing, however, that affairs take a different turn when
the joiirnalist once tosses the shuttlecock up in the

air, a band of jiamphleteers are a})].)ointed to keep it

up, and should their endeavoxu's, too, be crowned
with success, in due course the French People are

allowed to obtain an inkling of the Napoleonian
idea upon the subject. Now the shuttlecock of

Last Week is nothing more nor less than a sug-

gestion that Louis Napoleon, after the lajjse of

somewhat more than three centui-ies, should follow

in the steps of our owni Henry VIII., and declare

himself to be the head of the Church in France—
as Queen Victoria is the head of the Church in

England. Of course, at this preliminary stage, the

suggestion leaves to the Pope all supremacy in

matters of faith ; but in such a matter as this,

the first ste}) is everything ;
and the higher French

clergy, acting under the auspices of the Empe-
ror, would soon become the arbiters of the national

faith of France. The attempt is a bold one, and
would certainly conciliate to the Emperor the

sympathies of the vast bulk of the English nation

What are the chances of success ? There can be

no doubt that at the present moment the Pope,
and the Papal Court, are profoundly discredited

throughout Europe.
In the Italian peninsula itself, Pio Nono is

looked upon as one of the two great remaining
obstacles to the independence of the country. A
similar residt has been produced by the Concordat

in Austria. The amount of exasperation against
the influence of the priesthood in aU the daily

affairs of life, can scarcely be credited by any
but those who have mixed familiarly with the

peasantry of Austria. On the Danube banks your
ears are stuffed with stories—no doubt many
of them grievously exaggerated

—such as those

which animated Luther to his great attack xipon

the Papal power. These are at least evidence of

the animosity entertained by the people against
the priests. In France itself Louis Napoleon has

been dealing of late in a very high-handed way
with the upper and Ultramontane clergy. He has

signalised the protests of some of the bishops as

treason against the French nation and his o-mi

government. He has suppressed the journal which

was emphatically the organ of the party. He has

sternly forbidden any organised collections for

the benelit of the Holy Father, who is now some-

what hardly pressed under the head of Ways and

Means. It may be observed, parentheticallj',
that
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there is not a more significant sign of the times

than the scantiness of tlie coutribntioiis forwarded

by the faithful throughout the world to their

Spiritual Chief in the hour of his need. This is a

matter with which I'rotestants are not concerned.

We are not expected to subscribe Peter's-pence, or

-svidows'-mites, for the benefit of the Pope ; nor

have we cast any obstacle in the way of such col-

lections. We simply note the fact that now, when

the necessities of the Papacy are the sorest, sub-

scriptions do not flow in in any very lavish manner.

If we adopt the pecuniary test, then, as a means of

forming our judgment as to the degree of attach-

ment felt by thelvoman Catholic laity throughout

Europe to the Holy See, the decision must be that

the zeal of the faithful has grown cold. The

Ereuch bishops send forth angry addresses, allocu-

tions, or by whatever name such episcopal admo-

nitions are aptly described. Dr. Cidlen and his

colleagues exhaust the vocabidary of abuse against

the malignant and ungodly men who are endea-

vouring to save the Poiic and his advisers from the

temptations and anxieties of temporal sovereignty—but there are no assets forthcoming ! It is

calculated that by Christmas next Pio Nono will

1)6 absolutely bankrupt, and unable to pay his

way. Then at last there must be an end of the

undignified struggle which has been protracted too

long for the true interests of the Church.

It is at this point when the last stiver in the

Papal treasury has been paid away— and when
there woidd appear to be so little solicitude on any
side to replenish the empty cofTers of the Vatican,
that the Prench Emperor takes the matter in hand.

He suggests that as the temporal sovereignty of

the Pope has actually collapsed in Italy
—

nay, at

Rome itself—despite of all his efforts to avert

such a catastropthe, it woidd be weU if the Church
in France were placed upon a more stable footing.
Here is the very suggestion as it has been set forth

in the pamphlet of M. Cayla (the shuttlecock).
" The Emperor, as head of the national religion,
would have no need to break with Pome ^vith

respect to dogmas. The Pope, as simply a Spiri-
tual Sovereign, would continue to exercise an
infiuence over Catholicity, the greater as the

Papacy woidd again api>roach the simplicity of the

Primitive Church. As regards France especially,
the Head of the State wovdd direct the administra-
tion of public worship as a sovereign. Paris being
the centre and the heart of France, the Archbishop
of Paris woidd be named Grand Patriarch." It is

needless to enter into the details of M. Cayla's
scheme. These are of little importance in the

presence of this one tremendous fact—the secession
of France from obedience to the See of Ptome.

Is this to be ? Nothing, of coiu-se, is as yet
decided, save that Louis Napoleon, who provides
the intellectual food of the French people, has per-
mitted—possibly, directed—that the subject shall
be jtublicly discussed.

If we consider the probabilities of the case, it

seems likely that the French Emperor is of opinion
that he can now dispense with the ecclesiastical
ladder which stood him in such stead when he
lust attempted to mount the Imperial throne of
France. The day has gone by when he woidd
condescend to humour the Breton peasantry by

pilgrimages to the shrines which they held sacred,
and by observances which they esteemed as neces-

sary to salvation. He is the man who, of all

others, is most deeply interested in arriving at the

truth as to the convictions and wishes of the

French nation ;
and who, of all others, has the best

machinery at his disposal for the formation of a

just opinion upon the point. Now, he has shown

by overt acts that he will not tolerate any oppo-
sition to his will on the part of the French bishops
and higher ecclesiastical dignitaries. With a few
lines iu the " Moniteur "

lie reduces them to

silence.

Louis Najjoleon would not venture ii2:»on so bold

a poUc}'' if he did not feel that he had the support
of the French nation at his back. It is true that

liis uncle. Napoleon Bonaparte, when he was con-

sidering some sixty years ago with his chosen

councillors as to what steps would be the wisest

for the restoration of religion in France, discussed

with them this scheme for vesting in himself the

Headship of the Church in France, and decided

against it. He did so merely upon political

g^founds. It was important that France should
remain one of the ga-eat Boman Catholic Powers.
The common bond of union between these Powers
was their obedience to the Holy See. If he had

proclaimed himself Head of the Church in France,
he considered that the inevitable result would
have been that, even upon doctrinal matters, France
woidd soon stand alone in Eiu-ope, or in other

words, the bond of a common religion between
France and other nations would be snapped asun-

der. Besides, if the Headship of the Church were

nominally vested in the sovereign, it was certain

that there must be some great ecclesiastical dig-

nitary
—call him Archbishop, Patriarch, what you

will—to whom must be delegated the exercise of

spiritual functions.

jNIight not such an one, if a Frenchman, resident

at Paris, become very troublesome to the Govern-

ment, if France shoidd fall into a fit of fanati-

cism ? Given a Napoleon upon the temporal
throne, he would, no doubt, manage his arch-

bishop well enough. Given a Napoleon ujjon the

archiepiscopal throne, might it not happen in

days to come that he might bring the temporal
Emperor under his control ? For these reasons,
and certain others which we are precluded from

setting forth here by consideration of space,

Najjoleon Bonaparte concluded that if Borne had
not been in existence, it woidd have been incum-
bent upon him to invent Rome, for the graceful

government of his people in spiritual matters. It

was safest, he thought, to keep his High Priest at

a distance from the seat of empire, and in a po-
sition in which he must, in a great degree, be at

the mercy of the powerfid chief of so mighty a
nation as France.

It is certainly as yet too mucb to say that the
A'iews of the nephew differ from the views of the
uncle upon this important point. AVlien his head
was turned, and he became intoxicated with suc-

cess, even Napoleon Bonaparte did not adhere to
Ms original idea, but madej the Pope a State

prisoner, and treated him in a manner which was
certainly not calculated to promote respect for

religion throughout Euroj)e.
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THE SILVER CORD.
BY SHIRLEY BROOKS.

CHAPTER IX.

The boat from Folkstone to Boulogne was

making excellent progi'ess, the water was what

people choose to call "glass," and even the

foreigners who were returning from insulation,
and who, in spite of the glorious weather, wrapped
and shawled themselves, and lay at full length,

scowling at the sea as an ally of perfidioiis Albion,
could not manage to get into their faces that

curious hue of mottled whiteybrown paper, which
is usually discernible on the alien countenance
when the alien is on the ocean. There was

scarcely a tolerable excuse for the kind tremors
and slight faintnesses of the pretty bride, away
for her honey month, and affectionately desiroixs

to afford her Algernon the happiness of paying her

all the petlts soins of a voyage. The day was as

beautiful on La Manche as at Lipthwaite.
Mrs. Lygon was sitting as far apart as possible

from other passengers, but not in that part of the

vessel where her place would naturally be. Plainly
dressed, and veiled, she occupied a camji-stool

"forward," among the humbler class of passen-

gers. She sat by the side of the vessel, and held

a book, less for reading than as an assistance in

rei)elling any well-meant attentions from good-
natured women, who, happy in their holiday with
their families, pitied her supposed loneliness, and

any imjjertinence from young shopmen and the

like, who, "cutting over to Boolone for a lark,"

might desire to commence it by no end of a flirta-

tion with a deuced jiretty-looking Party who was

sitting solus aU alone by herself, imtil your
humble took compassion on her. A httle knot
of smokers occasionally lounged near her, and

chatted, but it is needless to say that no smile at

their fun encouraged them to draw round her,

and her look and manner were so iinmistakeably
those of a lady that she escaped all the small moles-

tations which underbred Englishmen, less from

viciousness than ill-breeding, have a habit of in-

flicting on a solitary female traveller. Laura was

permitted to remain silent and thoughtfid, until

addressed by one who had a claim to be heard.

This was Ernest Adair, the Ernest Hardwick
of the garden and the arbour at Mr. Vernon's

house in Lipthwaite.
He had been slightlj'', if at all aged or altered,

to appearance, by the lapse of the years that had

passed since that meeting with ilr. Vernon's

daughter. His step was as light and confident,

his eye as glittering, his features as ]iale as ever,

but perhaps on a closer regard it might have been

seen that the lines were a little harder, and the face

somewhat more resolved, though the smile was as

ready as ever, and the voice as irritatingly plea-
sant. His dress, still dark, had a certain military

compactness, which was not impaired by the eifect

of a loose white overcoat of the lightest material,

and a stiff travelling cap, of a more elegant kind
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than is generally adopted by the Briton, who looks

very respectable at home, hut manifests extremely

wild notions of the picturesque when he adorns

himself for foreign conquest.

Ernest Adair had kept himself entirely aloof

from ilrs. Lygon, since the vessel had left harbour.

After providing her with a seat, and placing a

book in her hand, he had gone further forward,

and establishing himself in the narrowest part of

the boat, with his back to the bowsprit, he had

devoted himself to his favourite cigarettes, but

always keeping a careful watch upon Laura.

Once she drew out a pencil, and a note, and

seemed about to write. At that moment Adair's

watclifulness was redoubled, and, as a passenger,

walking the deck, accidentally paused and screened

Laura from his view, his lips compressed with

sudden anger. But the next moment the pas-

senger passed on, and Laura's pencil had not

touched the pajier. Apparently, she abandoned

her idea of writing, and returned the pencil to a

very small pocket at her waist.
" What an objectionable place to put a pocket,"

said Ernest Adair to himself. "I shall have to

ask her for that pencil, and to fabricate a false

pretence for doing so, an immorality which I

hereby transfer to the account of her sinful mil-

Imer."

Half an hour later, he approached her, bringing
with him a little black sac-de-nuit, glistenmg with

newness.
"
Merely a word or two," he said, respectfully—almost deferentially.

Mrs. Lygon looked up for a moment, but made
no reply.

" I have not intruded conversation upon you."
he said, in the same tone. "I have scarcely

spoken twenty words to you since yesterday after-

noon, and those only from necessity. But we
shall land in a quarter of au hour, and it may be
better to speak here than elsewhere."

Laura listened, but did not answer.

"You have been in Boulogne before," he said.

"Yes."

"Xaj', I was not asking a question. I know
that j"ou have, and that you are well acquainted
with the neighbourhood. At this moment you
are troubled at the thought of the crowd on
the pier, and the eyes of the people who watch
the disembarkation. Have no fear on that

account. I have arranged for your being sjiared
all annoyance."
"Plow?"
' ' When we approach the harbour, have the

kindness to go down into the fore cabin, and do
not come up again until I let you know that it is

time to do so."

"When will that be ?
"

"When all the passengers have landed and
passed the douane, and crowd, touters, and every-
body are gone."

"
I thought that the police—"

" The police are good enough to waive rules in

my case,
"
said Ernest Adair, with the slightest

symptom of return to his old manner. But he at
once resumed his respectful tone.

"A carriage shall be ready on the quay, and we
shall be out of the town in a few minutes."

"And where next ?
"

" That will entirely depend upon yourself at the

expiration of a short interview between lis at a

house well known to yourself
—a most respectable

house, I should have said, but that ISIrs. Lygon
could not by possibility know any other."

" I wiU go down at once," she said, rising from

her seat.

"If you please. Only one thing more. You
left—this agreeable joiirney was undertaken some-

what hastily, and though delightful as all impro-
vised pleasures are, hiuTy has its inconveniences—
so against one of them, the entire absence of lug-

gage, I have ventured to provide, and this little

bag will supply any temporary wants. Mj' own

inex}>erience in such matters has been assisted by
more competent judgment."
He took the book gently from her hand, and

placed in it the handle of the small -sac.

"
By the v/ay," he said, " I must give my name

ill writing to the pohce, that it may not be l)lun-

dered. 1 have no pencil ; you have one. Favour
me with it for a few moments."

j\Irs. Lygon mechanically complied ; her mind

was, at the instant, in another direction, or she

might not have doue so.
" I will write it in the chief cabin," he said.

' ' We are nearing port
—perhaps the sooner you

go down the better."

Having the pencil, he did not fear to hasten

away.
Her next act was one that might have befitted

Laura Vernon better than the matured Laura

Lygon, schooled in self-restraint, and habituated to

the calm manners of the world.

With a look of anger that could have been seen

through the veil she wore, jSIrs. Lygou dashed the

bag acx'oss the vessel's side into the sea—watched
it for an instant as it sank—and hurried down the

stairs of the cabin.

Ernest Adair was as good as his word. Mrs.

Lygon w^as left imdisturbed in possession of the

fore cabin until the last of the wild cries, and

shouts, and howls, with which a steam-boat is

emptied at a French port, was silenced, and the

vessel was finalty moored in waiting for her

next trip. A few minutes later, and a rjendarme

descended, and with the utmost politeness apprised
Madame that her carriage awaited her. Whatever

question of police had reqiiired answer had evi-

dently been met satisfactorily by Adair, for the

single duty which the officer permitted himself

was the handing Mrs. Lygon to the quay, where
Ernest stood holding the door of a close carriage.
She entered it without touching the ofl'ered hand
of Adair, and was somewhat sur2irised that he

immediately closed the door, and mounted beside

the driver, who instantly set his horses in motion.

Perhaps, also, she remarked that the vigilant
Adair made no inquiry after the sac de nuit, which
he might have supposed she had forgotten. But
Ernest had seen the action which consigned it to

the sea, and believed that he appreciated all the

impulse which had induced her to send it thither,
a belief in which he was mistaken, as a man of

evil morals, no matter how subtle may be his

mind, very frequently is, when seeking to solve

the delicate problem called a woman's heart.
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CHAPTER X.

Aktiiur Lygox rose early on the following

morning, and indeed some considerable time

before the honr at which hi? host and hostess were

iisiially in the habit of making their appearance,
and after a glance into the little room in which
Clara was sleeping the still calm sleep of child-

hood, he went out into the garden. Perhaps he

hoped that Mr. Berry would join him, and by
communicating at oiice the old solicitor's view
of the case, would leave his friend free to take

some decided course of action, which Lygon now
began to feel was absolutely necessary to his own
existence. But he could see that the curtains of

Mr. Berry's dressing-room window remained closed,

and Arthur, feverish, impatient, irritable, wan-
dered around the garden, and felt more despondent
than he had hitherto permitted himself to be.

At a turn of one of the walks Mrs. Berry sud-

denly confronted him.

This apparition would not have been pleasing to

the most indifferent spectator, for JNIrs. Berry's
loose dust-coloured morning gown, ugly slippers,
and favourite hat did not compose an agreeable

picture, but to Arthur Lygon the presence of Mrs.

Berry was at that moment more objectionable than
that of any created being could have been. His

hat, of course, rose mechanically in greeting to

his hostess, but it would have been difficult to

render his " Good morning," less like the cordial

expression of a guest thankful for hospitality.
But to his surprise,and not much to the increase

of his content, Mrs. Berry came up to him with a

smile that was almost aff"ectionate, and placed her

hand in his, which she detained in a friendlier

clasp than she was often in the habit of according.
" T am glad to have an opportunity of speaking

to you, dear Mr. Lygon, before Mr. Berry comes
down. 1 hope you heard me say good night to

you, as I went upstairs last night. I would not

come in, for gentlemen do not like to be dis-

turbed when they get into close chat."

Nothing could be kinder than her words, and
her manner was as friendly as she could possibly
make it. Arthur Lygon, however, could not help

contrasting their meeting with their parting over-

night, and scarcelj' knew whether he ought to be

apologetic, or only reserved. His companion left

him little time for reflection.

"First of all," she continued,
" I want to say a

word to you from poor dear aunty, who fears she

gave you oiTence by her oddity of talk, and

charged me with all kinds of explanations to you.
If you knew her as well as we do, and what she

has sxxff'ered, and still has to sufi"er, you would soon

forgive her anything that seemed like petulance,
but I am sure you will take it from me that the

poor old lady had no intention to be unkind."
" On the contrarj'-, IMrs. Berrj%" said Lygon,

"I fear Mrs. Empson may have reason to think

that I was not so forbearing as I ought to have

been, and except that I was anything but well,
and "

" Not a sjdlable of apology from you" said Mr.s.

Berry, in a low compassionating tone. " Give

aunt, give me credit for being able to laj' aside

any thought of ourselves under such circum-

stances."

Arthur Lygon looked at her with a keen glance,
and was answered by the hand being again placed
in his, with a warm j)ressure.

"
Please," said Mrs. Berry,

" come with me to

the book-room. We shall not be disttirbed there."

Lygon, a good deal surprised, coidd only assent,
and follow his hostess into the house.

They entered the library, and Mrs. Berry, sign-

ing to Arthur to take a chair, closed the door, and

actually drew a small brass l)olt with which her
husband was in the habit of occasionally secur-

ing his afternoon reading, or nap, from inter-

ruption.
If Arthur Lygon's mind had at that moment

been in any condition to receive a liulicrous im-

pression
—or a smile could have arisen to his lips

at so determined an enforcement of an assigna-
tion—smile anil impression would have instantly
vanished at his companion's next act.

She pushed a footstool towards the table, glanced
at Arthur as if to intimate that he well knew wliat

to do, and, taking up a large prayer-book, she

knelt down at a chair, and deliberately I'ead out,
in a very excellent manner, the sacramental prayer
for the church-militant here on earth, laying

especial emphasis on the beautiful petition for

succour to those who in this transitory life are in

trouble or adversitJ^
At the first moment of her commencingthe prayer,

Lygon formed a sort of idea that his hostess was

merely performing what might be a substitute for

family worship as practised in religious families,

and at which it might not be Mr. Berry's habit to

assist. This idea was of course quickly dispelled.

Mrs. Berry might not be able to induce her hus-

band to join in such a rite, but she was mistress

in her own house, and woidd naturally require
the attendance of her servant? . Then came the

emphatic deliveiy of the portion we have alluded

to, and Lygon felt that he vras present at a special
service connected Avith himself. He hastily accused

I\Ir. Ben-y of having either gratuitously revealed

the secret in his charge, or of having surrendered

it as a peace-offering after the scene of the pre-
vious night. He had not obej-'ed his hostess's in-

timation that he should kneel, but he remained

standing until she had concluded, and then it was
with a heightened colour and a rapidly beating

liulse that he awaited her next proceeding.
This was to replace the broad red ribbon with

which the page in the prayer-book had been

marked, and to i-estore the book itself to the shelf

whence it had been taken. Mrs. Berry then

came uj) to Arthur, as he stood by the fire-place,

and looking him kii^dly in the face, said,

"Now, dear friend, we understand one another."
"
Yes," said Lygon, with some presence of mind.

" And now any little unkindness of language last

night is forgotten for ever. What a lovely morn-

ing, again," he added, walking to the window, and

opening it.

Mrs. Berry stepped i-apidly to his side.

"Nay, Arthur—you must let me call you so,

when in trouble, at all events—this is not well.

I will not say that in this world it is not some-

times a dut_y to avoid intruding one's sorrows upon
others, and though we are enjoined to bear one

another's burdens, we are not always required to
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impose our own. ]'>iit if friendship, Christian

fricnilshi]), means anything, it means that we are

to seek counsel and comfort one of another. You
came hither for that purpose ;

do not be afraid to

cai-ry it out. You will lind no cold hearts here,

in the hour of your sorrow, Arthur."
" I am grateful, Mrs. Berry, for kindness sup-

posed to be needful to me," said Lygon, still de-

sirous to hold out, and in his soid reviling Mr.

Berry for not being jiresent to make him aware

how much and how little had been revealed,

.'and if
"

"I-v^ill not have you say that for which you
will rojjroach yourself hereafter," said Mrs. Berry,

earnestly.
" If I have not hitherto had your con-

lidence, it is perhaps because I am not one of

those who seek a trust not willingly given, and

])erhaps, too, and verj^ naturally, because my hus-

band has been your friend for so many years more
than myself ; but this is not a time for worldly

etitpiette, or indeed for worldly feeling. You may
trust me as a friend, Arthur."

' ' And I am jnost grateful for your friendship,
Mrs. Berry," said Lygon, struggling between dis-

cordant emotions.

"If that is from your heart, I am satisfied,"
said his companion,

" and I hope and believe that

it is. Poor darling little Clara !

"

And Mrs. Berry hid her eyes in her handker-

chief, and sobbed.
" He must have told her," said Arthur to him-

self, for the words, touching upon a chord on
which he had himself been harping throughout
another miserable night, went straight to his

heart. But again he rallied, aided by his instinc-

tive dislike of the woman beside him, and resolved
to resist her as long as he could.

" Have you seen her this morning?" he asked.
" Does she not look lovely in her sleep, with aU
that dark hair about her young face ?

"

"I woidd not disturb her," said Mrs. Berry,
Aviping her eyes.

" To think v/hat she may have
to undergo, poor baby," and again she wept.
"Not much, I trust," said Arthur, determi-

nately, and thinking, justly, how true and
strong a friend and protector Clara had in him-
self.

"As for any plans for that dear child," said
LIi-s. Berry, "they must, of course, be the subject
of deep consideration, and for myself, I will say,
of prayerful consideration, but they are not, per-
haps, immediately necessary. But as regards Mrs.
Lygon—"

Laura's name and fame in Mrs. Berry's keep-
ing : The thought passing throiigh Arthur's mind
caused a shudder like that given by the first
wound from the sm-geon's steel. In a forced
voice, he said,

" I have arranged with Berry for a conversation
by-and-by. It wiU, perhaps, be better not to
speak upon its suljject in the meantime."" You are quite right, quite right," said Mrs.
Berry, "and it was -wdth no intention of increas-
ing your trouble that I have endeavoured to pre-
pare you for that conversation bj the best means
in our power "—a glance at the place where she
had knelt explained her meaning.

" And if youhear that which may wound your very heart to its

dejiths, you will remember, dear Ar',/hur, where I

would guide you for healing."
He turned ujion her with irrepressible emotion.
" What shoiUd I hear," he said,

'• that can give
me such a wound ?

"

"Nay," said Mrs. Berry, sorrowfully, "sterner

lips than mine must tell you. I cannot undertake

,

a task above my poor strength."
I

" Do not fear to speak plainly to me," said

I

Arthur Lygon, suddenly forgetting his desire to

postpone the conversation, and overmastered by
[

his eagerness to snatch at the key of the mystery
that was torturing him

;

' ' what I may have done,
I can bear to hear."

;

"
Yon, my poor Ai-thur !" repeated Mrs. Berry,

in a tone between surprise and compassion.
" If

; there is anything to lay to your charge, I, at

! least, know nothing of it."

j

"To my charge?" said Lygon, impetuously.
' ' He has said so—or if not to my charge, there is

something to be told of me—but we will speak of

it presently—I would rather not talk now, if you
please, Mrs. Berry," he said, hurriedly, "and yet—yes—the sooner the better—if you can light

up this strange mystery, do so, and pardon my
abruptness."

' '

Pardon, never ask pardon of me,
"

said Mrs.

Berry,
" but take this comfort to yourself, Arthur,

that this sorrow is none of your causing, excejit in

the sense in which we have all deserved affliction.

There is not a word to be said against you, so far

as I have ever heard.
"

"Then for what am I to prepare myself—what
is this woimd you speak of ?

" he said, vehemently.
"Ah! forgive me. I perceive that you have as

much to learn as myself. Mr. Berry has not taken

you into further confidence than he has given to

me. Pardon my excitement. I have been exceed-

ingly ill, and my nerves are not steady. T must

try a course of walks in your Lijithwaite air, and
see what that will do for me."

"Arthur Lygon," said Mrs. Beriy, "it is im-

possible for me, with any poor words I may
possess, to tell you how my heart bleeds for you.
Y/hat you have just said about Mr. Berry, and
about his withholding confidence from me is, I

grieve to assure you, utterly beside the mark. All
else that I woidd say to you, dear friend, is that

you must nerve yourself to learn, not from me, but
from my husband, that which will grieve you to
the soul. But if, through his worklly, or shall I

say his professional notion of a kindness, which

unhappily wiU be a mistaken one, he shoidd
deem it right not to lay the whole truth before

you
"

" You intend to do so ?
"

"Grievous, bitterly grievous, dear Arthur, as

such a duty would be, and much as I hope that I

shall not be called upon to perform it, I feel that
from it, if it must be done, I ought not to
shrink."

"Mr. Berry has confided to you, Mrs. Berry,
the circumstances that have brought me to Lip-
thwaite?" asked Lygon, agitated." I have learned your sorrow from Mr. Berry's
lips," said his companion, slowlj', and then she
touched his hand in sympathy.

"Ah, he is in the garden," said Lygon, per-
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ceiving liis friend. " I must speak to liiin on the

instant." And he hastened to the door.

"A moment," said Mrs. Berry, with her hand
at the bolt. "Listen to me."

' ' I am listening.
"

"Yon know my husband's true friendship for

you."
' ' I have known it for years. I am here because

I know it," said Lj^gon impatientlj'.
' ' That is right, that is well. You liave trusted

him fully ?
"

"Fully."
"Do not hurry. A minute more or less is not

of importance, and I am speaking for j'our good,
believe me, I am. Go into the garden, and
have your interview. I am only too thanlvful that I

have not to be present at it. But remember
what I have said of his possible reserve."

" He will have none from me, I hope and believe,

or, I repeat it, I would not be here."

"Of all persons in the world, Arthur, I am the

last who would cast a doubt upon his earnestness

to serve you. But while I believe that truth and

straightforwardness are not only the commanded

ways of ser\4ug a friend, but the best and kindest,

my husband has some of the ways of his old

calling
—all I would say is that I do not think

he is prepared to tell you all that you should

know."
"
^Vhy do you say this to ma ?

"

" Because it is right to say it. I have no sen-

timental reasons to give you, Arthur Lygon. I

profess no ardent love for those of whom I know
but little—noio—and if my heart has warmed to

your child, it is for her own sake, not that of

others. But you shall not be deceived, if I can

prevent it. Go to my husband—hear what he has

to say to you, and I, when we meet, shall know,
without any words from you, whether he has been

candid. If not
"

"You will be."

"Again, I say, from the bottom of my heart,

may I be spared the necessity ! But do not mani-

fest to him any conviction that he is not telling

you the truth. Go, and may you be strengthened
for your trial, my poor Arthur !

"

She released him, and in a few moments he had

joined Mr. Berry. She saw them shake hands,
and turn towards the little wooden bridge over the

boundary stream.

CHAPTER XI.

But concealment or reserve, where he professed
to give faith and heart, were not in Arthur

Lygon's nature, and he resolved, whether his

friend had or had not adhered to their compact,
that Mr. Berry shoiUd have no right to complain

'

of withheld confidence.
" I have been speaking with Mrs. Berry in the

! library," said Lygon ;
and then paused to give

]Mr. Berry the opportunity of placing himself so

far right as he coidd do by explaining that he
had thought it best to take his wife into the

secret.

"Ah," said Mr. Berry, "that is well. You
have smoothed over any little irritation from last

night."
"That was instantly put out of the way,"

replied Lygon,
" as you must be sure it woidd,"

he added, warmly.
' ' A nd now, my dear Berry,

S2)eak out, and speak quickly. I am manned for

anything but suspense. There is something I am
to hear, which I am told you will hardly dare to tell

me. You shoidd have dared to do so yesterday ;

but now, in a word, tell me."
He nerved himself, as—once more to borrow

comparison from the surgeon's art—the blindfold

patient sets himself to receive the steel. But the

stroke did not come.
"
Arthur," said Mr. Berry, in a troubled voice,

" are you repeating my wife's words ?
"

" Their meaning, at least," said the younger
man. "You would expect to hear them. Now,
then, for the truth."

" Mrs. Berry has given you to understand that

I have a painfid secret which you oiight to hear,

and which I may be reluctant to disclose."
"
Yes, yes. But no more preliminaries. I tell

you that I can bear it."
" There is no such secret, Arthur."
" This denial, too, I was told to expect. Berry

you have proved yourself my friend too often for

me to doubt you. It is only that yoii think I am
too cowai'diy to hear bad news. 1 am no coward,
and I am ready for the worst. In Heaven's name,

speak !

"

" And as Heaven is my judge, Arthur Lygon,"
said the old man, earnestly,

" I have no such secret

to reveal."

"You had yesterday," said Lygon, almost

fiercely. "You told me that there was some-

thing in my past life that bore upon the dis-

appearance of my wife. I knew not how to

believe that ; but I trust your word as I woidd
have trusted my father's. Berry, you are jtalter-

ing mth me, out of kindness—that must end now.

Tell me the truth."
" What I said yesterday, Arthur," replied Mr.

Berry, "was said upon the spur of the moment,
and when you pressed me for some help to your
own mind. It was based upon something that

occurred to me as possible, but which, ujion

reviewing it calmly, I perceive must have been

an utterly foolish fancy. I will tell it you, or not,

as you please : it is not worth a moment's serious

thought. But it gave us time for reflection—"

"And you for consultation with ^Irs. Berry."
"
Arthur, do you mean upon your all'airs ?

"

" Mrs. Berry has just told me so. I am not

complaining—but I -would have given the -world

that you had not done so."
" And I have not done so," said Mr. Berrj',

with dignity, and speaking in the undertone in

which a man of advanced age, indignant, and con-

scious that he is in the right, usually replies to an

accusation.
" What am I to think ?

"
said Lygon. "It is

not half an hour since I received Mrs. Berry's

solemn assurance that she had learned my sorrow

from your o-wn lips."

Berry's face grew ashy white, and his lips

quivered.
"
Arthur," he said,

"
spare me -words on this

;

spare me the pain of sajang what a husband is

loth to say. But believe two things : first, that

I have not spoken a syllable to Mrs. Berry on

your affaii-s
;
and secondly, that I have no secret
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of any kind to impart. You have known me
from your childhood."

There was something ivithctic in the appeal of

the old man to he saved from the humiliation

of accusing his wife of falsehood. But Arthur

Lygon was by this time wrought to a jiitch of

excitement that deprived him of sensitiveness to

the emotion of another.
"

Berrj-," he said, sternly, "I would not wil-

lingly wrong you by word or deed, but my own

]>osition is too terribly painful to allow me to

waste time on a mere matter of delicacy. It is

evident that you and Mrs. Berrj^, or one of you,
know that which I ought to know, and that you
disagree as to the fitness of letting me hear the

truth. If I am not to hear it from you, Mrs.

Berry permits me to ask it of her, but deprecates
the being compelled to reveal it. You force that

painful duty upon her."

"Mr. Lygon," said the old man, "at what-
ever cost of feeling, we will at once give you the

satisfaction you require."
"Is that the way to put it. Berry?" said

Arthur, hurt at his old friend's tone, but too
much agitated to pause and remonstrate. "I am
offered the confidence which you seem to wish to

deny me."
" Let us go to Mrs. Berry," was her husband's

only answer.

And as if she had foreseen the result of

their conference, or had been watching it, Mrs.

Berry came from the house to meet them on their

way. There was just distance enough to be
crossed to leave each party time to consider how
the conversation should begin, but Arthur Lygon,
as most impatient, was naturally most prompt,
when they met.

"May I recal to you, Mrs. Berry, the con-
versation we had, a short time ago, in the

library ?
"

" I expected to have it recalled," was the reply.
"Before which, Marion," said Mr. Berry, with

severity, "you will have the kindness to disabuse
Mr. Lygon, before my face, of a mistake which he
has foimded ujion some words of yours."

"It is my misfortune if I express myself in-

adequately," said Mrs. Berry, with sometliing of

her manner of over-night—a manner which she
had discarded during her interview with Lygon.
In truth, at this instant, though she came to do
that which it was near her heart to do, she felt

more nervous than was her custom, and took
refuge in her artiticial defences.

Mr. Lygon, IMariou, came down here upon a

painfid errand. Be good enough to assure him
that you now hear this, for the first time, from
me.
"I cannot state a falsehood, Edward, even to

please you. My duty to you is solemn, but I owe
a still higher duty."

"Dare you assert," said Mr. Berry, "that I
told you why Arthur Lygon was here?" And
his tone evinced a concentrated anger which his
wife had never seen him manifest during all
the years of their union. She would "have
trembled, jicrhaps, but had that to say which
sustained her.

"
I made no such assertion," she answered,

" nor will Mr. Lygon allege that I made it.

What I said I am prepared to justify, if justifica-

tion is required of me
;
but it appears to me, and

if a woman's feelings lead me astray I cannot help
it, that we are wasting time over a comparatively

insignificant question, and neglecting a very im-

portant one."

"Marion," said her husband, "you do not see,

or you will not see, that I am accused of violating
a confidence reposed in me by a friend and a client ;

yet yoii dare to speak of the charge as an unimpor-
tant one."

"Edward!" said Mrs. Berry, almost passion-

ately,
" that you should think of a mere quarrel

of words when Arthur Lygon is waiting to hear a

revelation that so deeply ati'ects his happiness and
his home ! I know that he is waiting for it. I

know that you have not had the courage to make
it. Is it worthy of you, is it kind to him, to say

nothing of so insignificant a person as myself, that

he shoidd come here for counsel, and should have
it kept from him ?

"

" Is this madness? "
said Mr. Berry, in apparent

bewilderment.

"No," said Mrs. Berry, "this is not mad-
ness. The madness was some years ago, when
two friends of Mr. Arthur Lygon's—they stand,
I shame to say, upon this grass plot

—allowed
him to enter into the most sacred relation of life

without apprising him of things within their

knowledge. If one of those two friends is self-

forgiven the other is not, and never will be."

Arthur Lygon could but turn from one face to

the other, in his bewilderment. Mrs. Berry's
coimtenance was as pale as woman's coidd well

be, and she seemed prostrated by the weight of

the revelation she was endeavouring to make. Mr.

Berry's face had assumed a certain appearance of

terror which Arthur Lygon had neither will nor
leisure to analyse.

" What is your dearest wish at this instant,
Arthur?" she asked suddenly.
"To discover her—can yoii ask?" was his

equally rapid reply.
the light that gleamed once more in those

light eyes ! It could not have escajied either of

the spectators. It did not. But each had his own
excitement, and had no leisure to heed hers. Nor
could either, if possessing the finest ear ever be-

stowed, have caught that low hiss that followed, and
the woman herself could not have certified whether
two words were spoken or only thought.

i
"So, eloped!"
But aU this took but a second, and Mrs. Berrj'

was instant in answer :

"Let jNIr. Berry give you his clue."

!

" This malice is actually criminal !

" exclaimed
Mr. Berry. He would have given anything to

recal the word the moment after it had been said.

It was the enemy's prize.
"Malice! No, no," said Mrs. Berry, mourn-

fuUj'. "That is not the word to apply, though
you have always insisted, Edward, on wronging
me in connection with the imhappy history. I

have never had any malice. If I had borne any,
which Heaven forbid, I might have induced you to

make better iise of the knowledge you possessed,
.
before it was too late. But if Arthur is bent
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iqion discovering what has been—what has be-

come "

Feeling her way very carefully, and with slow

utterance, even in the hour of victory.
" Of his wife," said Arthnr,

" and why she left

his home. Speak out, Mrs. Berry—it is no time
to pick words."

how her heart beat then ! She had the whole key.
"
Then, Arthur," she said,

"
it is bettor that

such a story should be told by a man than by a

woman. Let Mr. Berry tell you what he knows."

(To he continued.)

EEPRESENTATIVE MEN.
LAST CHAMPIONS OF TRIBES.

CHEETOO—NANA SAHIB—SCHAMYL ABU-EL-KADER,
Through all times, and all stages of civilisa-

tion, the sympathies of men of every order of

mind are with the last representative of a race,

nation, or tribe, against his conquerors. Whether
the devoted champions of an overwhelmed peoj)le
are combing their long hair in Thermopylae, or

wading through a Florida swamp, or in ambush in

a cavern on Atlas, or making a lair in an Indian

jungle, or holding the long bridges round Mexico

against Cortez, or a pass of the Caucasus against
successive Czars, the vain good wishes about
events long decided, the exulting admiration and
tender pity of all heai-ers of the story wait upon
the resistants, about to be the vanquished. A
handful of such heroes, out of the mass of dead

generations, seem set like burning gems along the

vista of human story,
—the magical carbuncles of

the old legend, reared aloft to shed a glow over the

whole scene and time in which they lived. When
our thoughts turn upon such men, we are wont to

revert to history, not only because the old

examples are most familiar, but because we have
an unconscious impression that the time is past
for the manifestation of that jiarticular act of

heroism. Such a mistake should never be made
in the age in which Schamyl and Abd-el-Kader
are living. The romance of human life, and of

the life of nations, is not ovei", and never can be
at an end

; and whenever the age of commerce
and the age of peace shall have set in, aU over the

world, there will no doubt be as much romance,
under one form or another of human expei"ience,
as when the patriarchs were star-gazing in the

Chakhean plains, or the Romans were reaching
Ultima Thule with hearts beating thick and fast

imder their armour.
In our own age there is certainly tragedy

enough of this very kind to move all hearts to

their depths : there are instances of resistance to

a foreign yoke as noble as any on record. Our

posterity will think so ;
and we may guess what

they will say of us, if we do not know heroism

when we see it, simply because it is modern.
As conquest is always going on somewhere or

other, there woxild be always more or fewer such
heroes before our eyes if there were not conditions

through which the noble quahty must be, as it

were, strained, to prove and exalt its virtue.

Mere resistance to an aggressor is no great matter.

Almost every animal in creation is capable of it.

The resistance must be sustained, deliberate,

patient, honourable in its means, and patriotic in

its aim, to make it heroic. It may remain a

romance, and an entertaining story, if mixed up
with treachery and falsehood

; but its moving
quality is gone. The facts then become a mere

narrative, and cease to be a tragedy. We shall

see this plainly enough by the shortest study of

the most conspicuous Last Chiefs of our own time.

I will take those only whose adventures I have

myself followed, as our young generation is now
following -with the eye the fate of young Duke
Robert of Parma and the old Pope.
When I was young, there was Cheetoo, the last

of the Pindarrees. It is impossible for the most
romantic to get up much sympathy for the Pin-

darrees. Those who like the Jack Sheppard style
of literature might possiblj', if their reading
extend so far, get excited over the deeds of the
Indian robber tribes, and fancy the leaders great
heroes : but people of any cultivation can feel

little beyond curiosity about tribes whose business

was plunder, and cruelty their pleasure. Every
year the Pindarrees assembled on the northern
bank of the Nerbudda river, to the number of

from ten to fifteen thousand horsemen
;

and
thence they would part otf to sweep over wide

ranges of the country, seizing whatever property
they could carry off, and destroying the rest.

They would burn fifty villages in a day ;
and

they subjected the inhabitants to tortures which
no one woiUd wish to tell or hear of. The tramp
of their horses was listened for by ears laid

along the ground, more fearfully than the first

rumble of the earthquake. Their dark line far

otf on the plain was the signal for all who could

run to fly to the mountains or hide in the jungle ;

and the sick and aged implored to be put to death

rather than left to the tender mercies of the Pin-

darrees. When the freebooters bivouacked in the

woods, or on the river bank, they were sure that

none but wild beasts woidd come near them ;
for

there was not a man, woman, or child who did

not quake at the sight of their watchfires from
miles olf. Such were the Pindarrees that a cer-

tain Arthur Wellesley used to send home accounts

of when I was young : and they had a chief who
suited them exactly in the man whom we at last

called "
poor Cheetoo.

"

Besides being a freebooter, Cheetoo was a

usurper. He raised himself on the ruin of

Kureem, another chief, and collected sevei-al bands
under his own leadership. When Kureem got his

head above water again, Cheetoo sold himself to

the enemies of both, for the sake of vengeance :

and thus we need not suffer from too keen a

sympathy with the man. Again he got his rival's

neck imder his heel, and became the chief of the

last of the Pindarrees. The Company's troops
had a world of trouljle with him and his force.

By their swiftness, boldness, and cunning, and
their knowledge of every pass and ford in the

country, the marauders were always escaping
when they seemed to be in a trap. When Sir

John Malcolm undertook the case in 1810, their

raids had become insufferable. They had intlicted

horrible torture on above three thousand persons
in twelve days, while plundering three hundred
and thirty-nine villages. They were hunted across

country, over rivers, and through forests, and sepa-



fated from tlie Iklalirattas, who had aided them

powerfully. One retreat after another was broken

up ; and lastly Cheetoo's. He sprang on his horse

and made otl"
;
hut he had only two hundred men

left, and they were pcr})etually urging him to sur-

render to the English. The reason why he did

not was his dread of the sea. Every Hindoo

dreads a voj'age more than death ;
and Cheetoo

fancied that he should be sent beyond sea if once

a prisoner. His followers at length left him, and

made their o-ttTi terms ; and they told the English
that in Cheetoo's snatches of sleep, disturbed by
horrors, he was often heard fearfully muttering,
" The dark sea ! ! the dark sea !

" This was

in ISIS
;
and for a few months more he flitted

about the dominions of the Company and the

neighbouring potentates, now sounding some
Nabob about mediatmg for him, and now slij^ping

from iinder the very grasp of his himters and

waylayers. The horses of his attendants were

rarelj' unsaddled, and the men slept with the

bridles in their hands. In February, 1819, he

appealed for admittance to a fortress into which a

late ally had escaped. He had rendered services

to this Ajia Sahib ; and he carried in a pocket of

his saddle letters from Apa Sahib, fidl of fine

promises for the future : so he came to the gates
in certain expectation of a shelter. He was turned

away ;
and alone he entered the jungle, for a

bivouac. He did not renew his application the next

morning ;
on the next and the next he troubled

nobody,—to the surprise of his treacherous ally.
A few days afterwards, his horse, saddled and
bridled, was seen grazing on the verge of the

forest. The money and the letters and the chief 's

signet ring were safe in the saddle : but where
.fas Cheetoo ?

The first trace was some bloody clothing ; then
some human bones

; then Cheetoo's head, entire.

A tiger had sprung on him. The chief of tribes

which had lately afforded him an army of 20,000
men had been left alone, to be torn to pieces by a
wild beast.

Cheetoo, the last of the Pindarrees, has im-

pressed the imagination, and aroused the pity of

thousands of our elderly generation : but he was
not enough of a hero for sympathy. He had no

coimtry, and therefore no patriotism ; and he
could win no admiration on the ground of devoted-
ness. Who comes next ?

I am sorry to have to name him : but I must.
In the sort of review that we are making, we
must look beyond our own notions and feelings,
because such stories belong to the world

;
and

there arc not only midtitudes of people in India,
but a great many in Ireland, France, America,
and elsewhere, who imagine Nana Sahib to be a
^^ndicator of some coimtry or race,—a champion
and patriot in his own way, and therefore to be
symjiathised with, and watched with interest in
his extinction. It is as well that the error should
be pointed oiit, and the true position of the man
understood, that his actual treachery may be duly
apparent.

^
His admirers in Europe and America supposeNana Sahib to have been the son by adoption of

an Indian i)rince, entering into the ambition and
pride of princes, and having feelings of nation-

ality and i^atriotism which make him hate the

conquerors of India. This is a mistake of ignor-
ance. The subjects of the princes of India had
no coimtry, in the patriotic sense. They had a

religion and a method of societj' ; and these they
enjoy with more completeness and security under

English rule than they ever did before. There
was nothing in the way of laws, dynasty, rights,
and liberties that this man, or any other native,
coiUd even allege as a subject of struggle. Nor
could it be for religion that he contended

; for he

accepted the aid of the Mohammedans,—them-
selves the conquerors of the Hindoos. He was
ambitious and revengefiil ; and no higher ground
than this can be asserted for his rebellion. He
was no native prince, invested with traditional

greatness, and living in svxbjection to usurpers.
He was a wealthy native gentleman, of no mark
or merit, and therefore incapable of a lofty object,
and living entirely out of the sphere of patriotic

objects.
This would be enough ; bvit there is the positive

presence of such unheroic qualities as should have
saved all Europeans and Americans from the dis-

grace of believing in Nana Sahib for a moment.
He obtained gratification for his vanity by courting
the English up to the moment of the mutiny. He
went out shooting with British officers : and made

splendid ffites at Bithoor for their reception. He
sent his confidential friend and agent to England
to enjoy London society, and listened to the

accounts his friend brought back of English gulli-

bility, of the readiness of ladies of rank to fall in

love with him, and so forth. Next, he accepted
the charge of refugees from the regions of the

mutiny, and had them slaughtered like cattle
;

and his way of revelling in blood from that time
forward needs no description ;

for the story of

Cawnpore is burnt in upon every British heart

and brain. He issued a proclamation, worthy of

the fellow who had been adjudged the forger of a

wiU in his own favoiir. The setting aside of that

will, and consequent division of property between
three which he had intended to take for himself,
was sufficient to account for any degree of revenge
in such a man as he : and the proclamation exhi-

bits an aiidacity and ingenuity of falsehood which
must consign the man beyond appeal to the order
of mere rogues. Enough of the real standpoint
of the forger, traitor, and butcher, of whom some
would make a hero ! He was never invaded,
never attacked, never conquered, in his own
person or that of his tribe. He tried to explode
by treachery, and swamp in bloodshed a state of

society far more tolerable than any other the

country had ever known : and when he failed, he
sank utterly, as he deserved to sink. When he
believed the British authority overthrown, he
turned against it : and when his fellow-subjects
believed his authority overthrown, they forsook
him. When no longer feared, it appeared how he
was hated. His fate so far is generally known.
We cannot say that the end is known

; for, while
he lives, there is no saying what he may try to
do. But what we do know is that he was driven
back and back till he could live nowhere but in
the malarious region in Nepaul, where life is a

curse, from disease and discomfort. There,
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guarded only by the disease wliich prostrated him
and his followers, and suffering under privation of

every kind, he lingered on till he could perceive
no further hope of rescue or return. Then, at

length, he resolved on the course which every
Hindoo abhors,—expatriation. He and such
leaders as remained cut off each a little finger, to

leave behind as a representative of their entire

selves as inhabiting Holy India, and passed over
the Himalaya into Thibet. What he will do
there—whether he will adopt a freebooting life on
the steppes, amidst a climate which must be to

him like that of the poles, or whether he wiE turn
eastwards into China, or v.-estwards into Bokhara,
or whether he will be enslaved by Turcomans

;
or

whether he will attempt to drop down into India
from the region of snows, there is no conjecturing.
What we can conjecture is the mood of mind in

which an outcast like Nana Sahib, conscious of

the reprobation of the ruling race in his own
country, and of the bitter hatred of the Hindoos
and Moslems whom he misled,—a grandee in his

way, a despot, a sensualist, and in some sort a
cultivated man—is now wandering in the wilds,
without comfort in the present, solace in the past,
or hope in the future. Let us hope that the world
will hear of him no more.

In a life as wild as we can find iu India we
next light upon a hero as genuine as any old Greek,
braving the forces of Persia, or any Crusader of

the Middle Ages, warring for his faith and the

Sepulchre.
The people of the Caucasus have been made

heroic and interesting by persecution, as has often
been the case with individuals in aU societies.

The mountain tribes of that region were once
mere banditti, continually afflicting neighbouring
states by their raids. The Russian sovereigns
have chosen to educate them into patriotism b}' a
severe discipline, and to engage the sympathies of

the world on their behalf. Peter the Great was
bent on obtaining the two great routes to India,
one of which lay through the Caucasus, Georgia,
Persia, and Herat. As we know, he did not
succeed

; but he annexed a good deal of territory,
and united the mountain tribes by their common
fear of Russia. As the Greek Church ap}ieared
wherever the new frontier extended, the ojiposi-
tion to the invader naturally took the form of a

religious war. A Moslem dervish roused the whole

population between the Black Sea and the Caspian,
as Peter the Hermit once roused Christendom

;

and, from the time of his agitation against Russia,
the people of the Caucasus had a country and a
cause to which to devote their valour, and on
which to nourish their patriotic growth. It was

'

about eighty years ago that Sheik Mansur, the i

dervish, was reciting the Kuran, and declaiming
pious verses (to the number of 20,000) on the '

steppes of the Don and the shores of the Caspian:
and when he was captured, and was known to

j

have died in a Russian fortress, his followers were
like sheep without a shepherd. It was necessary
to them to have a religious leader

;
and tiU

Schamyl, the prophet chief, presented himself, they
could do little more than worry the enemy by ]

incursions, in which they burned the Russian

posts and carried off prisoners. 1

Schamyl's career began with a miracle—not
invented l)y himself, but assumed l>y those about
him. The great Moslem priest who was his

instructor, and the voice of all the tribes in their

protest against the invader, was shot dead while

kneeling, and stretching out his hand to heaven
on behalf of his country. His pujiil lay dead
before him, we are told

;
and his body M'as left

lying when the Russians carried off that of his

master, to be paraded before the troops. Yet

Schamyl reappeared ere long, iu full vigour ; and
it never became known how he was restored.

This was in 1832. More than one singular escape
followed

;
and in 183-4 he was acknowledged as

Sultan of the Eastern Caucasus and the Second

Prophet of Allah.

He was at once seen to be one of Nature's

kings. Not by original strength of body ;
for his

fair complexion, small features, and moderate
stature correspond with his original delicacy of

health : but by indomitable strength of will, shown
in the control of himself as much as of others.

He was a dreamer in his childhood ; lonely, medi-

tative, and i^roud in his youth ; and a patriot
enthusiast always. He is a fatalist of the most

positive type ;
a believer in his own inspiration to

the full extent that fatalism requires ; and so

eloquent that others may naturally regard him as

a prophet. Such an antagonism as his and the

Russians, a quarter of a century ago, is something
quite out of the common way. He believed the

Russians not to be men, but fene naturce;—wild

beasts more resembling men than others do : and,
at the same time, the Russian General Williami-

neff was sending forth a proclamation to the tribes

under Schamyl which said, "Do you not know
that there are two rulers of the universe—God in

heaven, and the Czar on earth ? Do you not know
that the heavens themselves woidd fall, if they
were not iipheld by Russian bayonets ?

" We may
imagine what the warfare was like between foes

who so regarded each other and themselves.

It was a memorable war ;
and it will be so

regarded ])y future generations. For nearly a

quarter of a century, Schamyl kept at arms' length
the power of the largest and most purely military

empire in the world. He learned the art of war

by experience. If, nearly every year, the Russians

cut down more of the sheltering woods which the

natives could ill spare, Schamyl dug more trenches

and raised more palisades. The children of exiled

Poles, or young Polisli exiles themselves, have

been sent by the Czar to serve, or learn the

military art, in Georgia or the Caucasus. Many
of them were willing prisoners, or deserters, to

Schamyl ; and from them he learned many arts of

war. His enemy coidd never attain the hardihood

by means of which he and his troops could keep
the i)asses in stormy seasons, and live in caverns

when the Russians were crouching over the stoves

in their forts. Now and then the enemy remained

quiet for a year ;
and then there was sure to be a

proclamation from Schamyl to his followers at

the opening of the next season that the pack of

"dax-haired Cliristian dogs" was coming down

upon them. The struggle became more deadly
and barbarous as the passions of both parties

became more exasperated. The Russians burned
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out tlie old people and cliildreii, and woidd listen

to no negotiation till Sohamyl's own son was

delivered to them as a hostage. They were con-

stantly reporting the completion of their conquest
to be just at hand ;

but Schamyl was always

gliding out between their hands, or passing over

their heads by inaccessible heights, or assailing

them from some ambush, or starting up before

them when they were least ready. A long series

of Ihissian generals, from YermolofF to WoronzofF,

tried to bring the Caucasus under the rule of the

Czar, and failed ;
and perhaps there are some

people who doubt whether Prince Bai-iatinsky has

done so now,—thoroughly and permanently. But

Schamyl is no longer there ;
and the second

Prophet of Allah has been led captive away. The
sacriiice of life and treasure on the part of three

successive Czars has been enormous, and out of

all visible proportion to the object : but the will

and policy of Peter the Great must be carried

o\it at any cost : so hundreds and thousands of

Russians have been picked off by concealed marks-

men, and crushed by fallen rocks, before their

comrades could stoji the slaughter. When scaling
the heights, the Russians saw the men escaping

by climbing to eyries almost out of sight, and the

women preparing to baffle their invaders. On the

rocky platforms stood groups of women, tiriug their

last charges with excellent aiui, and joining their

strength to roll down masses of rock on the heads

of their enemies
;
and when their retreat was

scaled, the mothers would dash oiit their infants'

brains, throw them down the precipice, and leap
after them. Ps-ince Woronzoff met the Czar in

the Crimea in 1845, and used his utmost influence

to induce him to make uo further attempts in the

Caucasus ;
but the pride of Isicholas was enlisted

in the struggle, and he commanded that Schamyl
should be destroyed next season. It was, how-
ever, Schamj'l's most victorious year. He led out

10,000 soldiers, conducted a siege, gained all his

points, and retired with a vast booty, leaving the
Piussians aghast.
The contest was not so desperate as it seemed

at the time to us ;
for we Avere not aware how

great Schamyl was as a lawgiver and civic ruler.

He had extinguished the feuds of the tribes, and

by a thorough organisation of the whole country,
rendered the renewal of them almost impossible.
He had made life and industry secure in places
out of the line of invasion. He established an
administration which rendered justice accessible

to every inhabitant, and instituted a postal
arrangement which harmonised distant districts

and jjcople. He obtained a revenue which
amounted to so much more than his frugal expen-
diture, that his followers believed him to have
concealed a great amount of treasure with which
to carry on and extend the war. Thus did the

prospects of the Caucasus improve, in the belief
of friends and foes.

Yet there were reverses
; and in one of these,

the imperilled peo]ile sent a deputation to beg per-
mi.^sion to surrender, if they could not be rescued.
It was death to propose to Schamyl to yield to the
Russians. He had sworn this

; and he was a man
of his word. The deinities shrank from their

task, and imposed it upon Schamyl's aged mother.

With fear and trembling she put the petition

before him ;
and with fear and trembling she told

the deputies that the will of Allah was to deter-

mine the answer. For three days and nights the

chief was shut up alone in the mosque ; and the

fasting people were collected round it, praying
all day long. When Schamyl reappeared, he was

so altered that the gazers could scarcely believe

it was he. There was no escape from the horror

of the divine command. The tempter must be

piinished with a hundred blows of the heavy

whip ; and the tempter was his mother ! She

died at the fifth blow. Schamyl stripped off his

garment, and insisted on receiving the other

ninety-five. The deputies dared not look in his

face, and grovelled on the ground ;
but he raised

them, and gently told them to go home, and tell

their neighbours what they had seen that day.

Still the Russians went on sacriiiciug 20,000
men every year, and a vast amount of money, in

this obstinate war, and there seemed to be no

prospect of an end, when Schamyl's son was taken

l^risoner. With jiolitic kindness, he was well

treated at St. Petersburg, carefully educated, and

in course of time sent home. There was a visible

change in Schamyl after that. The unity of his

jmrpose was broken up. Gratitude to the Czar

was a perplexing emotion to the Sultan of the

Caucasus ; and his ideas of the Russians must

have been much modified by what his son had to

tell. He certainly flagged in his military career

latterly ;
and last year it was all over. He had

retired with his family and his band of 400

Murids,—pupil followers in the faith,
—to a remote

fastness, where the Russians, in great force, fol-

lowed them up. The Murids, posted in a wood,
were surrounded. Not a man of them survived.

They all chose to die in killing as many Russians

as they could. Schamyl was conducting the

defence of the dwellings, inclosed within a wall.

When no chance of escape remained, and his

family must jierish if he did not yield, he surren-

dered. This was on the 26th of Aug\ist, last year.

Since that date we have only the accounts of

Russian observers. According to them, Schamyl's

gratitude to the Czar, his astonishment at finding
the Russians men, and religionists, and his bewil-

derment at the achievements of civilisation, have

cowed his sjiirit. They may easily have confused

and darkened his mind, always hitherto illumi-

nated by singleness of p\irpose and a consciousness

of inspiration. He appears to be leading a life

of devotion, so quiet as to be interriipted only by
acts of homage to the Czar. But all this is very

imcertain, however probable. One's natural im-

pulse is to dwell upon the last scenes in the

Caiicasus at the real close of his life,
—remember-

ing, however, that life may be no more over for

him than for Abd-el-Kader, when he was j)ining
in a French prison.

It wordd not be just to allow the recent intel-

lectual and moral perjdexities of Schamyl to

weaken our sympathy with him, or impair our

admiration. Every great man might seem infirm

of purpose, and irresolute in action, if the whole

contrary of what he knows and thinks could be

siiddenly opened up at the most critical moment of

his course. Great champjions are not the men
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who see tlie most of both sides of a question. In

religious wars, especially, the whole conllict pro-
ceeds on the supposition of an opposite point of

view on the part of the adversaries ;
and if they

could stand together on either, there would be no
more war. Few, of the race of champions, ever see

such a transmutation as that of " Hax-luiired Chris-

tian dogs" into hospitable hosts and accomplished
gentlemen ; and even a Schamyl may well be

staggered by the experience. While ignorant of

his actual state of mind, we must d\v'ell on the

history of his devotedness. His Avhole life has
been pure from personal aims,—which is always
the highest praise for the champion, as for the
child. He was in earnest ; he was faithful

;
he

was wise as he was brave. We may hope that his

old age will not be weak, really or apparently :

but if it is, the weakness can in no way affect

the strength, nor dim the glory of his entire man-
hood. He is supposed to be now about sixty-tive

years old. There may be work or experience in

store for him yet, leading him forth from his

retreat in the interior of Russia.

The parallel between his life and that of Abd-
el-Kader is sufficiently close to enable me to

describe most briefly the loftiest man of the group.
It may be doubted whether he will not always
head the glorious train of champions of conrpiered
races. He has Schamyl's martial qualities, his

devotedness and devoutness, his natural princeli-

ness, his gift of commanding reverence and win-

ning adoration. Whether he could, hke Schamyl,
organise a group of barbaric tribes, so as to raise

them into a capacity for civilised life, we have no
means of knowing : 1:)ut, on the other baud, it is

certain that he has more enlargement of mind, and
is fitter to take his place in counsel among the

rulers of men. AVhile all nations, from the Prus-

sians to the Americans, revere Schamjd, everybody
feels a reverence as lofty, and more tender, towards
Abd-el-Kader. Instead of the trucident Paynim
knight of our imaginations, he is the Christian

knight of the Middle Ages, still, by some accident,
a Paynim, but as good as any Chi-istian. We
have heard his fame so long, and we enjoyed such

enthusiasm about him when we were young, that

we are apt to fancy him old
; but he is yet only

fifty-three ;
and the events of the day point to the

possible opening of a new career for him—and a

very great one.

He comes of a holy race ;
and his hereditary

sanctity agrees well with his natural temperament.
He saw things in his early childhood which might
affect his whole future life. He traversed the

deserts of Africa and Arabia with the pilgrim
cai-avan to Mecca ; and a secoiul pilgrimage, in

early manhood, renewed and revived the strongest

impressions that a devout Moslem can receive.

He is a man of as much learning as would have
made him a dignified priest, if he had not been a

soldier. Like Schamyl he was originally of feeble

frame ; and in his case too it was patriotism that

made him an accomplished warrior. Seeing that

every hand and eye would be needed to keep out

invaders, he exercised himself diligently in riding,
and the use of all the weapons of his tribe. His
father had laboured to unite the tribes whose

independence the French were hoping to devour

in succession
; and when they were ready to

attempt the expulsion of the invaders, the old

man presented his third son, Abd-el-Kader, as fit

for the leadership which he declined for himself,
on account of his years.

For many years from that time the life of

Abd-el-Kader was much like Schamyl's, except in

as far as the Atlas and the African deserts differ

from the Caucasus and the stejipes of the Don.
The French were from the beginning as savage in

their warfare as the Russians ever Ijecame. It

will never be forgotten how the commanders
smoked a tribe to death in a cave, and carried fire

and slaughter among the helpless when the strong
were engaged elsewhere. They were visited iu

their turn. Abdel-Kader haunted them. He
hovered round them all day, when on the march

;

and he was down upon their bivouac at night.
If they ever lost their way, he was behind, to

jireveut their return. If there were storms in the

sky, he kept them from shelter till the temjiest
had doue its worst upon them. He was perpetu-

ally drawing them on in pursuit of him into fatal

places, and then escaping by invisiljle paths.
Sometimes he besieged a town at the head of

10,0(J0 men ;
and next he was intercepting convoys

with a handful of rajjid riders whom it was vain

to ^nirsue. The enemy treated with him, and

acknowledged him as Emir of Mascara, with a

considerable territory ; and this made him power-
ful at home. Not even he, however, could for

ever cope with the forces of a great military nation.

There was once a peace of two years ;
but he spent

it in preparing for fresh warfare, as well as in

makins; a beginning of agricultural settlement.

When the confiict was resumed, the French

brought larger forces into the field, just as the

strength of the Arabs was dwindling away. The
Emir's situation became difficult—then perilous

—
then desperate ; but he imderwcnt everything
short of destruction before he would yield.

Hunger, wet, cold, exhaustion,—all these were

slow in himibling him
;
but they compelled him at

length to surrender. He did so on the strength
of a jiromise of General Lamoricibre's, sanctioned

by that of the Due d'Aumale, then commanding
in Algiers, that he should be permitted to retire

to Alexandria or Acre. This was the condition

on which he came into the French camp. The

promise was broken, to the heartfelt grief of the

Due d'Aumale. Abd-el-Kader passed some years
of imprisonment at the Castle of Amboise, inspir-

ing awe by his dignity, aud admiration by his

exquisite courtesy. By strong importunity, and

after much delay, the present French sovereign
was induced to fullll the promise of the Orleans

prince, aud Abd-el-Kader retired to a Moslem

country. He lived at Broussa till repeated earth-

quakes ruined the jilace. Lately, as the Chiistiau

world hixs good reason to know, he has lived at

Damascus. There is no need to tell liow he has

received hundreds of Christians within his gates,

and fed them, to the utter exhaustion of his

resoui-ces, aud protected them at t!ic risk of his

infiuence and gooil name, and escorted them across

the country in 2>eril of his life.

Hence arises the question whether his career is

really at an end. The grand difiicidty of the
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time is liow to nile Syria : and here is, in the

heai't of Syria, a Moslem prince who knows all

the tribes and their tongues, and is living iu

special sanctity, who at the same time knows the

Christians and their ways, and is friendly with

all. If he is not the born ruler of Syria, we shall

not tind another. As patriot, human aggression
was too strong for him, and he failed. As mode-

rator,—as an impartial rulei",
—he may prove

strong enough to foil human passion. It would
be wise to try ; and if the experiment is tried,

there may yet be more to tell of Abd-el-Kader.

Meantime, it is difhcidt to conceive of a nobler

Eepresentative Man. Ingleby Scott.

MY ANGEL'S VISIT.

It seemed as if oTir prayers were wasted.

During the six years we had been married

everj'thing else went well with iis. The business,
in which my husband was a partner, had prospered
so miich that two years since he sold his open con-

nection with it for a round sum. The money so

obtained, added to what he had previously saved
—(he was elderly when I, not an heiress, married

him) — formed a very sufficient competence for

people of a middling station, who meant to live

qiuetly, and yet have it in oux power to be hospi-
table to friends, and, at the same time, live

respected by the poor people near, who might look

to us for help when no one else coidd give it. Since

he left the business, too, a certain sleeping interest

he retained in it became of increased value, so

that, though retired from active work, the fruits

of work still ripened on the old tree. Alas, that
our tree of life was the one which hung fruitless.

That our paradise could attract no little augel
from heaven to sjiort in it.

We had bought Elmbury Hall, and were now
resident there. It was not much of a hall indeed,
but the park was fuU of fine old elms, and it had
a good garden.

It was a silly notion of mine, which I could not

help nursing, that the habit of looking on a vacant
home woidd, in time, make George think it vacant.
Oh how I wearied heaven with promises, protest-

ing that I woidd lead to virtue my son's earliest

feet. As if I would talk over the Life-Giver with
fine speeches.
At last love was pitiful.
Oh morn of joy ; bright after cloiids—came

Mary, our dawn. She came with the flowers of

May—when birds are blithest. But no wild wood-
note rang sweeter than Mary's cry ; no flower-bud
revealed dearer charms than the infant blossom
that unfolded on my breast. All inflated with the

gladness—the world rose heavenward, as far as
the straining cords that bound it apart would
allow. What more could we wish? Our hearts'
desire had been given to us. The little child-

iUnesses, that now and then cast shadows, were
but passing clouds. The next breeze of health
blew them aside, and the atmosphere was again
clear.

We were playing in the garden with ]\Iary on
her birthday. She was then a year old. We had
a small diflerence as to whether Mary's husband
was to be a great merchant or a man of high rank.

Being slightly annoyed because George persisted
that the station of a rich merchant's wife was not

;

so much amiss, I walked aside to air my heat, as
|

I desired to show my husband how much he had i

offended me. ;

Just then a shower of feathers fell around us.
;

Immediately a broken-Avmged pigeon, which a

hawk or some other bird had struck, fluttered

with loud screams to my feet, and nestled under

my dress.

After washing it clean I laid it in the kitchen

on some folded flannel. I remarked to George
what a special providence it was that we had

quarrelled, because else we might not have noticed

this poor cx-eature which had, no doiibt, been sent for

us to nurse. George, too, thought the quarrel

providential, as it saved me from saying a good
deal of nonsense, in addition to what I did say,
or perhaps it was our dinner providentially sent

to us all but cooked.

I thought this cruel, and said so. George
defended his proposal, and asked if it was not

better to kill a half-dead pigeon than one in full

life. When I covdd not answer for indignation
he gave me Mary's wrapper to throw over the
" other dove," and recommended feeding it with
some of the child's food which the nurse was jjre-

jparing. To my astonishment it ate well enough.
Next morning we found the poor bird dead. I

was shedding some natural tears over it when

George observed, as a consolation, that there

was another dove on which I coidd expand mi-

nistrations. Perhaps good fortune woidd favour

it also with some kind of broken wing that

woidd keep my hand in. I saw that George
was still cross, after yesterday's quarrel, so I

said nothing.
I know not how it was, but dating from this

incident, a vague uneasiness took possession of

me. I, at first, fancied it symptomatic of some
illness establishing itself in me

; but, as no
disease broke out, I was fain to laugh myself, as

best I could, out of my alarm. Insensibly the fear

that was on me connected itself with the wonder
I had felt when noticing how slow Mary was to

repeat words. Always the lightest movement that

caught her eye drew it away, and I persuaded my-
self she was still too young. Day by day, how-

ever, the first faint darkness deepened, till the
winter tempest came, and the terrible conviction

broke on me that JMary was deaf. I saw, too, that

other people had divined the secret, though no one

spoke of it.

]!kly husband was not a musician, but was fond,
like nearly everybody, of hearing good music.
I felt an inexpressible pang, as he expatiated,

according to his habit, on how he would have

Mary's musical skill cultivated. It was some
months after I made the discovery I have men-

tioned, before the child's father knew the real

state of matters ; so that, many a time, with
his words cutting me, have I listened smiling to

his jilans.

He spoke of this so continually that I dreaded
more and more the hour when he must know
the truth, and though I thoucrht it richt to tell

him, I saw no chance of being able to do it

otherwise than abruptly. It was not altogether



in jost that he proposed a residence in Italy
wliere the influences that foster music might
affect !Mary at her most impressible period of

life ;
and where, as he averred, the capacity to

train this kind of aptitude exists in its highest
degree.

Mary was a year and a-half old, with her

father still unaware that for her music must ever

be a frozen fountain. The children of the village
school had come up to the hall to sing the

Christmas hymn. They were well-trained in

most of their schooling, but unusually so iu

music, in which Miss Smithers, their teacher, was
a proficient. She has since, under another name,
obtained celebrity in the music world.

Before they commenced the hymn, George made
them a small oration. He had not so forfjotten

his town-councillor habits, but that an opportunity
like this, to air his rhetoric, came like a true

Christmas friend.

George's oratory was decidedly of the fer\'id

cast. He told the school-children that music was
the great gift which we held in common with

higher intelligences. In fact, deadness to music
was a mark iqion any one which meant "let not

that man be trusted." A taste for music was
the sure concomitant of virtue, there could be no
doubt of it

;
and an ear agauist which sweet soxmds

beat in vain, was a rock that i-ose from a wicked
heart. Let them ever remember that.

The young musicians sang with a will to show
themselves virtuous, and obtain the extra cake

and halfpence which form virtue's reward. As
the impressive sounds of many well-drilled young
voices swelled on our ears, I saw George with

moist eyes (he was partly atfected by the singing,
and partly by his own eloquence), turning to little

Mary, who sat playing at his feet'with some toys
Miss Smithers had just given her. He lifted the

child up, and tried to divert her towards the sing-

ing ;
but after looking vacantly at the group, she

struggled to be set down again to her playthings.
A sudden restlessness affected her fathei-, and he

continued watching her during the remainder of

the hymn. When the children had gone away,
he again took up Mary on his knees, and without

remarking to me that he meant anything beyond
play, he made sudden noises close to and some-

times back from Mary's ear, while her eyes were
turned from him. She took not the slightest
notice. But as soon as he turned her towards

him and smiled, an answering smile at once re-

sponded. Having thus caught her eye, he opened
his lijis and imitated the movements made by a

person speaking. The child mimicked the action.

He then went through the same movements in an

exaggei-ated fashion, b\it this time did really emit

the soimds which such movements properly accom-

pany. The child mimicked the exaggerated move-

ments, but failed to give out voice. He then put
the child down with infinite tenderness ;

and

heaving a long sigh, which might mean either

that he sought relief from the fatigue of sitting

still, or that he threw off so some oppression iipon
his spirits, he rose up to walk about the room.

Later on in the evening I noticed that he was

watching an op2)ortunity of communicating his

discover}'. He was very anxious to know what

nonsense he had been saying to the school-chil-

dren, and regretted the bad habit he had acquired
of speaking without thinking. He could very
easily conceive of a pleasant family gi-oup sitting
around a fire that burns warm aiul cheery in a

locked-up house, whose broken beU-wires have
ceased to tell that a stranger is at the gates. He
could think also of a lleet of ships sailing in com-

pany and obeying one set of signals ; but so too a
vessel might voyage alone and not the less safely
reach her haven.

I saw he was endeavouring to break the news
to me. Then I perceived how silly it was to make
believe that I did not know what he was trying
to tell me gently. I therefore said broadly out
that I knew Mary had only four senses

;
and

though at first it was a frightful anguish to me,
and could not but be always painful, yet when I

said to myself that her part in life's battle would
be proportioned to her means of fighting it, I con-

sidered that the heavy son-ow was not without
alleviation.

Our plans thenceforth were formed in concert.

We determined at every cost to exhaust the pos-

sibility of cure, before we considered her deafness

as anything but an accident which admitted of

removal ; for we steadily would not regard it as

one of her conditions of existence. For some

j'-ears our life was little else than waiting upon
doctors, for the promise is to those who persevere.
Promises indeed we had, for they fell like snow-
flakes everywhere, but melted with the same

facility. Each new aunst gave lis new hope,

though each in succession regretted that we had
not come to him sooner. In some cases we were

cruelly victimised, and the health of our darling

grievously impaired. In a few instances the truth

was told us as plainly as perhaps they thought we
could bear it, namely, that medical science coidd do

nothing whatever for Mary. One flagrant case in

London came before the ])olice magistrate, and at

least two others might have gone ; but certain

difficulties in establishing legal guilt in that kind
of swindling stayed our hands. To mere exposure
the men were callous, if indeed they did not
flourish upon it, notoriety standing them in the

same stead as celebrity.
At last even hope of cure died in us. What

finally dissipated our delusion was the non- success

of a painful and dangerous experiment she under-

went in Paris. Her ears had been bored and
l)listered in the course of our wanderings, and all

sorts of regimen prescribed and abided by without

effecting improvement. In our desperation we

agreed to try this Parisian remedy, which we were
assured had proved successfid in every case in

which it had been undergone. I was not present
at the operation, and dared not ask how she bore

it ;
but it consisted in i-emoving "with a trepan a

piece of the skull bone that sound might reach the

brain through the opening.
To induce Mary to let her ears be examined,

her father had bought for her a costly but exqui-

sitely beautifid vase of Parian which she fancied

iu London. It represented an angel standing on

a half-globe, and l:>earing, mouth u])wards, a cor-

nucopia with flowers. She was fond of nui-sing it

as a doll, though careful in handling it to keep it
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clean and tminjured. Accnstomed to stipulate for

some i)reseut before each manipulation, she now

desired that the letters M A E Y, which she knew

to he her name, might be carved on the vase, and

lilled in with black. By some culpable awkward-

ness—for awkwardness in doing delicate work is

criminal—the figure was shattered in the carving,

and though juit together again with some skill,

the fractures were not hidden. We kept it after-

wards under its glass shade in Mary's room at

home, Mary herself making no attempt to un-

cover it.

She recovered from this last cure with difSculty,

but of course required i)rotection against whatever

would communicate even moderate concussion.

She had now repose from the torture of being

cured. As she recruited to such degree of streng^th

as she was cap)able of reaching, we began to think

of having her educated ; but the dreadful results

of the curative processes she had undergone begot

partial disbelief, or rather a disinclination to belief,

in the benefits of schooling. On this account we
suffered her to remain at home till she was twelve

years old. She could write from memory some

verses of the Bible wliich Dr. Oneway, the rector,

had pointed out to me as important for her to

remember. Want of understanding them, the

doctor said, shoidd not deter me ;
for our part

was to sow the seed, leaving to other influences

its development. I determined, however, that

she should not repeat words like a parrot. Ac
cordingly, I began to ojien her mind to rehgious

truth by explaining to her as the foundation on
which belief must rest, the series of words which
form the commencement of the sacred l)ook.

•' Tn the beginning God created the heaven and
the earth."

I explained the first word hy pouring water into
a bottle, and telling her that that was in. The
second word, the, I judged to have no meaning
worth explaining, and accordingly passed it by.
The third word, hctjinmng, puzzled me greatly.
I thoiight of giving iip the verse, and trying an
easier one ; but I coidd not, after search, find one
without difficulties. It then struck me that as I

got the word in out of a bottleful of water, I
woulil husband my resources and get the word
heginninrj out of it as well. I repeated the act of

pouring water into the bottle, in order that the

beginning of the operation might be seen. I was
a little dubious as to the accuracy of her concept-
tion of this third word, and slightlj^ alarmed as to

whether I might not have confused her previously
clear idea of in. For I began to see that words
in a sentence are like joined pieces of a waterpipe;
the separate pieces are plain enough, but the

meaning inside of them is all run together, and
forms oue idea. How, for instance, would the

child pick apart the separate significance of in and

heyimmuj? However, I could not afford to dwell

longer on this, for if every word were to be drained
of its difficulties we should never get forward.

Besides, future lessons would obviate what was
left defective now.
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I saw no trouble in the fourth word ;
for I had

already given her an insight into her relationship
towards a Creator. This I had done by si)elliiig

slowly the hallowed name, and ])ointing upwards
vith extreme reverence, pointing also towards the

diurch, which was visible from the windows

ip-stairs. Created seemed to me harder of inter-

p.-etation. After much thought I drew the figure
ol a blacksmith at work, and wrote down the

w)rd making. I then pointed to the word created,
to signify that malciiKj and creatinr) were similar

ac.s. I had been told by a friend how an inge-
nious lady once explained and to a deaf child by
tyiig a thread between a pen and an inkstand.

The piece of thread was and. I therefore, on my
system of extracting much meaning from few

materials, tied together the bottle and water-jug
whidi I had already used to explain in and

heijiiaiiiKj, For the word earth I touched the

ground, and swept my linger backwai'ds and
forwards on it.

Aftjr going over in this careful manner the

senteme whose important meaning I desired to

elicit, 1 resolved to let it sink into her mind. For
after all, it is not the quantity of instruction one

gets tha-t benetits, but that part of it which is

well digested.
In the evening, when I considered the digestive

process might be accomplished, I told her father

what I hid done. He commended my prudence
in not cranming her. My difficulty as to how the
child wou.d know the difference between in and

heginnin;/ \e shared. He agreed in the propriety
of omitting the from the exj)lanation. He seemed
to doubt whether I had really imparted an idea of

the Supreme Being by pointing ujiM'ards reveren-

tially, inasnuch as I explained heacen in much the

same way. Our perplexity was that we could not

ascertain what real notion she formed as to mean-

ings of words
;
for she always imitated with accu-

racy the acts and gestures either of us made use of

in conveying an explanation.
The more I thought on it the less I was satis-

fied. Painful as it was to part with our darling,

especially in her state of weakened health, brought
about too by our misjudging care, our duty de-

manded the sacrifice, and we dared not refuse.

What we terribly feared was, mischief befalling
her in the course of some school-game. That

imhappy opening in the skull-bone was always
our most sensitive point.

When, however, v.^e visited the school, and
found her among companions like herself, saving
that their wiser jiareuts had better guarded them
from cures ; found her, so to speak, in a sheltered

nook where the inlluences of many minds acting
on hers could bring into plaj' her intelligence and

develope whatever germs of good were in her, we

expei-ienced a relief we had not hoped for, and

thought instinctively of the wind tempered to

shorn lambs.

When she came to lis at the end of the second

year, and repetited the few words she had been

taught to articulate—papa, inaiuiaa, I am hap]>y
—

it seemed as if so great a stream of happiness
could not have flowed to us through any other

channel. How tndy she was our angel.
She had been at school wearing on to five years

when a somewhat severe illness attacked her
father. Mary, informed of it by letter, begged to

be allowed to nurse him. Her father afterwards
said that he found her mere presence in the room,
whether still or in movement, had a soothing
effect upon him, more than the prescribed opium
coidd exert. I'erliaps from ))eing habituated to

read thought on the countenance before it took

expression in words, she was better than another
able to minister relief to hidden suffering. Per-

haps it was the microscope of her very strong
affection that assisted her eyesight, and rendered
visible symptoms that the suff'erer himself would
have suppressed. Alas ! when in the course of

only a few weeks afterwards, she herself required
done for her similar offices to those she was now
performing, much as we loved her and woidd with
thankfulness have taken her great agony on our-

selves, if thereby to ease her, this same microscope
revealed little to our eyes that availed her in way
of relief.

Originally not of a strong constitution, and

cruelly shattered by the cures she had under-

gone, the most we had hoped for was, by
excess of care, to wrap her from rough contact

with life, and enable her sweetness of disposition
to mature, as it weie, within a conservatory,
instead of exjiosed to open storms.

She seemed in an excellent state of health, as

good, that is, as she ever enjoyed, when she went
back to school after nui-sing her father through his

iUuess. She had spoken of nursing us both when
we were old and tottering, and herself an erect

woman ;
so that those justified premonitions of

early death, which are sometimes known to have

occurred to the mind of a child, had not affected

her.

As a proof that the tone of her mind was

healthy, I give here her reply to the Rev. Bernard

Oldtrack, Dr. Oneway's young curate, who was

generously attempting to show her that, as faith

entered by hearing, a padlock on this door caused

the goods to be taken away again. She repeated
the beautiful story of how divine love, walking in

fiesh and doing good, had bidden deaf ears be

opened, and a bound tongue be unloosed. There

were some additions in her version of the story
that were not uninteresting, considering who she

was that told it, and amongst whom it was

current.

She conceived that we, her father and mother,
had spent much money and taken her to many
places, in the hope that some one woidd speak to

her sealed ears the command—"
Ephphatlia ;

" but

the proper way to sjieak this word was known to

no man. At last, however, when all that had

ever lived stood before Him—by whose blessed

lips that word had been spoken
—He would sjjeak

it again. They, whose tongues had, through life,

remained unused and free from stains, like the

swords in a cutler's shop that are carefully kept
in sheaths, woidd now begin to flourish them in

hymns ;
while the rest of the immense crowd,

having abused the poM'cr of speech when on earth,

would lind their tongues thereby grown rusty, and

would, with difficulty, draw them out, like bloody
swords glued in scabbards.

This was her illustration.
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Her description of the process of cleansing the

rusty tongues showed ingenuity, and ought, at

least to have satisfied those expounders of the com-

pensation-laws of nature, who insist upon it that

all our sum-totals of good and ill, correspond,

however widely the items in our accounts may
vary. In this unexpected and bold manner, Mr.

Ohltrack, seeking wool, had the scissors applied to

his own Lack.

After remaining five weeks at home, Mary had

returned to school. AVe were not to see her again
till after Christmas, as she and her schoolmates

generally would be busy rehearsing the panto-

mime, which their custom was to enact at this

holiday-time, for the delectation of themselves and

such kind-hearted school-friends as would lend

their assistance in capacity of applauding spec-

tators. AVe were pleasing ourselves Avith the

dream that, as fragile barks have reached land

while strong-built vessels have gone down, perhaps
the great Shipowner above, working in His myste-
rious ways, would waft dear Mary over calm seas,

and that she would thus sail onwards after we put
into port.
Our dreams were scattered by a letter from the

matron. It aunoiinced that I\Iary's health was

suddenly low, and added, that the doctor was

urgent she shoidd have the benefit of home. In

the gi-eatest alarm, and not without risk,—for by
this time the smoiddering disease of her brain had
biu-st into riame, and they feared she could not

bear removal, — we conveyed her to Elmbury
with as miich speed as was consistent with extreme
care.

She never rallied. All night she lay in stupor,
from which the alteration was to spasms of pain.
She muttered various of the expressions she had
been taught to articulate. "Going home," she

said, "going home." In particular the word
"
Eph^jhatha," which had manifestly taken strong

hold of her imagination. Early in the morning
she sat up in bed, and made signs to some

imaginary companions, for she took no notice of

ns. "When I gave her the spoonfuls of wine-and-
water ordered, she turned on me her didl heavy
eye on which no change passed to indicate that she

recognised me.
It had been a wild night, but with daylight the

storm increased. Vehement gusts tore the old

trees in the park, and beat with fury against the
window of her sick-room where we wei'e watching.
But this rather afforded relief than otherwise, as
our thoughts were thereby diverted from a too
concentrated fixedness on the desolation that was
being wrought inside of the house. Poor Mary
sank lower and lower. After a terrific attack of

convulsions that lasted some minutes, and made
ns hold our breath in awe, her strength seemed aU
but drained away. Unable to sit still I was aim-

lessly moving about, as if impelled by an instinct
to find, in bodily activity, some alleviating
resources, when it struck me that to handle
her old plaything—the vase she had once been
so fond of, woidd recal her mind. I had
heard of inanimate things bemg recognised when
familiar faces were forgotten. But, in my agita-
tion, I threw it down. As I stooped to pick
up the fragments a sudden roaring blast shook

the house, and the crash of an elm-branch driven
with force against the window, the thick sash-

bars of which gave way like lucifer-matches,
startled us to some purpose. '\Ye were busy forcing
to the shutters, endeavouring to bar out the wind
till we coidd remove our beloved to another roon,
but the violence of the tempest was too great. t

dashed aside the shutters that rang again as they

slapijed npon the wall, and sweeping like an edly
round the room, stripped the clothes from the sick-

bed with a vindictiveness of fury that seemed Ike
hatred gratified. As we ran to cover her, anot'ier

wild blast drove in, thi'ough the smashed wind«w,
a poor imhappy dove which it had caught stiay-

ing, and flung it against the wall right alove
where the child lay, bxit happily with a soent

impetus. Recovering itself the bird flutlered

about to avoid being handled, and, by-and-by,
reaching the open Avindow—when a lull ia the
storm occurred—flew out again.
What little life had been in j\Iary was, by this

time quite shaken out. We did not see the
breath go from her, and were only sensible that
the clay-mask was separate from the spirit which
had worn it, when we remarked the growaig cold-

ness of the form we continued to watch. Z.

THE FAMOUS CITY OF PRAGUE.
PART II. THE ALT STADT AND NEU STADT.

The Hradschin and Kleine Seite conmimicate
with the Alt Stadt, or Old Town, by the venerable

stone bridge built by Charles IV., about the middle
of the XlVth century, and the finest ?tructure of

its age and purpose remaining in Europe. Each

pier is surmounted by colossal statues or groups of

various modern periods. One only co-eval with

the bridge itself now remains ; this is an armed

iigiu'e resting on his shield, above one of the land

piers abutting on the Kleine Seite. The rest are

aU sacred, or ecclesiastical subjects ;
a fine work

in bronze of the Crucifixion, the statue of St.

.John Nepomuc, the patron saint of Bohemia, and

effigies or groups from passages in the lives of men
celebrated in the service of religion or humanity.
It is much to be regretted that the general effect

is greatly degraded by the vast ice fenders formed
of solid oak trunks projected in angles against the

stream, but which, however unsightly, are neces-

sary for the protection of the structure at the

breaking np of the ice in spring. At the foot of

the bridge is a fine statue of Charles IV.
, recently

erected, whose memory is still venerated in

Bohemia for his great and patriotic character.

The first remarkable building Avhich strikes the

eye, after crossing the bridge, is the Clementinum,
a vast college, containing five courts and two
churches. At the highest state of its prosperity,
this coUege numbered 30,000 students, but the

Thirty Years' War reduced them to 5000, and
since they have decreased to a still more inconsi-

derable number, particularly after the insurrection

of 1848, in which the gTeater part of their body
was concerned. The library is rich in magnifi-

cently illuminated MSS. of the early and middle

ages.
The Town HaU in the Grosse Ring is a striking

budding, dating from the XlVth century, but the
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entire fagacle, with tlie statues of the kings and
heroes of Bohemia, was re-edified in the modern
(Gothic style some ten or twelve years ago ; the
clock is peculiar from hav-ing ceased to go two
himdred years hack, nobody since that period
lla^^ng been discovered clever enough to set it in

crder.

The objects of most interest to many travellers

ai-e the hotels
; of these there are several of supe-

rior order
; the original iirincipal (lasthof was the

Schwarzen Itoss (Black Horse), in the Craben, the
Grande Rue of Prague, the breadth of which

emulates Regent Street
;
at present the reputation

of this house is entirely traditionary, as it is dirty,

noisy, and most remarkable for the imposition of

its charges and the badness of its attendance.

The best are the Hotel de Saxe and the Blauen

Stern, or Blue Star.

For comfort in sleeping, an Englishman could

hardly be worse off in Kamschatka ;
the bed-

steads arc the breadth of an ordinary sofa, and
not calculated for any person exceeding five feet

eight inches in height : indeed they more nearly
resemble a box without a lid, having neither cur-

Xha Towu-Hiill, Pra^'uc.

tains nor valance, than any idea we are accustomed
to attach to a bed in England. The coverings are

as uncomfortable as the bedstead, consisting, in

severe cold weather, of a feather bed thrown over

you, and when that 1)ecomes too warm, its place
is taken by a small, wadded, jirettily-quilted cover
in blue, green, or red silk, or twilled cotton, with
the tiheet attaclied to it, each only the breadth of

the mattrass, and so short and narrow, that except
in a very contracted position, either the feet or

the shoulders must remain uncovered, and which-
ever way you turn the opposite side of the person
must be exposed. In hotels beds are generally

found in all the rooms
;
it is, therefore, difficidt to

get a sitting-room not fitted iqi to serve the double

purpose of a saloon and a sleeping apartment.
The climate 1)eing very severe in winter, all the

houses are fitted iip with double windows, with
cushions laid between them, which in spring give

jdaee to plants and flowers
;
when summer sets in

the outer frames arc removed and jalousies are

fixed in their stead. In the houses of the wealthy,
the stoves are made very ornamental objects by
their shape and decorations

; they are sometimes
formed with vases for water on the summit, a

certam portion of moisture being necessary, or
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the health woukl siiffcr from the extreme dryness
of the air. Apartments are let in suites on the

different iloors, and all unfurnished ;
the furni-

ture, if hired, being generally supplied by the

Jews. The rate of a2>artnients varies according
to the situation, of which the Neii Alice, the

Graben, and the Ivoss Markt, are the most fashion-
;

able. A su^jerior apartment of eleven or twelve

rooms with a kitchen, varies from GO/, to 90/. a

year, according to tlieir magnitude and style ;
in

the Hradschin larger may be detained for half the

money.
Living was, before the insurrection of 1848, one-

fourth cheaper than since that period, and the

same may be said of servants' wages. In Bohemia,
as in most of the Germanic countries, servants are

hired and paid by the month. A good footman

could then be had for 14s-. a month, and 22 y. addi-

tional for board wages ; when, as is the case with

so many families on the continent, it is not the

fashion to keep a table at home for the domestics,
but their meals are taken at a table iVliote kept

purposely for servants at different restaiirateurs,

where all the lacqueys of the neighbourhood
assemble—a custom attended with inconvenience,
as for security dm-ing their absence the principal
doors are locked, and persons calling on busi-

ness or pleasure may ring without effect, till their

own patience is exhausted, and the bell broken,
and be reduced at last, to make their call known,
to slip a card under the door, or in any crack pre-

senting itself : this of course does not apply to

the noblest and wealthiest houses, where a reuidar

porter is kept, who is never absent from his post,

any more than the sentinel from his beat. The

prices are so much increased, that a servant who
received formerly 1/. 16s. a mouth, cannot now
be had under 21. 8.s., a difference which has caused
an immense diminiition in many establishments.
In the lowest class of servants the love of fine

names is tnUy laughable ; kitchen maids are fre-

quently called Victoria, and a female without
shoes or stockings, a red and yellow cotton hand-
kerchief bo\iud tightly round her head, carrying
bundles of wood, or buckets of water, nine times
out of ten answers to the name of ApoUonia !

Charitable institutions are very numerous in

Prague ; there are large establishments most ad-

mirably conducted for the deaf and dumb, the

blind, and indeed for almost every ailment to
which flesh is heir

; besides convents devoted ac-

cording to their several orders to every description
of good works. The nuns of the order of St.

EHzabeth are vowed to the care of the sick, and
the ground floor of their immense establishment
is an entire hospital, none ever being known to
be turned from their doors who stand in need of
their aid. Here they are nursed, doctored, and
tended gratuitously till fit to return to their own
homes and occupations. The Ursuline nuns edu-
cate and feed hundreds of poor children, who but
for their care would neither be able to read or

write, and most probably be idle beggars at best,
if not prowling thieves about the streets. Les
Dames Anglaises, so called because their foundress
was an English lady, is another educational estab-

lishment, and the best female servants in Prague
are those brought up from their earliest youth

xmder the eyes of these ladies
;
their order is of a

miich less severe rixle, as they may frequently be

seen passing to and fro euvelojicd in the long
black mantle and veil, rendering their person as

indistinguishable as though they wore the cele-

brated iron mask.*
Tlie Invaliden Haiis, for retired soldiers, is an

imi)erial establishment of a similar nature to Chel-

sea Hosjntal.
Protestants were not very niimerous in Prague

some few years ago, but they are miich on the

increase of late
; they have a good-sized but u^dy

church.

Jews are very numerous, and live together in

what is called the "Jews' Town," a part of the

city appropriated to them exclusively, and within

gates, which were formerly locked on them at

eight o'clock in the evening ;
but Austrian policy

has undergone great changes of late, and, anong
other things, "the Israelites" (as they prefer

being called) have had many privileges granted
them ; this riile is therefore no longer enforced,

and they are likewise now free to choose their

own place of abode.

The love of amusement amongst all classes is

very gi-eat. The theatres, of which there are

two, are always full ; for a Bohemian woiUd as

little like to lose his jday as his dinner. It is the

old story
— *^ Punem et Circenses." In one of the

theatres the performance is entirely in the Bohe-
mian language, in the other in German. The
latter is par excellence the theatre of the heau

monde. The building itself is plain and \iuosten-

tatious, but the dresses and scenery are so ad-

mirable that they might compete with Vienna or

London
; the acting also is not to be despised,

for we have seen "King Lear" as well performed
on these boards as at tlie theatres of o\vc own
metrojjolis. After the opinion commonly received

in Great Britain of the crreat musical tastes of the

Bohemians, the stranger on entering society at

Prague feels infinite astonishment at the absence

of all music from their entertainments except as

an accompaniment to dancing, and a piano is

nowhere to be foimd in the houses of the great
but in the young ladies' own boudoirs ; from the'

apartments devoted to society, and the rooms of

the elder ladies of families, all music is chasseed as

an infliction. So extraordinary are the ideas of

the heau monde of Prague on this subject, that

when the amiable Archduke Stephen gave a

soiree, and with more enlightened taste and ex-

pansion of ideas than those by whom he was sur-

rounded, provided eminent professional artistes

for their entertainment, two ladies of the highest
rank were overheard inveijrhing against

' ' the

impertinence of that Archduke in presuming to

ask them to sit in a room with professional

people;" a trait which likewise exhibits the differ-

ence of character between the imperial family and
a large portion of the nobilitj'. The only music

having any charms for them are polkas and
waltzes, and they are little worthy of having pos-
sessed amongst them for so many years of his hfe

* The Barmherziclien Brudern (Brothers of IHercy) have
not only a coinpleto hospital for the sick withiu their
convent walls, but are ever ready to attend and nurse the

pour iu thoii- owa homes when their services are required.
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the great Mozart, who on one occasion was a

victim to their dancing mania. Staying at a

house to give lessons to some of the family, the

daughters besoucrht him to write them some new
waltzes, which, being much engaged in more
serious miisic at the time, he was obliged to

decline doing from want of sufficient leisure. No
entreaties of theirs could prevail, and after a little

lapse they desisted from their requests, appearing
to have forgotten their wish in various occu-

pations. Soon they invited him to walk into

another room to look at some object of interest,

which he did. No sooner there than the young
ladies disappeared and locked the door iipon him,

assuring him from the outside he would not cease

to be a prisoner till he had given them the waltzes

they had asked for. Tn vain he rang the bell,

which his fair tormentors took care should remain

unanswered, and to all his entreaties for freedom

returned the same reply. He then saw sheets of

music-pajier, pens, and ink had been already pre-

pared, and, feeling convinced nothing was to be

done, sat down to commence the task imposed
ni)on him, which he soon entered into heart and

soul, and in the end jjroduced some of his most
beautiful waltzes, for which the world at large is

indebted to these exacting fair ones.

As the old stone bridge is the communicating
point between the Kleinc Seite and the Alt Stadt,
so a quarter of a mile higher uj) the ^loldau is the

susi»ension-bridgc, the communicating point be-

tween the Kleine Seite and the 2ieii Stadt ; between
these two bridges runs the quay, which has not

been completed many years, and

spring the fashionable promenade

forms in the

In the centre,

surrounded by liower-beds, stands a statue of the

Emperor Francis. Across the road is the newest
row of houses in Prague, built in the English style,

with small street-doors instead of the jiorte cochere,

which is universal in the other parts of the city.

Sophien lusel, Prague.

The streets in tlie Neu Stadt arc wider, more airy,
and far better pavedthan those of the old town. Here
are the principal residences of the nobility ;

man-
sions which may well be termed palaces for their

magnificence.
Much has always been said of the difficidty

met with by strangers in getting into society
in any part of the Austrian dominions

; but in

no part of Europe have we ever heard of un-

known persons dropping into society as if they
fell from the clouds. In Bohemia, as in most
other comitries, letters of introduction are neces-

sary, but even one high recommendation will open
the doors of the elite of Pragiic,

—that 'crcine de

la creme^' of which a popular authoress makes so

miich mention. It is true, if foreigners wish for

sociubilitij amongst the Bohemians, they will seek

for it in vain
; for, though charmed to welcome

j'OTi when their ])ride and vanity are gratified by
the display of their splendour and magnificence,

they equally shrink from meeting the eyes of

strangers in their robes de chambre and undecorated

apartments in daily use.

The customs of foreign countries always appear

singular to strangers visiting them ; and we shall

not easily forget our own amazement—our first

evening in the beaii monde of Prague—at seeing
ourselves surrounded by dowagers and ladies of a

certain age only, not one young face visil)le. No

young ladies sit in the same room with their elders

in society, but immediately on arriving, and having
made their curtsies to their hostess, they assemble

in "the young ladies' room," never rejoining their

chaperones till it is time to return home. This

cxistom is the more extraordinary, as the danseurs

are atlmitted to this sanctuary with their partners,

through the gardes dames must not show their faces

there.

Suppers at these fetes are the exception, the

general rule being that people dance with indefa-

tigable zeal from nine o'clock in the evening (for

the beau monde do not assemble there as late as
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our London fashionables) always till live, and

frciiiK'ntly till seven o'clock in the morning, keep-

ing up their strength and si)irits on tea, sugar-

plums, oranges, compotes, and every variety of

cakes and ices
;
the quantity of bonbons consumed

by hide, hearty men, on these occasions, is

such as would make our substantial su})per-loving

countrymen oj)en their eyes with amazement.

The public balls are all held at the Sophien

Inscl, an island in the Moldau opposite to the Neu

Stadt, to which it is joined by a small wooden

bridge. The balls of the elite at this place are

conducted on the most exclusive system ; the

ladies of the highest rank in the town act bj' turns

as lady patronesses, and send round a book by a

contidential i)erson who is furnished with a list of

the families to whom alone " vouchers
"
may be

given. The dancing-room is a very fine salle.

Once, when Princess was the lady pa-

troness, a very handsome supper was provided,
to which ample justice was done by both ladies

and gentlemen, in spite of the lack of refine-

ment attached to the idea of hot dishes at a ball

by the Bohemian superlatives !

But alas, for Prague ! its beaux jours are over.

We fear its sun is set ; for such have been the

changes in its society since the insurrection of

1S4S, though the ex-Emperor and Empress have
their winter abode in the palace of the Hradschin,

they live as in a city of the plague, while all that

was gay is dead and gone !

We have alreadj^ adverted to the severity of

the climate of Bohemia : the Moldaii usually
freezes in December, and the ice breaks up
in the middle or end of February, and one

year an ox was roasted whole on the river on
Easter Monday, which happened to fall in ilarch.

Formerly the Moldau presented a very gay
scene during those months, being not only fre-

quented by skaters, but bj' vast numbers of the
inhabitants in sledges ;

the traintaux of the

wealthy were very gay and elegant in shape, the
horses' heads decorated with plumes of feathers
of various hues, of which sky-blue was the
favom-ite

; but this custom has been abandoned
since the Archduchess Hermioue died of consump-
tion brought on by a cold taken while driven en
traineau by her brother Stephen. If, however, the
weather in winter is severe, the heat of summer
is proportionable, and accompanied with the
most terrific storms we ever witnessed in any
country.
The lower classes are very hardy, as may be

judged from a habit of the country-girls when
over-heated with dancing, of rushing into the
court and plunging their heads into a bucket of

water, or under a pump, to cool themselves, and
before they are well dry, retiu-ning to their

l)artners,
—a hardiliood all the more remarkable

from the enervating manner of their rearing as
infants.

When the season is sufficiently advanced to
render bathing agreeable, the bathing-house and
swimming, school are refixed in the Moldau, and
both ladies and gentlemen re-commence their
lessons. The instructor of the female sex is, or
was, a retired sergeant; the younger portion of' the

female community wear a peculiar bathing-dress,

consisting of tunic and full trowsers fastened at the

ankles, in Avhich costume the old sergeant draws

them through the water by a rope fastened under

their arms and round their waist, while he walks

on a platform beside them.

The great spring fete day at Prague is the 16th

of JNIay, the fete of St. John Kepomuc, the

patron-saint of Bohemia, who was thrown over

the old bridge into the Moldau by order of a

pagan king, for twice refusing to reveal the con-

fession of his queen, who had become a convert

to Christianity. Her husband had determined to

become acquainted with the facts, and summoned
her father-confessor to detail them to him, which
his conception of duty would not permit him to

do, though he was threatened with death if he

persisted in refusing. Continuing firm in his

resolution, he was seized by order of the monarch,
his tongue was cut out, and he was thrown into

the river.

Tradition says that, where the body fell,

five stars shone in a half-circle above the head;
and hence, on the evening of the 15th, when it

becomes dusk, a boat glides up and down, close

to the bridge, with five lights, in imitation of those

planets which hovered over St. John Nepomuc in,

his dying moments. To the celebration of this

fete thousands of persons come not only from

all parts of Bohemia, but even out of far Hungary,
so great is the veneration in which the memory
of St. John is still held ;

so crowded is the

bridge on which a chapel is temporarily erected

for the occasion and service performed, that for

twenty-four hours the jiolice forbid all vehicles

and horses from crossing to prevent accidents which
must otherwise infallibly hai»pen, and during that

period all carriages must pass by the suspension-

bridge above. The poor peojile start in parties
from their own villages with a bundle of food, and
their holidaj^ attire, daily performing so many
miles of their pilgrimage, always in the greatest

order, and often singing hymns on their Avay.
When assembled the cit}' presents a most pictur-

esque aspect, from the immense variety of

costume of both males and females, of which Hun-

gary furnishes the greatest number ; from these

come those Elizabethan ruff's and bolster-sleeves ;

also that other group with beautifully embroidered

aprons and bodices, and hair tied with coloured

ribbons ; but the men in leather shorts, blue and
red waistcoats, and large hats, are Bohemians
from a very distant part ; while the people in

pointed hats, tight boots to the ankles, worsted

stockings and jackets, are from the Tyrol. But
to describe all the various costumes would be

impossible, as every country has a different one,
and even each county of that country varies. In the

cathedral their wearers may be seen in extraordi-

nary combinations, or, when church is over, sitting
outside in rows, on cloths spread for themselves
and their dinner, and which have been their beds
on the stones all the preceding night. Their food

is a cucumber and bread, often spread with their

I

favourite lard, some varying it with ciu'ds in the
form of cheeses ; their drink, milk or water. How

I hapj)y they appear with their simple fare, and as

i
contented as any labourer in our land with his
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meat and l>ecr. In tlie evening, of all those
I raised in anger or dispute ! How far different

thousands collected, not one is to be seen " drunk
,
would be the scene in London, Edinburgh, or

and disorderlj^" and not a voice distinguishably Dublin !

Prague.—The Catliedral.

BRITANNIA'S SMELLING BOTTLE.
Did the reader ever ask himself, as he passed a

perfumer's shop,
—How are these delicate odours

that strike so sweetly upon the seiise taken

prisoners ? What chains can Ave forge fine enough
to enslave the delicious breath of the rose ? what

trap can we set sufficiently subtile to seize the
odoiir of the Adolet ? By what process do we
manage to "bottle

"
the hawthorn-scented gale ?

If the jierfumer (guessing his thoiights) were
to say

" The most successful trap we set is

a lump of fat," possibly our reader would (f^ien

his eyes very wide, and exclaim incredulously,
Vv'hat possible affinity can there be between so

gross an animal jiroduct, and so volatile an
essence ? Verily, good reader, there are more

things in heaven and eaith than are dreamt of

in your jihilosophy ;
and this is one of them.

Possibly, if we were to tell you that the perfumer
salts down his rose-leaves in order to preserve
their odour, just as the meat-c\irer salts down his

pork, yoi\ would be still incredulous ; yet, verily,
we speak the words of truth and soberness, as we
shall presently show yoii.
The cultivation of Howers for the manufacture

of perfumes is chiefly carried on in the south of

France, in the plains watered by the river Var ;

and now that Louis Napoleon has acquired both
banks of that river, he may be said to have taken

possession of the scent-bottle of Europe. Those
who have visited Cannes and its neighbourhood,
miist have seen the flower-farms bright with a

thousand brilliant dyes ; and at Grasse, again, the

plantations of orange trees, which perfume the air.

To secure the odours of those flowers is the care

of the proprietors, so that thousands in far-oflf

capitals shall be able to enjoy the perfume that

otherwise woidd waste its sweetness ujjon the

desert air. There are varioxxs modes of accom-

plishing this
; but the princip:il one, for the more

delicate flowers, such as the jasmine, the ^aolet,

tube rose, and orange, is by what we will call the

fat-trap.
Those who know anything of chemistry are

well aware that carbon, in the shape of charcoal,

l^ossesses an astonishing affinity for all kinds of

odours—a property which the physician avails

himself of to absorl) the foul smells of the hos-

pital. The hydrocarbons, such as Ijeef and mut-
ton fat, highly purifled, possess a similar absorj)-

tive power, which is taken advantage of by the

flower farmer, to take and secure the fleeting
breath of his flowers. Let us suppose, for instance,

that it is the season for violets. The proprietor
has already pre2)ared thousands of square wooden

frames, the rims of which are, say, three inches in

depth; in the middle of this frame is inserted a

sheet of glass, and the whole series of frames are

constructed so as to lit one upon the other. Upon
both sides of the glass a fllni of flnely purified fat

is spread, to the depth of a quarter of an inch,

and upon this fat the violet flowers just jiicked
are lightly spread. Thus it wiU be seen the
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llowcrs are saiulwiclu'd between layers of fat,

resting upon the lower laj^er, but not touching the

upper layer. In a short period the fat will have

absorbed the -whole perfume of the Hower, when a

fresh supply is added, and this process of feeding
with flowers is often repeated thirty times, until

the fat is thoroughly saturated with its perfume.
Thus imprisoned, the odour is safely transferred

from one part of the globe to another.

The extent to which this process is carried in

the south of France may be imagined when we say
that 1,000,000 lbs. of orange flowers, oOO.OOO lbs.

of rose blooms, 100,000 lbs, of jasmine blooms,

00,000 lbs. of violets, 05,000 lbs. of acacia buds,

;>0,()00 lbs. of tuberose flowers, and 5,000 lbs. of

jonquil liowers are consumed annually, the value

of which cannot be less than 240,000^ But, says
the reader, what can all this scented fat be used
for ? Tiie fat, good reader, is only the vehicle in

which these odours travel. The next process,
when it reaches the manufacturing pei'fumer, is

to liberate the delicate Aiiel from its bondage.
In order to accomplish this, the fat is cut into

small cubes and macerated in pure spirits of wine.

The scent, like an inconstant mate, immediately
deserts its more material partner, and combines
with the spirit, just as wives now and then will

desert their solid city husbands for some mercu-
rial singing master. The scent is now in the
form of an extract, but is by no means fitted for

the pocket handkerchief. Here the artist steps in

and combines in definite proportions diffei-ent

odours so as to produce bouquets, or he manu-
factures primary odours ; for your fashionable per-
fumer will no more allow the public to enjoy the

pure perfume of the flower than a chef de cuisiite

will permit you to taste the natural ({uality of the
meat. And, first, with respect to i)rimary odours,
it is astonishing how few art has yet managed to
extract direct from the flower. Violets, geraniums,
orange blossoms, and roses, are translated, it is

true, by the absorptive process immediately into
the perfumer's stores. But of the scores of scents
which the Euro]iean nose smells at, full two-
thirds are but a delusion and a snare. l^Ir.

Septimus Piesse, of the firm of Piesse and Lubin,
has written a very interesting book on the art of

perfumery, in which this secret is most frankly
confessed. We must admit, however, that the

manufacturing perfumer is in no wise to blame in
|

this matter. It is not his business to provide the
[

primary odours
; his department is the higher

duty of combining them : give him a fnller scale of
notes and he will ailbrd the puldic more varied

airs.^
Mr. Piesse indeed laments, that M'hilst

cultivators of gardens spend thousands for the
gratification of the eye, they altogether neglect
the nose. Why should we not grow flower.? for
their odours as well as for their colours ? There
are scores of flowers in our gardens that would
yield admirable extracts with a little pains. For
instance, there is heliotrope, the lily of the valley,
honeysuckle, myrtle, clove pink, and wallflower.
We have extracts of all these flowers in the per-
fumers' shops, but they are nothing but skilful
combinations of other scents. They play tricks
with our noses as they do with our palates. We
know full well that certain

flavourings, such as

pine apple drops, jargonelle pears, &c., are manu-
factured out of the refuse of gas tar and from rotten

cheese. In the same way some of our sweetest

and, as we believe, natural flower-scents have

their base in f«tid animal secretions, such as musk,
civet, &c. Who will come to the rescue ? There

is a great cry for woman's work—here it is. Many
a lady would willingly employ her time which

hangs heavy in country-houses, if she only knew
how. We will tell her. " I want heliotrope

pomade," says Mr. Piesse. " I would buy any
amount that I could get ;" and this is the way to

get it. If there is such a thing as a glue-pot in

the house, you have the only piece of machinery
needed—it is, in fact, a water-bath.

As the details of the process are all important,
we will proceed in Mr. Piesse's own words.

" At the season when the flowers are in bloom,
obtain a pound of fine lard, melt the lard, and
strain it through a close hair sieve, allow the

liquid fat as it falls from the sieve to drop into

the cold spring water ;
this operation granulates

and washes the blood and membrane from it. In

order to start with a perfectly inodorous grease,
the melting and granulation process may be re-

peated three or four times, using a pinch of salt

and a pinch of alum in each water ; it is then to

be washed five or six times in plain water ; finally,

re-melt the fat, and cast it into a pan, to free it

from adhering water. Now put the clarified fat

into the glue-jiot, and place it in such a position
iiear the fire of the green -house, or elsewhere, that

will keep it warm enough to be liquid ;
into the

fat throw as many flowers as you can, and there

let them remain for twenty-four hours. A.t this

time strain the fat from the spent flowers, and add
fresh ones

; repeat this operation for a week : we
expect, at the last straining, the fat will have
become very highly perfumed, and when cold,

may be justly termed pummade A la heliofrojye."

To turn this j'omade into an extract fit for the

handkerchief, all that has to be done is to cut the

perfumed fat into small pieces, drop it into a Avide-

mouthed bottle, and cover it with highly rectified

spirit, in Avhich it must remain for a Aveek. When
strained off the process will be com})leted.

In this manner every flower of the garden may
be turned into a genuine extract, and the lady
who takes the trouble to perform the operation

may be sxire that she possesses a perfume which

money cannot buy from the best perfumer's in

the metropolis. Moreover, she would then jiossess
some individuality in her })erfume. Why should
we not know our fair friends by the delicate

odours with which they are surrounded, as we
know them afar oft' by the charm of voice ? There
is an appr-opriate odour, to our minds, to each

particidar character. The spirituelle should affect

jasmine ;
the brilliant and witty, heliotrope ; the

robust, the more musky odours
;
and young girls

just blooming into womanhood, the rose. The
citron-like perfumes are more fitted for the melan-

choly temperament, and there is a sad minor note
in vanille that the young widow should affect.

When Ave study the resthetics of odours, we shall

match nice shades of character with delicate

shades of odour. Why should human feeling be

expressed better by colours than by perfumes ?
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Meanwhile we must trust to the perfumer to set

the fasliion, ami to imjjnse upon u.s his bouipiets
at his own good will. We are, in fact, the slaves

of his nose. All the fashionable woild, like the

Three Kings of Brentford, but a little while ago
were smelling at one nosegay in the celebrated
" Ess Perfume ;" later still, we have had imposed
upon us "

Kiss-me-Quick ;" and now the latest

novelty of the season is "Stolen Kisses," with its

sequel, "Box his Ears." Why are the Messra.

Piesse and Lubin so amatory in their nomencla-
ture ?

Besides the processes of maceration and absorp-
tion, or enjieuruije as the French term it, there are

several other methods of obtaining the odours of

flowers, the principal of which is distillation ; by
this means the essential princiide, or the otto of

the flower only, is extracted. It is an old saying
that we can have too much of a good thing, and
it will be verified by an inspection of a perfumer's

laboratory. One is apt to think that a connois-

seur's wine-bins contain the dearest liquids in the

world—old port at two guineas a bottle looks extra-

vagant enough ; but let us enter the dark little

room where the perfumer keeps his ottos and
extracts. He draws you a drop of oil of jasmine,
holds it to your nose, and tells you with a com-

placent smile, that it is onl3'' Avortli nine guineas
a wine-glass full—he shows you a little bottle of

otto of roses from the far East. The principal rose

farms of Europe are situated in the Balkan in

Bulgaria, and the expense of tlic 2)erfume may be

estimated, when we state that it requires at least

2000 blooms to yield a single drachm of the otto.

Different districts have their own peculiar shades

of difference, just as different vineyards produce
diff"erent qualities of wine. The Provence roses of

the south of France have a fragrance peculiarly
their own, which is attributed to the fact that the

bees carry the pollen of the orange blossoms into

the rose buds, and it is to the delicate flavoring of

the orancce that this otto owes its value. The

suggestion of the bridal flower is indeed very

slight, but herein the charm is constituted, as the

eating-house connoisseur well knew when he

ordered a slice of beef cut with a hammy knife.

Some of these precious ottos and extracts smelt

at in the biUk are positively disgusting ;
take

civet, for instance—a pot suddenly opened is

enoTigh to knock you down. It is the intinite

subdivision of the scent which gives it its true

value as a perfume. Some astounding tales have

been told of the persistence of scents, but Ave

know that some of them have outlived the

memory of great empires, and probably will yet
exist when the New Zealander takes his seat on

the broken arch of London Bridge : there is to

be seen at Alnwick Castle a jar of perfume, at

least three thousand years old, which still gives
out a perfume. We know no better illustration

of the infinite divisibility of matter than is

afforded by the history of some of the more

persistent perfumes. But it is not the animal

perfumes alone that are disagreeable in a con-

centrated form—all flower odours are more or

less changed ; otto of roses is anything but nice,

and otto of violets is for all the world like prussic
acid. When they are diluted with an appro-

priate quantity of spirit, they regain all their

delicacy, just as they do vv'hen subjected to the

diluting inlluencc of the gentle breeze in the
summer evening.

The concoction of bouquets is the triumph of

the perfumer's art. His no.se must have the most
delicate appreciation of the harmonies, so that no
one odour shall outrage another. A writer in
" Chambers's Journal " has very subtly remarked
that scents, like sounds, atlect the olfactory nerve
in certain detinite proportions. Thus there are

octaves of odours, the different notes of which

agree with each other. Let us take heliotrope,

vanille, almond and orange blossoms, for in-

stance, and we find that they possess a cognate
smell. There is another series of perfumes which
constitute a higher octave, such as citron, lemon,

orange peel, and verbena. Again, we have half-

notes, siich as rose, and rose-geranium ; and minor

keys, such as patchoulj% vilivart ; and, lowest in

the scale, musk and other animal odours strike

a deep base note.

The skdfal perfumer with this full gamut before

him can make a thousand different harmonies ;

indeed, the combinations are endless, but they
miist be made with a full knowledge of the art.

He can no more jumble half-a-dozen perfumes
together, and expect to be able to please the

nose, than he could strike half-a-dozen notes at

random, and expect to charm the ear with
the harmonious efl"ects of a chord. But an har-

monious perfiune is not all that is required ;

the British public are very exigent, they want
a delicate yet strongly marked odour, and a

persistent one at the same time,—two totally

incompatible qualities, for an odour that strikes

powerfully upon the nose must be a very volatile

one
; and, if it is volatile, how can it be expected

to remain in the handkerchief for any length of

time ?—it is like eating a cake and expecting to

have it afterwards. The perfumer gets over the

difhculty by making some persistent odour, such
as musk or vanille, the base of his perfume. The
effect of this, however, is to give the scent two
difierent odours, the volatile perfume on its dej)ar-
ture leaving behind it the base, which is often

objected to as smelling
"
sickly." The moral of

our story is, that we should not expect a delicate

perfume to be two things at the same time—
volatile and lasting.

England is famous for only two products used
in perfumery—lavender and peppermint. We
grow roses also in large quantities, l)ut only for

the purpose of making rose-water. Our flower-

farms are situated at ilitcham and Hitchin.

English lavender is worth four times as much in

the market as any other, and it is a scent which

partakes somewhat of the national character ; it

has, indeed, a sad and grave smell, and possesses
a certain poetic grace, but is withal healthy and

invigorating. We are informed tliat this and

pepi)ermint form the base of many kinds of cheap

perfumer}' ;
but musk is the j^icce de resistance of

the manufacturers. People very commonly say, "I
detest musk—I never have a perfume containing
musk." The jierfumer smiles, and gravely assures

them the articles he sells do not contain it All

the Wilde he is well aware that it forms a very
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essential part of all favourite perfumes : it

is a prineijial iiigrodioiit in the renowned old

^\ indsor soap, all sachets, or dry perfumery-bags
contain it, few essences or honquets are without

it, and yet this is a perfume that uo one likes !

The scents of the ancients were, as far as we
know, entirely dry j)erfuines, such as myrrh,
spikenard, fraidvincensc, all gum resins which
are still in use by i)erfumers, and they were used

rather to perfume the air than the person, although
it was a very old custom to scent the beard. It is

a question purely of taste as to whether scent is

allowable to the male sex, but among Englishmen,
at least, the feeling is against it ; the fashion is

certainly feminine, and long may it be confined to

the ladies, for although it woiiJd be a superfliiity
to paint the lily, we may yet be permitted to

perfume the living violet. A. W.

'• HIS HA2^D UPON THE LATCH."
A YOUNG wife's SONG.

My cottage home is fili'd with light
The long, long summer day.

But, ah ! I dearer love the night.
And hail the sinking ray.

For eve restores me one whose smile
Doth more than morning's match,—

And life afresh seems dawning while
His hand is on the latch !

When autumn fields are thick with sheaves
And shadows earlier fidl,

'

And grapes grow pm-ple 'neath the eaves
Along our trellis'd wall,—

I dreaming sit,— the sleepy ])h-d

Faint twittering in the thatch,—
To wake to joy wlien soft is heard

His hand upon the latch !

In the short winter afternoon
I throw my work aside.

And tlirough the lattice, whilst the moon
Shines mistily and wide.

On the dim upland paths I peer
In vain his form to catch,—

I startle with delight, and hear
His hand upon the latch !

Yes
; I am his in storm and shine ;

For me he toils all day ;

And his true heart I know is mine,
Both near me and away.

And when he leaves our garden gate
At morn, his steps I watch,—

Then patiently till eve await
His hand upon the latch ! Eerni.
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LAST WEEK.

There is in every week, as it passes away, an
event which occupies the attention of the Eughsh
public, ahnost to the exchision of all others. It

may he the entry of Victor Emmanuel iutoXaples,
or the difficulties of the Bank of France, or the

Eoad murder, or the election of an anti-slavery
President for the United States, or a terrible rail-

way accident, as recently in the Trent Valley, but
there is always one event which overtojjs and
overshadows all others. If one comes to think of

it, fifty-two great events in a year form a consi-

derable total. Take the averatje business life of a

man whose existence is prolonged to the iisual

term of human life, as consisting of forty years—
from twenty to sixty years of age

—he will then
have lived through upwards of two thousand great

public events, independently of those lesser, but

jj
perhaps to himself, more interesting incidents

which distinguish his own private career. Now,
during the Last Week, beyond all question the

event which has most been canvassed and dis-

cussed has been the capture of certain of our coun-

trymen by the Chinese just as the allied forces of

( Ireat Britain and France were about to plant their

ilags upon the very walls of Pekin.
I Lord Elgin's own opinion seems to l)e that abso-

lute treachery was not intended. The Chinese

had not of malice aforethought laid a plan for the

cajiture of the Plenipotentiaries ; in other words,
intended a repetition of the treachery at the Taku

i
Forts last year. This time—so it was at first sug-

gested—the idea was not to siii-prise and slay a

parcel of unfortunate seamen, but to kidnap or

kill personages of no less importance than the

representatives of the two Vv'^estern nations. Lord

Elgin and Baron Gros were to be invited to a

meeting with the great Chinese dignitaries appointed
to treat with them

;
there was to be a stipulation

that only such and such a force was to be dis-

l^layed on either side ; the Chinese were to hold

in concealment troojis so numerous that both by
their numbers, and by the effect of surjirise, they
might safely calculate ujjon bearing down any
opposition from the European escort ;

and then—
what ? Were Lord Elgin and Baron Gros to be
carried about in bamboo cages, and exposed to the

scorn and derision of the mob of Pekin, that it

might be seen in what small account the Imperial
Government held their barbarian enemies ? Were
they to be well-treated, on the other hand, and

brought to admire the clemency and mercy of

the Emperor ? Were they to be crucified, or

cajoled ? Was their entry into Pekin to be

greeted by an illumination, or an impalement,
the Plenipotentiaries being jirincipal actors in the

latter ceremony ? The hypothesis seemed so pro-
bable and so completely in accordance with what
we have known of the character of the Chinese,
and of the spirit as well as the forms of their deal-

ings with Europeans, that it is no great wonder if

it found ready acceptance not only in the Allied

Camp—but, even more quickly, here at home.
Loi-d Elgin, however, in a despatch which he
addressed to the Foreign Office just after the

event, and which was piiblished Last Week, gives
it as his own opinion

' ' that in this instance there

was that mixture of stupidity, want of straight-
forwardness, suspicion, and bluster, which charac-
terises so generally the conduct of affairs in this

country." He rests this opinion on the ground
that San-ko-lin-sin, the Imperial General, must
have already received such substantial jiroof of

the superiority of the Europeans in the field that

he would not in all probability have courted a
renewal of the contest. It must be said in answer
that the conduct of the Chinese has invariably
been just what Lord Elgin supposes it is not in

this present instance. At what period of active

hostilities—or during negotiations for peace—or

at its conclusion, has treachery ever ceased not

only to be the ingredient, but the distinguishing
feature in the dealings of the Chinese with the

Western nations ? In the present case it is ad-

mitted that this Imperial General covered the

ground assigned for the occupation of the allies

with his guns and troops
—and did all that in

him lay to put them at his mercy. Whatever his

intentions may have been, there were the prepara-
tions for his perfidy

—and the perfidy itself.

In dealing with siich a people it is impossible to

say what turn events may take. Your Chinaman
is not hke what we call a mere savage—the toy
and sport of his own impulses and passions. He
reasons—perhaps he makes a greater show of

reasoning than we do—but from precisely similar

facts he draws inferences directly the reverse of

those which would occur to the mind of a Euro-

jDcan. Give an Englishman and a Chinaman
similar premises—each will work the matter out

in his own way ;
the appeal, in either case, will be

to the logical sense
;
and yet their conclusions will

be different as black from white. The Pekin
mandarins might, at any moment, make iip their

minds that the European prisoners shoidd be

sternly dealt with, just at the very moment that

the preservation and safe return of the captives
would be of the most vital importance to them-
selves. An idea seems to be projected into the

Chinese mind l)y way of refraction. Still, with
all this, the vast weight of presumption is happily
in favour of the re-delivery of our countrymen in

safe condition. They, or some of them, had been
seen in a cart on their way to the city of Pekin—
under escort, of course—and not ill-treated. Four

days after their capture, intelligence had been
received that they were alive and well : the

wonder perhaps is that in four days they were
not given back. One gi-eat element which may be

fairly taken into account in estimating their

chances of safety, in a favourable sense, is that

Mr. Parkes is amongst the number, and he is \)eT-

fectly well acquainted not only with the language
but with the character of the Chinese. Many
acts of stupid cruelty, of which we seek in vain

for an explanation, must have been the mere
result of want of power of communication. The

captor cannot come to an understanding with his

captive for the simple reason that neither under-

stands a word which the other says, and the execu-

tioner's swoi'd cuts the Gordian Knot. Mr.

Parkes, however, has many enemies at Pekin—
certainly his old antagonist, the Hoppo—amongst
official persons who had been employed at Canton

during the Lorcha war, of which, and not -nithout
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a certain amount of reason, he is considered, in

China, as the originator and cause. His old

opponents may consider that the present moment

is an apt one "for avenging the griefs of Commis-

sioner Yeh, and their own losses and anxieties,

upon Mr. Parkes, and for his sake upon all his

companions in captivity and misfortune. Specula-

tion can go no further. Lord Elgin has informed the

Chinese autliorities that he will neither treat with

them, nor suspend military operations until the

prisoners are restored to liljerty. Let us look for-

ward to the arrival of the next mail from China,

with reasonable expectations of good tidings as to

the fate of our countrymen.
This imtoward occurrence does but furnish

fresh evidence that the attempt to deal vrith these

strange samples of humanity as we would deal

with the governments of the Western world, will

simply end in disappointment. If such be the

spirit which presides over their negotiations even

now, when they have received a few broad hints

from the Armstrong gunners, what hope would

there be that they would adhere to any conditions

which might be imposed upon them, and which

were to be fulfilled at a future day, as soon as

military pressure is withdrawn ? The intelligence

of Lord Elgin's policy, immediately after the first

engagement, in which the Tartar troops had been

routed in so ridiculous a way, was not received in

this country with any peculiar satisfaction. The

private letters whicli have come to hand by the

last mail prove that the impression upon this

point in this country is identical with that which

was stamped upon the minds of our countrymen,

being residents in China, as soon as they heard

what had been done in the North. The opinion of

the leading commercial houses engaged in the

China trade is, that it would be better if the trade

were entirely stopped for a while, rather than that

it should be exposed to these constant interrup-

tions, which paralyse the foresight of the mer-

chant, and confound his most carefully devised

calculations. " Let us know, once for all, where
we are, and what we are about," is the cry from

Shanghai to Hong Kong. The ruling men at

Pekin, whoever they may be, must be convinced
at length that they are dealing with a Power
which, as far as they are concerned, is irresistible.

It does not, happily, seem necessary, in order to

ensure this end, that any system of sanguinary
operations should be carried out. There is wanted
such an armed demonstration at Pekin as should
not leave the smallest shadow of doubt in the
mind of any inhabitant of that city

—and chiefly
in the mind of any person connected with the

present system of administration—that the days
of blustering at Europeans, and rejecting their
overtures for intercourse upon an equal footing,
are at an end. Whether it be sufficient for this

purpose merely to enter Pekin in military triumph—or whether it will be necessary for a period to
retain possession of a part of the city

—we, at this

distance, are unable to say ; but it is clear that
such an impression must be produced as will
make the mandarins tliink better of it, before they
court a second visit, or visitation, from European
troops.
As far as we may judge from the very interesting

state papers which fell into the hands of our coun-

trymen some months ago, China, at the present

moment, is ruled by a Tory clique, composed of

men whom in our country we should call Lords

Eldon and Ellenboi'ough, but China must have her

Peels and Palmerstons, aye, and her Cobbetts,

O'Connells, and Brights. As far as Europeans are

concerned, no form of Government could be more

unfriendly than the present. If the presence of

tlie European forces in Pekin should lead to what
we should call a " ministerial crisis," and an

"infusion of young blood" into the administra-

tion, both Englishmen and Chinamen would be

much the gainers.
After all, it is time that the Chinese question

should be divested of its grotesque and absurd

conventionalities of thought. Life in China is

not passed as it is represented upon that famous

plate with its pagoda, and its bridge, which is so

familiar to us all from our earliest years. It is a

very grave event in the history of the human race

that one-third of the human beings now crawling

upon the surface of the planet should at length
be brought really into contact with the vigorous
and scientific thought of Europe. The Chinese

are pre-eminently an industrious, a persevering,
and an ingenious race. That they would ever

assist in promoting scientific discoveries, or that

China could under any cu'cumstances produce men
of superior intellect, it is not for us to say. Tlie

evidence upon this matter is not before us. We
do not even know what has been in China. Who
shall say what may be, if the lal)Ours of this vast

hive of human beings sliould ever receive a proper

impulse and direction ? The peasantry of China

seem to be quite upon a par with the French or

English peasant, and they are numerous as the

sands upon the sea-shore. We may well suspect
that if access had ever been obtained to those vast

and flourishing towns of the interior, which are

scarcely know^l to us even by name, it would be

foimd that the burgher of Soo-chow-foo was quite
as intelligent a man as his brother of Derby, or

Blois. We are talking at our ease, now -we have

enjoyed a few years of railroads, of the electric

telegraph, of a free government, and of a free

press. But what was the state of England, and

what the state of France, forty or fifty years ago,

when compared with what it is at the present
time. These myriads of Chinamen, or at least as

many as knew of our existence, are by all accounts

not only desirous, but eager to accept our offers of

commercial interco\irse
;
and so they find their

profit in it, be sure that they wiU not be the first

to break the bond. The only point which can

yet be affirmed with certainty of John Chinaman

is, that he is a keen and shrewd trader. This is

not a bad basis upon which to build the intercourse

of nations.

As important work as ever was taken in hand
since history has been written, is now being car-

ried through in the North of China. Let us not

be led astray by the idle cries of the pseudo-

philanthropists. The time has arrived when Europe
and China must be brought together, and all the

ridiculous shams and caricatures of government,
which have hitherto interfered with this result, be

swejjt away, peacefullj' if possible
—if not, by the



strong baud of power. We have not tolerated

the misgovernmeut of thirty millions—why should

we stand by quietly and witness the degradation
and oppression of three hundred millions, if we
have the power to ])revent it, and that without a

violation of the canons of public policy and

right which regidate the intercourse of nations

even in the Western world ?

Before we take leave of these distant Eastern

regions, it is pleasant to think that by intelligence

received Last Wkek from Japan, our intercourse

with the Japanese seems to be proceeding in the

most friendly manner. Mr. Alcock, our envoy at

Jed do, had not only succeeded in obtaining from

the Government facilities for travelUng in the

interior, but he had actually gained permission to

visit the sacred mountain of Fusi-jama. This is

almost as though one shoidd say in the old days of

Turkish bigotry that a Christian had been admit-

ted to profane the famous Mosque of Omar with

his infidel tread. Matters must have been shrewdly

enough managed at Jeddo ; and there can, at the

bottom, exist no very unfriendly feeling towards the

Em-opeans at Japan when such a concession was

made. It would no doubt have been much easier

to have moved the Japanese Government to yield

a far more important point. The Alpine Club

woidd not do amiss to turn their attention to Fusi-

jama, now that they seem pretty well to have ex-

hausted the catalogue of Schrekhorns and Wetter-

horns, and reduced the ascent of Mont Blanc

pretty much to the dimensions of a vulgar stroll.

True, the height of the mountain is only guessed
at 14,000 feet above the sea-level by the Enghsh
visitors, although the Japanese themselves place it

at 17,000 ;
but the marvellous beauty of the

scenery
—so it is said—more than atones for any

deficiency in mere altitude. Mr. E. B. De Fon-

blanque has forwarded home an account of the

ascent which, though written under date Sep. 20,

from Kanagawa, in .Japan, was only received and

published in London La.st Week. After writing

with enthusiasm of the beauty of the scenery,

which, as he writes, cannot be equalled within the

same compass in any part of the world, he speaks
with dehght of the cordial and gentle manners of

the people. The travellers, who were of course

to the Japanese villagers, just what Japanese
travellers woidd be to us, were not pressed upon
or annoyed even by the curiosity of the people.

In the course of their jouruey they did not see

either a drunkard or a beggar. The houses were

clean, and in good repair ;
the little gardens were

well cultivated, and decorated with ornamental

flowers. Everywhere signs of peace and pros-

perity were seen. The journey thus undertaken

was not an inconsidei-able one, for the party had

to travel six days before they reached the foot

of the mountain, and under the auspices of the

priests, commenced the ascent. At every half-

mile, iiutil the real rough scrambling began, they
found seats for repose, and were presented with

quaint little cups of tea, just as in Switzerland :

at various unexpected turns, there are found

little sheds where Alpine-strawberries and cream

are displayed before the not ungrateful tourist.

When the top of the mountain was attained,

Mr. Alcock displayed the British fiag. The party

fired twenty-one rounds from their revolvers into

the crater of Fusi-jama, and Queen Victoria's

health was drunk in champagne, to the astonish-

ment of the Ja))anese, who seem to have considered

the firing and tlie bumpers of chamj)agne as

elements in a religious ceremonj''. It appears
wonderful that, amongst the hiuidreds and hun-

dreds of enterprising young Englishmen who are

in want of an occupation, the idea has not occurred

to some one or other of the number to make

Japan his own in a literary sense. A few years

ago it would have been as impossible to raise the

veil which had hung over these islands for centu-

ries as it would have been to iienetrate, unchal-

lenged, into a fortified town in time of war. All

the efforts of Sir Stamford Raffles and of other

marking Englishmen to effect an entry into this

mysterious empire had been paralysed in the

presence of Japanese obstinacy and Japanese
traditions. The Dutch pedlars might come to

Nangasaki if they would, leave there what mer-

chandise they might judge fit for the Japanese

market, and receive such Japanese wares as were

assigned to them in exchange by the Japanese
authorities—but there was an end of European
intercourse with .Japan. Kow, matters are changed.
The entry into Japan and the rupture of the old

traditions have been effected.

If an Englishman—a young man, with a few

years of life to spare
—wanted to go to Jeddo,

there take up his residence, learn the language,
and so recommend himself to the ' ' best society, "that

all suspicion of his intentions should be removed, he

might, in all probability, before a couple of years
had elapsed, have the run of the country. It

woidd be like a glimpse of Mexico or Peru, when
the Spaniards for the first time landed upon the

shores of America. Here is a high civilisation,

with which Greece, Sjo-ia, and Rome have not been

concerned. Religion, policy, laws, agriculture,

war, manufactures, literature, the drama, the

manners of the people, would furnish a chapter in

"The Japanese at Home," which woidd certainly

be read with deep interest. There would be no

hardships, or fevers, or sickness, such as infallibly

fall to the lot of the African traveller, and such as

Dr. Livingstone recently endured. If a man's

inclinations lead him towards either Pole, into the

Arctic or Antarctic regions, where so many of our

countrymen have found their icy graves, he must

at the very least make up his mind to months of

dreariness and despondency, ungladdened by the

rays of the pleasant sun. Leichardt and his com-

panions had their Australian troubles—but a

ramble in Japan would be a mere pleasure
excursion.

The facilities for travel—railroads excepted
—

appear to be quite equal to those which we find in

Europe ; the hotels or guest-houses, as our own
landlords would say,

"
replete with every comfort

the most fastidious taste could desire." Within

two months, a traveller starting from the Loudon

Bridge station might be in Jeddo, and so he chose

the proper season of the year, the voyage itself

would be but a yachting excursion of the most

delightful kind. Why will not one or more j'oung

Englishmen, with suflicient means, and ample
time at their disposal, give three, four, or five
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years to Japan ? At thirtj^ years of age they

mi'^ht lie famous, and never wonlcl the Temple of

Fame have been approached by a more flowery

path.
An event of some importance in the hast days of

this month, which has just expired, has been the

return of Sir James Brooke to Borneo. The ill-

ness which for a time had paralysed the exertions

of this great Englishman has passed away, and he

has now returned to the seat of his government
with energies renewed, and, as it is to be hoped,

with a better understanding with the authorities

at home, than at any previous period of his career.

Now that the importance and real significance of

the exertions of this noble hfe are better understood

in our Government offices, English statesmen ai'e

coming round to the opinion, that the judgment of

the country with regard to Sir James Brooke has

been wiser than their own.

The Indian Archipelago will soon be the theatre

of great events, for the Dutch even now are

engaged in a conflict with their native subjects,

which, for intensity, and sanguinary incidents,

may well be compared with the mutiny of our

own Indian troops. The tiu-n which affairs may
take is quite problematical, and the greatest ap-

prehensions as to the event exist at Amsterdam
and the Hague.
The results and intelligence of the Last "Week

warrant an especial notice of recent occurrences

in those distant eastern regions, which, but a

few years back, were known to us in so imper-
fect a manner that any one who from his own

personal experience could tell lis something about

the British Factory at Canton, or the custom of

merchants at Batavia, was looked upon as a

very remarkable man. Still we must not forget
what is passing nearer home. By the continental

mails of Last Week we hear that the political

agony of the young King of Gaeta is still pro-

longed, and that Pio Nono—Priam-like—is still

brandishing his now headless spear in the face

of his many foes. The news from Hungary
and Austria is, perhaps, of the highest signi-
ficance.

The Austrian Empire is in extremities, and the

government of the country, and the chief authority

upon all propositions for change, are practically
vested in a few old gentlemen, a few old ladies,
and the Court confessors. These strange repre-
sentatives of statesmanship are just now suggesting
concessions which are indeed no concessions at all,

but rather aggravations of the old misrule. The
strongest discontent—discontent so strong that it

bids fair to produce fruit in action—is felt even in

the Tyrol, and the Tyrolese mountaineers have
hitherto been the most staunch, the most un-

swerving, and the most bigoted partisans of the

Hapsburghs. In Styria, Carinthia, Salzburg, it is

the same thing, and whilst the Empire is really in

danger of dissolution, the effete advisers of the

young Emperor are engaged in defining with
curious precision who shall, and who shall not, be
admitted to the ecstatic privilege of wearing a red
coat with gold lace. Bad as all this is, it is nothing
to what is occurring in Hungary, where, in very
truth, Francis Joseph must conquer in the field
if his resolution is taken on the side of despotism.

But the very soldiers on whose fidelity he must
place his reliance would, to all appearance, be the
first to rejoice at his defeat.

Three hundred thousand men in arms constitute
the force which has been arrayed for the defence
of Venetia should the Austrians be attacked there
in the forthcoming spring. It is a mighty army if

the troops were but faithful and well fed
; but

neither of these conditions are fulfilled. The
Austrian officers are engaged in executing their

own soldiers for insubordination and mutiny, and
it seems more than doubtful what their conduct
woidd be if they were led into the field. Judicial
blindness has struck the Austrian Emperor and his

advisers, and they will not see the writing on the

wall, although to all eyes but their own it is

Avritten in a reasonably firm text-hand. Politi-

cians in London tell you that before the conflict is

actually commenced, the Austrian court will not
refuse to part with Venetia, as old Trapbois would
have said, for a consideration—but as they are

called upon to sell not only Venetia, but their

revenge upon that Italian race which they have so

bitterly scorned, it seems questionable if they wiU
be brought to terms before another sharp lesson
has been administered to them at the bayonet's
point. It may weU be that the best thing
which coiild happen to the Italians would be to be
called upon to join in a common enterprise, which
would cause them to forget for a while their sec-

tional antipathies, and break them into those
habits of discipline and self-control, without
which a nation never yet was great.

Meanwhile the French Emperor is playing fast

and loose with the Italians, as always since the

peace of ViUa-Franca. But for the orders issued

to his naval commanders the Sardinians woidd
now be in Gaeta. But for the presence of his

troops in Kome, the Pope would now be far

enough away from the Eternal City. It seems to

be his policy to allow the Holy Father to drift

down into a condition of insolvency, although what
his next step will be, when the bankruptcj^ of the
Vatican has been declared, is not so clear. The
French regiments are steadily reinforced within
the limits of the Patrimony, and there is nothing
in the military movements to show that the French
have the remotest idea of giving up the capital of

this country to the ItaHans. As long as foreign

troops remain in any portion of the Italian Penin-
sula the spirit of the people can never be what it

should be amongst a nation of free men. The
French drimi, as it rolls whilst the regiments
of the French Emperor pass in and out of

Piome by the Porta del Popolo, marks that

Italy has not yet attained her indei:)endence.
To use the old form of expression

— if the
heart of an Italian patriot could now be opened,
the woi'd " Rome" should be found marked upon
its core.

But whilst Louis Napoleon is so busy in Italy,
he is not forgetting to keep the attention of his

own subjects alive. He, too, has promidgated his

X)hantom of a constitution, which just seems to

amount to this, that in the French Chambers—
elected as they are known to be—a certain amount
of discussion upon the measures introduced by the

Imperial Ministers may be allowed.
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THE SILVER COED.
BY SHIRLEY BROOKS,

CHAPTER XII.

"
Silence, Marion," said her husband, with the

full power of his voice.
' ' I am ordered to be silent, and I obey,

"
said

Mrs. Berry, "but
' ' But by the God that made me, I will be

played with no longer," cried Arthur Lygon, mad-
dened beyond self-restraint. " I will have an

answer, here, here ! Yon have some dark secret

affecting the character of my wife. I will have
it before I stir from this spot."

" It is not I who withhold it," said Mrs. Berry,
in a voice of mournfulness—almost of sweetness.

"It is then you, Berry," said Lygon, turning to

his friend. " Do you keep this thing from me ?
"

" Arthur Lygon," said Mr. Berry, taking both
the hands of his friend in his o^vn. "Listen. If

you are now untrue to yourself, if you, in a mad-
dened impidse, force from oiir lips a story, which,
as tliere is a Heaven above us, there is no need
that you shoukl know, the consequences be on your
own head. vStay. I have said our lips. I close

my wife's now and always, with the solemn decla-

ration that if that story comes to your knowledge,
except through myself—"

"No need of threats," said Mrs. Berry. "I
know my duty. The story shall come through
yourself, if at all. But I utterly deny that ^Ir.

Lygon ought not to hear it.
"

' ' Yet Mr. Berry has this instant declared in

the most solemn manner that it does not affect

me," replied Arthur. " This contradiction makes
it more plain than ever that there is a mystery
between us, and my course is clear. Berry, at

whatever sacrifice of your own feelings, and at

whatever risk of the consequences you darkly liint

at, I demand to know all, and I ask of i\Irs. Berry
to remain and bear witness whether you teU me
all."

" I once more beg you to forego your demand,"
said Mr. Berry, earnestly.

"I will not forego it," replied Arthur, sternly.
" And you are right," murmured Mrs. Berry.
"
Enough," said Mr. Berry. "If I did not feel

that our friendship forbids my longer resisting

your appeal, I would still oppose what I again
declare to be a folly, to which you are urged,

Arthur, by one who shoidd have been a better

friend than she has proved to-day."

"My own conscience supplies my vindication,"

•77
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said Mrs. Berry, in answer to the words and to

the look that accompanied them. "It is there

that I am accnstomed to tnrn for guidance."

"Arthur," said her husLand, with the manner

of a man who, having resolved on making a com-

munication, desires that it shall be thoroughly

understood,
" follow me in what I may say, and

answer Avhat I may ask. Also, reserve all com-

ment until I have done, and then ask what you
will. Above all, believe that, as I have yielded,

I make you no half confidence, and therefore do

you attach no further or worse meaning to any-

thing I say than the words ought to bear."

"I will not."

"It seems idle to ask you, Arthur, whether

you recollect the circumstances attendant on your

marriage, but I must recal them for a moment.
Your acquaintance with the admirable and excel-

lent young lady who is now your wife
"
(and Mr.

Berry spoke the words of praise with marked

emi>hasis) "was not a very long one. Your first

meeting, I believe, took place at
"

"At a party
—a sort of pic-nic party, in those

groimds yonder," said Arthur, pointing towards
the abbej^

" It was on a fifteenth of May, my
birthday ; I have forgotten nothing. Go on."

"And you married in the November follow-

ing?"
" But I stayed for six weeks of that summer at

the Barbel, and for nearly two months more in

your house in the town, to which you were kind

enough to make me remove."
" That answer means that you had ample op-

portunity of becoming well acquainted with the
character and disposition of Miss Vernon, and
that yours was no hasty marriage. I had no such

imputation in my mind. You also became well

acquainted with part of the family of your intended
wife."

" With her father, and with her sister Beatrice,
who had married Mr. Hawkesley, and with Charles

Hawkesley himself, who, you know, was the
means of my knowing the family."
"But there was another person whom you did

not meet until after your marriage ?
"

"You mean her sister Bertha."
"Who had married two years before you came

to Tipthwaite.
"

"And was then living in Pai-is with her hus-

band, Mr. Urquhart."" Rut you soon after became acquainted with
the Urquharts."

" We called on them in the Avenue de Ver-
sailles, when I took Laura for her first visit to
Paris, after Clara was born."

" Did you become intimate ?
"

"
Certainly not. I was not pleased with Mrs.

Urquhart,—that is to say, she had become too
much of a Frenchwoman of the type I hate, but
this wo\ild not have prevented my behaving with
cordiality towards Laura's sister, if Laiira had
desired it, and circumstances had not come in the
way. But something—yes, it was a death in his

family i)ostponcd the dinner to which we were,
of course, invited, and our stay being short!
another call was all that took place in the way of
intercourse. Mr. Urquhart had been summoned
to Prussia on some engineering business, and I did

not then see him again. When we were next in

Paris, the house was shut up. Bertha and her hus-

band having gone into the country."
" Have you often met them since ?

"

" Once at the railway hotel, when they were on
their way to Scotland, and we were together for

a very short time—Laura was ill, and could not

accompany me. And I once met Urquhart after-

wards, at a scientific association, when he told me
that his wife was at Boulogne. I believe those
are the only occasions on which we have met, so

you see there is no intimacy at all."
' ' Do the sisters correspond, to your know-

ledge ?
"

"Why do you say
' to my knowledge ?

' "

" Do not be annoyed at my putting any ques-
tions in my own way."
"I need hardly tell you that T should never

think of asking m)'^ wife any question about her

correspondence, but I don't suppose she receives

letters which she does not mention to me, if they
are worth nr.entioning at all. Do you imply that
she would have letters from Bertha and conceal
them from me ?

"

" You know how I love and honour your wife,

Arthur, and yet I am liound to say that I think
it not impossible that she may do so—or may
have done so."

" In that case she would act—though, I own,
not as I might wish, for I think implicit confi-

dence the most sensible thing between married

people
—she would act, I am certain, on a reason

that would be perfectly satisfactory. Sisters who
have been intimate from childhood may say a hun-
dred things to one another which have no meaning
for the eye of a third person, and assuredly T should
never ask to see one of their letters that was not

voluntarily shown to me."
' ' But if the fact of Mrs. Lygon's having received

such letters were studiously withheld from you ?
"

persisted Mr. Berry.
Arthur Lygon's face darkened with displeasure.
"You are now making a charge of insincerity—
nay, of deceit," said he,

"
against Laura, who is

perfectly incapable of either."

"I begged j^ou, and you promised, to forbear
from remarks."

"Well, goon."
"
Suppose, for present purposes, that such had

been the case,
"
said Mr. Berry.

"Why," said Lygon, impatiently, "even if T

were to suppose such a thing, I don't know how it

could well be possible. Our letters arrive before I

leave in the morning ; they are all laid on the

breakfast-table, and I am always down, and read-

ing my paper, before Laura is dressed. I should
see anything with a foreign postmark, but I am
ashamed to discuss anything that implies deceit in

her."
" You ai-e not asked to discuss anything," re-

turned Mr. Berry, coldly, "but to answer ques-
tions drawn upon you liy yourself. As for a
husband's knowing what letters his wife receives,
if she desire to conceal them, the idea is

childish."
' ' Not when the wife is like mine. "

" I am an old lawyer, and have had forty years'
experience of men and women, and therefore, if I



say what sounds liarsh, you may take it as the

result of experience, and not as any suggestion

against anybody in particular. Letters not re-

ceived secretly ! You were j^ourself a gay man
once, and might remember that such things are."

"I don't like your tone and manner, Berry, but
I have promised to hear you to the end," said

Ai-thur, haughtUy. JJis tone and manner served

only to increase the old man's pertinacity.
" Tu Vas voulu," he said. "Why, Lygon, can-

not a correspondent be told so to post letters that

they may be delivered at a time Avhen the husband
will be out ? Or, as he never opens a letter of his

wife's, can she not toss across to him, as the con-

tents of an envelope, a harmless letter that was
never in it at all? Or cannot the letter be harm-
less enough, while the postscrii)t is on a separate

paper, and not producible
—and not produced ? Or

cannot the letter be sent to or through a conve-

nient lady-friend ; or, better still, one who is un-

conscious that she is aiding in a trick ?"'

" Mr. Berry," said Arthur, in a rage,
"
you may

spare yourself the trouble of proving to me that

you have read a great many French plays, but

when you are speaking of
"

" Of Mi's. Urquhart, who, living in Paris, must
have seen a great many French plays," said Mr.

Berry ;

"
why, then, the thing is not quite so

ridicidous, Lygon."
' ' But yoii are talking as if mj'' wife could lend

herself to such chambermaid's devices."
" She may have done so, and yet been irreproach-

able," replied Berry.
' '

Irreproachable !

"
repeated Arthur, scornfully.

"
Yes. perfectly so. Such things may have been

forced upon her by another, and she, placed in the

position of having to choose between evils, may
have chosen the lesser."

' ' The lesser being
—what I will not describe—

what is the greater ?
"

replied Lygon, struggling
with passion.

"Yes, tell me the lesser," returned Berry,

fixing his ej^e keenly on Lygon.
"What!" said Arthur, angrily. "Are you

asking me to imagine a wife, who has an honour-

able man's love and trust, sending him away in

the morning with an affectionate kiss and glance,

bidding him return as early as he can, and calling
the children to say good-bye ; and then, as the

[

door closes behind him, looking after him with a i

smile of the contempt a deceiver feels for the
j

deceived, and turning complacently to her clandes-

tine letters ? Tell me yom- greater wrong, for that

is beyond my imagination."
" It is you who are at the French picture now,"

said Berry, "and devilishly you have blackened

it."
!

Mrs. Berry here felt it her duty to protest, by
gesture, against her husband's adverb.

"
Yes," said the old man, in a kinder tone than

he had hitherto used,
"
you may be doing a cruel

injustice. It may be that the very woman whom .

you accuse of smiling at her dupe has, at the

moment you describe, her eyes flooded with tears

at the thought of her withheld confidence, that

she would give the world not to have been induced

to become a party to deceit, and that if she could

but have placed those letters in her husband's

hands, and leaned on his bosom as he read them,
her heart, which may be as true as g'dd, would
have been lightened of a bitter load. But you
men of the world, as you call yourselves, have

experiences which always help you to the worst
construction of a woman's act."

Arthur J^ygon laid a rather strong grasp on his

friend's wrist.
"

^Ii'. Berry," he said, in a suppressed voice,
"
you are doing one of two things. You are

either talking vaguely, in the idea of getting

through our interview without telling me what f

seek to know, or you are preparing me for a reve-

lation which, as your wife has said, is terrible

indeed. I would not willingly insult you by
believing that you are trying to waste time."

" That is well, at aU events," said Mr. Beny,
coldly.

" You have given me your overdrawn and
malicious view of what uiay be a perfectly inno-

cent woman's course, and I will only ask you, for

your future peace of mind, to remember that I

have pointed out to you how such a course ought
to be regarded by a man who truly loves."

"My wife has then conducted a secret corre-

.spondence," said Mr. Lj'gon, sternly. "Leave to

me the qiiestion how her conduct shall be dealt

with."
' '

I have not said that it is so, but that it may
be so. Granting that it is

"

And Mi's. Berry's eyes were fixed intently upon
Arthur's, to watch how he woidd receive the rest.

"
Granting that it is, can you, in the excess of

the love you profess for ^Mrs. Lygon, imagine no
state of things that could justify such a course on
her ])art ?

"

" You know that I cannot wring the truth from

you," said Lygon, bitterly, "and therefore j'^ou

let it ooze out drop by drop. You have already
told me that which I wish to God I had not

heard, but will you give me at once what ex-

planation there may be, or am I to turn to Mrs.

Berry?"
" I have said that I am silent," said Mrs. Berry,

"but had I been permitted to sjieak, I woidd
have spared him this long suffering."

" I know your mercy," said her husband, mean-

ingly.
" He is better in my hands. Arthur, it

is true that there is a secret in the family of yir.

Vernon. But to reveal it to the world would

simply be the cruellest act of wickedness. What
has been done was done long ago, and bitterly

and fully repented of. Circumstances have en-

tirely changed, and the matter should be consigned
to litter oblivion. That secret, however, is known
to certain persons, and two of them are Aire.

Urquhart and Mrs. Lygon."
" How long has Mrs. Lygon known it ?

"

"Always—that is to say, from the time when
the circumstances arose."

" Which was before her marriage ?
"

"
Long before. And without having any know-

ledge whatever that those ladies may have corre-

sponded in connection with it, I do not consider

such a thing im])robable."
" And with this secret you couple my wife's

disappearance ?
" asked Arthur, in agitation.

" I cannot say that I see any other solution of

the mystery."
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" And tlie secret," gasped Arthur,
" cand the

secret
"

Berry stole a look at his wife's face. It was

marble ;
but in the marble was the huncjry, iin-

pitying look, that told him there was no mercy
there. One of them mvist assuredly speak, and

therefore it had better be himself.

"The secret, Arthur," he said, "is that a

woman was weak, and a man was a villain."

That was a strange efiect which came over the

face of Arthur Lygon at the words. The eyes

lighted np with 2>leasnre, a smile came to the

lips, and a half sob proclaimed that a weight was
suddenh' lifted from his heart. The voice, though
broken, was almost cheerfid, as he replied

—
" And Laura has kept the secret from me !

Well, she knew all, and what there was to pity
—

and—she should have told me. I might have
been trusted."

Watch, Clarion Berry, 0, watch, as the statue

watches the place where the treasure is hidden.
"

1 need name no name," said Berry, hurriedly.
"
No, no. I imderstaud all that I need know.

This accounts for the residence in France ?
"

said

Ai"thur, in an undertone.

"Yes."
" And Laura has hurried off there."
"
Why, is the mystery."

"Which shall soon be no mystery. I will

follow by the next train. You will take care of

my child.
"

"
Stay," said Mr. Berry,

"
stay.""

'\\Tien I have a clue to Laiu-a !

"

"Still, stay."
" Are you mad. Berry ?

"
said Arthur, smiling." I shall be with her at this hour to-morrow—

sooner—sooner. Why, T am on the road, man ;

I think there is a mid-day boat."
" But consider one thing," said Mr. Berry." 1 can consider nothing, except the qmckest

way to her.''
" Which may not be the blindly rushing after

her," said Mr. Berry. "You do not seem to
remember all that you told—that you showed me. "

"Showed you?" said Arthur, bewildered, for
the one idea had blotted out all the recollections.

"A note," said Mr. Berry, though with reluc-

tance, for he had not wished his wife to hear
of this.

"A note. True," said Arthur, hastily taking
a paper from his pocket.

" A foolish, mad note
;

but Avhat does it matter now. Ah ! Look at it.

Berry, and tell me. Is it—is it her husband's
writing ?

"

Mrs. Berry darted to her husband's side, and a
glance at the writing was enough for her.

"I scarcely know his hand," said Berry."He calls her Vernon, her maiden name," said

Lygon eagerly. "He is Scotch, and they often
do that

"It is not Mr. Urcpdiart's writing," said Mrs.
Berry.

" You are certain?
"
asked Arthur." I am certain."

' ' That's strange. No, it might have been stranger
if it had been," said Arthur. " But we wiU clear

up all mysteries together. Dear, dear child, whywas she so wild, so untrustfid—I have not de-

served it, I swear to you, Berry—but I can com-

prehend her heart—they had been so closely

attached, in sorrow as well as in happiness. Silly

child—she shall pay me for this—God bless her."

And the strong man's eyes fairly ran over with
tears.

Can you hear that prayer, Mrs. Berry, you Avho

are in the habit of praying—and can you keep
your eyes so steady and tearless?

"I must see about the trains," cried Arthur,

hastilj' dashing his hand over his face—not that

he was ashamed of his emotion, or at that moment
had a thought for anything except the recovery of

Laura. " Let us go in. I will give Clara a kiss,

and be off at once on the chance of catching what

conveyance I can."

And he hurried with a light step to the porch,

leaving his host and hostess to themselves.

"You are happy, now, I trust, Marion," said

Mr. Berry, reproachfully.
" This is not a world for happiness, Mr. Berry,"

was the icy reply. He thought it was but one of

the jjietist's ordinary formiUas. But he should

have looked at her eyes.

CHAPTER XTII.

The carriage in which Mrs. Lygon was con-

veyed from the boat was speedily out of Boidogne,
and proceeded with uniisual rapidity along the

high road, whence it turned, after about two miles

of progress, down a wide lane, at the end of which
a second turning brought the vehicle before the

door of a plain, almost mean-looking, two-storied,

steep-roofed hoiise, that looked like a third-rate

English inn. There was no garden or lawn in

front, the ground before the door was carelessly

kept, and fowls were busy on various heaps of

rubbish, chielly of a vegetable character, that had
been flung out at the door. The green outside

blinds were all closed, wdth the exception of one
that was falling from its place, and which it might
have been dangerous to disturb on its single rusty

hinge. The door had been white, but it was

warped and split, and it looked unusually in want
of priming and painting, and the stone before it

was lamentably cracked. Yet, somehow, squalid
as the house really was, it had a cheery, French
look in the sunshine, and a pretty paysaune, with
much coloiu' in her dress and more in her cheeks,
was an additional and impro^ang feature, as she

stood, leaning against the opened door, and sing-

ing very loud to some apples, as rosy as herself,

which she was busily peeling.
At the sight of Adair the song ceased like the

jet of a suddenly cut-off fountain, and the face

of the girl assumed an almost sullen expression.
To a few words, which he addressed to her
in French, she made no reply, but obeyed them

by entering the house and opening a door on the
other side of the larsje room which served for

hall and kitchen. The opening the further door
showed a mass of green foliage beyond, shining
in the bright sunlight.

Ernest Adair alighted, and opened the carriage-
door.

"I need not recal the house to your recollec-

tion, madame." he said. " It was much used, in

other days, for pleasant little parties, at some of
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which yoii have assisted. The present proprietor
has closed it against that class of visitors, but it

is in charge of the respectable Madame Male-

tarde, whom you may remember as the cook,

hostess, frmme de chamhre, and everything else,

to tlie ladies who honoured the place. But, as

I concluded that you would have no special anxiety
to see that worthy person, or rather to be seen

by her, upon this occasion, madame has somehow
been called away to the towai, and has left her
niece in charge. Justine lias never been in this

part of the country before."

All this was said with the utmost deliberation

before the speaker offered Mrs. Lygon his hand to

assist her from the carriage. Indeed, as he stood

at the door, he presented an obstacle to her

alighting.
" 1 oliserved," he went on, "that you look with

very well-merited distaste at the house, and I am
scandalised at asking you to enter so iil-repaired
a place. It is but to enter, however, for if you
will condescend to pass into the garden, we can

there say, in perfect security from interruption, all

that is necessary, and the carriage will await you
where it stands. As regards refreshments "

" I want nothing," was the reply,
" In that case, will you be pleased to follow

me?"
They passed through the large room, over which

Mrs. Lj'gon gave a woman's rapid glance, and
was reminded of pleasant joyous days when a merry
little company—including herself and her young
husband—came forth in procession from the town,

bearing with them certain materials for a little

feast, and quartered themselves upon the delighted
Madame Maletarde, whose garden they ransacked

for additions to the banquet, and whose utmost

culinary skill was gladly exerted to prepare it.

There was but a moment for the recollection of

the laughing, and the love-passages, and the

rest of the happy meetings, a moment to hush
down the swelling heart, and Mrs. Lygon stood

in the well-rememljered garden.
"We are out of ear-shot," said Adair, "though

it is of little consequence, for Justine, though she

loves the English, has no syllable of their language.
I will fetch you a chair."

"I Avill stand."
" I accept the hint not to fatigue you by too

long an oration. You will, T know, forgive my
omission to express to you the thanks which fill

my heart for your having obligingly consented to

come here, and you will prefer that I should pro-
ceed with almost mercantile brevity to the business

which has induced me to ask yoiu* jiresence. I

have rightly interpreted your feelings, I trust."

She made no reply.

"Precisely. Another graceful protest against

garrulity. That I may not offend again, will you
kindly allow this letter to speak for me ? It is

not my own writing, but that of a person who is

in every way more entitled to your attention."

He produced a pocket-book, from which he took

a letter, opened it, and handed it respectfidly to

her.

Mrs. Lygon evinced no surprise at seeing the

handwriting, but a flush of angry shame came
over her beautiful face as she perused the lines.

This evidence of feeling was noted by her com-

panion, and a smile f>f satisfaction sUAe to his lips,

to be instantly repressed.
The letter was to himself, and written by a

sister of her who read it. It was this :

"Have you no i)ity, Ernest? Why are you
driving me to ruin ? Again and again, I assure

you, on my knees, that it is impossible for me to

meet your rejieated demands, and I passed two

days in an agony lest the means you forced me to

adopt last week should have been discovered. I

can give you no more, at least now, and, for

mercy's sake, leave me in peace for a short time.

I send you a ring, which I suppose is valuable,
and which will supjjly the immediate need you
speak of

; but do, Ernest, try to spare me.

Remember, that if you force me into any act that

may betray me, your own hopes from me must be
at an end for ever. You press me so cruelly that

I am at times on the point of confessing all, and
if the opium which I take to escape from my
dreadful thoughts should make me light-headed,
I know not what I may say. Pray, Ernest, spare
me for your own sake, if not for that of

"B. U."

Mrs. Lygon read the latter part of the note

hastily, but not so hastily as to fail in compre-
hending its significance. She was about to return

it to him, and then instinctively drew back her

hand.

"Nay," he said, "I am not plaj-ing a mean
aiid petty game. I have no wish to retain a

document that might inculpate the writer. Pray
retain and destroy it, if you please ; or rather I

would say retain it as your credentials for the

negotiation which I trust to succeed in inducing

you to undertake for me.
"

"For you."
The words were said in such a tone of contempt

that a worm might have turned at them, though.
Adair did not.

" The expression lias the misfortune to displease

you. I repeat it, and apologise. Let me say,

then, the negotiation which I trust you wiU un-

dertake for the sake of the writer of that interest-

ing letter."
" Ernest Hardwick—"

said ?. Irs. Lygon.
"Ah," he murmm-ed,

" the old name, and it is

ever the sweetest."

Disregarding his insolence, she proceeded :

" You know for what reasons I have undertaken

a certain task."

"The last word is harsh," he said, "but we
will pass it by. I believe myself to be aware of

those reasons."
" You hold this unfortunate creatiu-e in your

power, and I know that it is idle to make any

appeal to your heart."

"And itUeness is a charge which no one could

ever bring against Miss Laura Vernon or i\Irs.

Arthur Lygon," said he, in a passionless voice.
" You have had a great deal of money from her,

and your demands for more are endangering her

position as a wife."
" With what rapidity, in combination with

what exactitude, does Mrs. Lygon master the

contents of a letter !

"
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"Ami wc mnst jicrfectly xiiiderstaml our posi-

tion, if anything is to be done," said Laura,

witliout deigning the slightest notice of his inter-

rn]>ti()ns.

"iMisrlit I venture to suggest that one of us

seems—or is it an unfortunate misconception on

iny part
—to be slightly in danger of forgetting

that position."
"What do you mean ?

"

"
I nuMu, Mrs. Lygon," he said, his tone chang-

ing, and his pale face becoming almost savage in

expression, "I mean that though I may choose to

forget certain things which it is not useful to me at

the moment to remember, they need not be for-

gotten by other persons."
She turned well-nigh as pale as himself, but

looked at him with firmness, and answered calmly,
" 1 repeat, that I do not understand you."
"So !

"
said, or rather cried, Adair, in a high

voice, and with angry surprise. He glared at her

for a few seconds ; but, whatever she may have

felt, she stood her ground bravely.

"So," he repeated.
" That is the result of our

dehberation. That is tlie decision of our council

of war. We are to tight. Councils of war never

vote for fighting, but pass for that. Defiance !

Well, it is a bold game, but bold games seldom

succeed when I am on the other side. However,
it is not with Mrs. Lygon that I bave now to do.

Her turn may come."
"lam entirely at a loss to find meaning for

your words," said Mrs. Lygon,
"
and, perhaps, you

will listen to me. If I succeed in procui-ing more

monej' for you from Mrs. Urquliart, what security
have we that this will be yoiu- last demand."

"
ISTone whatever."

" Will it be your last demand ?
"

"Most certainly not."
" Do you mean that you intend to persecute her

throughout her whole life."
' •

T would prefer to say that I hope to induce
her to dedicate her life to making mine as bappy
as it can be when 1 am dein-ived of her."

" Have you ever seen her husband, Mr. Hard-
wick ?

"

" The Scottish Urquhart ? I long since made it

my business to see and to be able to recognise him.
He is a fine animal, far too largely framed for

elegance, and probably six feet three in height,
and proportionately—I will do him that justice

—
proportionately broad and strong. Is your inquiry
intended to direct the conversation towards the

possibility of that person and myself ever coming
into collision?"

" Do you know bis character ?
"

"Mrs. Lygon's question scarcely reveals her
usual perspicacity. Through my knowledge of ]\Ir.

Uniuhart's character I have acted, with much
success, upon the character of his vnie. This

large Scotchman, or Scottishmau, as I believe
he woidd prefer to be called, is understood to be
of a stern and resolute nature. He is a railway
contractor, and it is agreeably recorded of him
that upon one occasion he found a crowd of Bel-

gian workmen wasting his time in drinking,
when they should have been at their duty. Our
admirable friend remonstrated, but Scotch is not
the language of persuasion, I su^jpose, for they

would not go to work, and signified the same

through a big brave Belgian, their foreman. On
which the Scottish giant resorted to the extreme

remedy of taking that brave big Belgian into his

Caledonian arms, and pitching him bodily off a

viaduct to a road I do not know how many feet

below, but quite enough to ensure the Belgian's
never rising any more until the day when we
shall all rise together. The men then went to

their work. The anecdote charmed me very much—excuse my prolixity in retailing it."
' ' You have not, perhaps, considered what

would be the consequence of Mr. Urquhart's

becoming aware of the course you pursue towards
his wife ?

"

"Do me more justice. I think that being a

Scotchman, he would make all reasonable inquiry
before acting, but 1 think that when his prelimi-

nary inquiry was complete, he would probably
destroy your amiable sister,"

"Yet you refuse," she said, "to name a sum,
which, if paid, would free her from any further

importunities on your part ?"
" Please to inform me why I shoidd."

"Because, if she thinks as I do," said Mrs.

Lygon,
" she will prefer an hour of sorrow to a

life of torment, and unless you are to be bought off

at once and for ever, she will throw herself upon
the heart of the brave and good man who has

married her, explain all, and be—perhaps divorced,

perhaps forgiven
—but, in either case, she wiU

know the worst."
" And my neck will infallibly be broken by the

giant, as a sort of i)eace-offering to the manes of

departed domestic happiness
—that is, of course,

part of your delightful programme?"
"I think he would kill you ! I hope he would

kill you !

"
said Mrs. L3/gon, with a simple frank-

ness that belonged to her old days, and which, in

spite of the vindictive character of the words, was

by no means so utterly unfeminine as it may be
feared that they seem.

Ernest Adair laughed outright.
"That came from the heart," he said, "and

the estimable Goethe, whom I idolise, has told us
that whatever comes from the heart is divine and
to be honoured, in which he differs from certain

other authorities. But, as I have said, I shall

endeavour to protect myself against such a

casualty ;
and 1 have the best means of knowing

when anything likely to lead to it takes place in

Mr. Urquhart's house."
"

Spies, too, ujion her."
"
Well, it is not much in France. Here we are

accustomed to surveillance, and a little of it more
or less is not worth counting."

Mrs. Lygon could not reply.
" I am happy to see that I convince you. Well,

you will go to Paris, and see j'^our admirable

sister, and between you, as in the old days, you
will strike out some plan for preventing my having
the humiliation of so frequently being compelled
to remind her of my need."

"Where am I to send to you ?
"

"Fear no trouble on that account. A single
word on a card, which you can entrust to jNIrs.

Urquhart's maid, Henderson, will bring me to any
place you may indicate."
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" In the power of tlie servant, too I 1 will go
to Paris."

"There will be a train in an honr."
"

I go alone."
"
AssurecUy. But shall I not attend you to the

station?"
" I prefer to go alone."
"
Money—if one might suggest—"

" I am provided."
" In that case, our interview i.s over. The

carriage is at the door, where we left it."
" There is mischief in her head," said Adair, as

Mrs. Lygon drove away.
( To be continued. )

THE MONTHS.
DECEMBER.

Shall I venture upon saying how my household
treat the short days of this month ? In all com-

jiauies we hear of the evils of the short daylight ;

and yet there seems to be nobody among our

neighbours who considers how to make the most
of the daylight we have. I believe I am pointed
out to strangers as an eccentric man, a cruel

father, and hard master—not perhajis, all the year
round, but in the depth of winter. lu short, we
are up long before sunrise. We covet every ray
of heaven's light, at this season ;

and we naturallj'
watch for the earliest, as well as linger upon the

latest.

I must say in self-defence, that my wife and
children are free to please themselves about getting

up early ; though, as a matter of fact, we all do
it. Our servants are country-bred, and of cottage

parentage ; so that they have been accustomed to

rise at live, or earlier, all their lives. They feel

no great pity for the much pitied herd-boy and

dairjf^-maid, who turn out of bed, after eight or

nine hours sleep, and are under no misfortune but
its being dark. They have not to stand shivering
for a quarter of an hour over the tinder-box, as

their forefathers had
;
and I assure line ladies and

gentlemen that there is nothing very fearful in

going across the farmyard, or into the field, with
a lanteru, to find one's self welcomed by the warm
cows and the hungry sheep. The long icicles may
sparkle in the light the boy carries ;

and he may
have to sweep a path through the night's snow,
before the animals and then- food can be got at

;

but a healthy young person has his own enjoyment
in the exercise. The milker certainly likes to

bring the warm fragrant streams into the pail,
and to exchange greetings with pet cows. The boy
has a pleasure in cleaning out the stalls

;
and then,

when the creatures come in relieved of their bur-

den of milk, he likes filling their troughs with the

warm mess of i-oots and straw, sliced, and chopped,
and recommended by a spice of condiment. If

his duty lies a-field, and he has to go there through
wind and sleet, carrying food for the sheep, the

task may set lazy people shuddering, even to hear
of

;
but I can tell them the walk a-field, through

wind and sleet, is what my children and I uuder-

take, because we like it. I do not believe in the

pleasantness of turning once more in one's bud,
when the house is once astir. The sense that

one ought to be up, and must be iip presently,
must spoil the luxury of bed completely. Fear

ruins everything in these small matters as in

greater. I once heard a young lady of twenty or

thereabouts complaining of the misery of having
to get up in winter. She did not rise early? No.
She did not use cold water ? O, no ! She had a

good fire ? Yes. While I was wondering where,

then, the hardshij) lay, she explained that it spoiled
all her comfort in waking to think of crossing the

room from the bed to the lire. Such people can
know nothing of the satisfaction of a good circu-

lation, and the vigorous exercise of the frame, by
which the winter is made a jileasant season in its

own waj\ As for our particular way of welcom-

ing it, it is by seeing as much of it as we can.

The parson in the next parish complains to me
that the daylight is gone by the time he leaves his

desk, during this month and the next ;
so that he

sees and feels nothing of the sun during the

season when he needs it most ; a hardship lor

which I must say I cannot think the sun to blame.

Our plan is rather to accommodate our ways to the

sun. The maids are up (by their own choice), so

as to have hot water for anybody who wants it by
six. I believe the fowls, and the two lambs, and
the calf are the only consimiers of hot water tiU

breakfast time. They must have their warm
messes early ;

but as 1 do not shave, and we all

prefer a cold bath to a warm one, we are entirely

independent in our early pleasures. Sometimes
we sally forth (at half-past six), in a party of four

or five. Sometimes, in rainy mornings, I start

off by myself. Any way, and in any weather, I

am sure of a good deal of pleasure before I come
home. At that time of day, no wind is too keen :

no darkness is gloomy : no rain is depressing,

iloreovei', the rainy mornings are few in compa-
rison with the fair. In the very worst, the day-

light does come, in some mode or other ; and, in

fine weather, what is more beautifid than a winter

dawn ? Coveting every ray, as I said, we catch

one touching the lake, another penetrating the

wood
;
and more bringing out the forms of the

hills and the track of the road. We see one star

set after another, and the moon grow pale as the

sky kindles. Underfoot, Avhen we have swept

away any drift of snow that has gathered in the

night, we find the ice beneath looking of a blacker

blue than ever, and full of promise for sjiort.

Though our neighbours are, for the most part, not

up, we have some social adventures on our way.
We overtake a succession of laliourers going to

their work. One of them probably cries out n

the dark,
" And who may you be?" When he

learns, he is more jileased than ashamed. He
knows now that gentry are abroad early, as he is.

The herd-boy and dairy-maid are pleased likewise,

when we pass the farmyard. At the pond, we
summon any grumbling boys, lounging about

with blue faces, and hands in pockets, for a slide.

(We all slide, from the oldest to the youngest.)
We meet, in returning, children carryijig break-

fast to their fathers in the woods
; and, perhaps,

y\e turn Ijack with them, and hear much about

rats, and weazles, and stoats, and squirrel-hunts,
and holly-gathering. When we have knocked oft"

the snow from our boots, and seated ourselves

roxuid the breakfast-table, it is not above half

light. Even by that twilight, however, any one
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coukl iioint out the walkers Ly the difference in

their whole air and complexion from tho.se who

have ni>t yet warmed themselves by exercise.

It is just light enough to mend a pen when we
,

scjiarate for work.

We are not ^roing to pore over books and desks

till it grows too dark to go on. If the Aveather is

open there is a world of business to be done in

licld. road, and garden ;
and we have to see that

it is done. If the frost has overtaken ns, we must

skate and slide while we may. If repairs to

buildings or walls are wanted, they must he done

while the mortar will not freeze and spoil. If the

seed is not all got into the ground, not an hoiir of

open weather should be lost. iManure must be

applied when the soil will receive it
;
and trench-

ing must be done when the spade will enter the

ground. All the lawns round must be sv/ept

clear of dead sprays from the trees, and of leaves,

if they are to be properly rolled before the frost

comes. All green walks and gravel walks mnst
be kept in their neatest condition, for the pleasure
of winter walking in them. Such green crops as

have not been taken ixp before, must be secured

now, if at all ; so we see groups of women and
children in the turnip-fields, topping and tailing
the roots that the men have turned out of the

ground. My boys and I are more interested in

getting up roots of another kind. I tell the lads

that while I am mourning over the felling of a

fine tree, they are consoling themselves with the

prospect of getting up the root next winter ; and
when the time comes they reproach me with

enjoying the jirocess as much as they do. I cer-

taiuly do lend a hand at the end of the lever when
the mass shows signs of stirring. I certainly do
seize a pick, or mattock and wedge, when I see

one to spare ; and I own to sensations of satisfac-

tion when I see the mass coming out of the ground
piecemeal, or entire, and help to split and trim it

for the Christmas fire. Then there is the work of

cleansing the orchard trees, and the fruit bushes
in the kitchen-garden. Damp mosses, and all

that can harbour insects, must be removed from
the stems, and the whole surface be washed with
some mixture or other, according to the judgment
of the proprietor. I use soot, quick -lime, and
wood-ashes—a wash which one cannot suppose
any insect likely to survive. The gooseberry
bushes, however, require frosty weather for their
rehef from some of their enemies. Grubs that
breed in the soil below are best removed when the
earth is caked by the frost : so we take up the sur-
face soil entire, and Inirn it, and put fresh in its

place. If the bushes have not before been wound
round and round with white darning-cotton (the
supreme terror of sparrows), we do it now, to
save the buds from the birds.

Settled frosts bring their own business as well'as
pleasure. Among the prettiest tasks is the cxitting
of ice for the lishmongers and confectioners, and
for the ice-houses of the gentrv round. When I
was a l)oy, 1 used to fancy myself one of Captain
Parry s seamen, cutting an escape canal for his
ship at the North Pole

; and, under that delusion,
I toiled myself into heats which might have melted
the transparent fioor I stood on. It really is

pleasant work grooving the ice, and spUttinc/ it

into blocks, and floating it off, to be fished on

shore, loaded on the cart, and deposited in the

ice-house, with powderings of small ice, to com-

pact the blocks together. One item of the busi-

ness done in frosts always saddens me. I do

not like to see women—especially old women—
or little children gathering up snow, even if it

be of the cleanest, or ice when snow is not at

hand, to melt for domestic use. When the

pump is frozen, and the spinng gives out no water,

what can the people do, they ask, but melt snow
or ice to wash their clothes, and their floors, and

their skins ?

It is a dreary necessity ;
and the iuA^ariable

consequence is a great deal of business for the

doctor. When I see a pan of melting snow within

the fender, and the children pressing closer and

closer to the fire because they cannot get warm,
the old granny shivering, and finding it

wonderfully chilly, I cannot make them believe

that the melting process will account for it,

because they do not understand how it can be ;

but they find my predictions of colds and rheii-

matism come true. It is a striking thing to them
also that my pump is the last to freeze in the

whole neighbourhood. They know that I take

pains to keep it imfrozen, for the use of my neigh-
bours as well as my hoiisehold, and this convinces

them that I am at least in earnest in my concern

at seeing them chilling their rooms by melting-
snow on the hearth.

Through open and frosty weather, both, the

domestic and farm animals require a large amount
of daily care. Between cleaning them and their

abodes, and cutting, cooking, and serving their

food, and fattening and killing, there is enough
for many hands to do. Now is the time for children

to have fun with pet calves, and make j)layfello\vs

of the house-lambs. Many an hour of a dreary day
is beguiled by these friendships of the season,

doomed to a speedy end by the butcher's knife.

The despotism of London tables is an irresistible

one ;
and many a little heart is every season ready

to burst when the dear lamb has disappeared, and

nobody will tell where it is gone. At present,

however, there is much pretty frolic,
—the human

infant having no more forecast than the brute one

of the evU to come.
The poultry-yard is a grave interest at this

season, in our neighbourhood as in many others.

Our infant population, including my little Harry,
would be v.ell jdeased if the turkies were absent,
on account of the formidable character of the

parent birds ; but the rearing of the broods is an
interest to all the household where it goes on. Our
relations on both sides of the house like the good
old custom of receiving a Christmas hamper of

good things from us
;

and it is a pleasure to us to

keep it up, so that we are as busy as our neigh-
bours in fattening fowls and turkies, and making
sausages and p.ork pies, and even a goose pie, now
and then.

I do my part by going out for snipe and wood-

cocks, so that we can, on occasion, produce a veri-

table old-fashioned game-pie for Christmas guests.
I am regularly invited into the kitchen, some

morning about the 20th of December, to see the

parcels of good things laid out for packing ; eight
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or ten turkies, eacli surronnded with sausages and
some small dainties, and half-a-dozcn vast raised

pies, flanked witli baking pears, dried apples, or

bioall game. When all are ])acked and off to the

station, the main part of our Christmas work is

done. It is owing to this custom that my friends

see certain dainties on my table that we our-

selves should never think of inquiring after,
—

prime caviare dii-ect from Piussia, West India

preserves, stiu-geou, German brawn, liqueurs,
besides barrels of oysters, pines, salmon, and im-

ported fruits. Whether it is true or not that our
old English hospitality is degenerating, it is wise
and pleasant to keep uji this kind of observance
between town and country.

These last words remind one of the days when

London itself was the very centre of snipe-shoot-

ing. In the times of the Edwards and the

Henrys a frost was a circumstance of imi)ortance
in London ;

for it enaljled the citizens to go out
on the surrounding marshes to sport. There they
knocked down and snared all the birds which

frequent watery ])laces, and obtained eels in ])rofu-
sion. [ have thought of that aspect of our
London when, in wild colonial regions, I have
seen a snipe swinging on a bulrush, just as the

frogs were opening their evening concerts, and not
a man l)esides myself was in sight, unless it were
a settler, looking after wild fowl or eels. In such
a place I have imagined the aspect of that ancient

London, with its few great towers and spires, and
its straggling group of villages round that centre,

and the marshes coming up to the very causeways.
I have recalled the same image when at the

Baker Street Cattle Show, or as I entered London
at Christmas time, and saw the loads of provisions

brought in on iron roads, on the same spots where,
of old, the sportsmen and their attendants brought
in their game on their own shoulders, picking then-

way over the frozen swam})s.

Interesting as it is to us to look back, what
would it have been to those Londoners to see for-

ward into our days ! How wonderful a mere

grocer's sho]) would have appeared, with its variety
of imported fruits, its firkins of butter and tall

]>iles of cheeses, with sprigs of holly everywhere !

Yet more astonishing would have been the vision

of the fat beasts at Baker Street, to men whose

only idea of winter meat was the flesh of lean

cows or tough bidlocks, salted doM-n in autumn,
for want of keep for the winter ! They had then-

game, their boar's heads, and other things ; but
the prime beef of our century—fat and juicy in

midwinter—would have been something miracu-

lous in their eyes. So would any Christmas

market, in any p^o^'^ncial town, with its ever-

green adornments, its neat and clean stall-keepers,

displaying their heaps of jirovisions, where the

outpost of fish is merely introductory to a gi-eat

camp full of meat, poultry, game, fruit and flowers.

Yes, flowers,—in great variety ! Such a vision

would have made them fancy that men had grown
wise enough to strip the seasons of their draw-

backs, making winter as the summer.
How far is this from being the case ! I am not

going to question the substantial improvement in



CS2
ONCE A WEEK. [Dec. 15, 1S60.

tlio lot of the poor, since the (lays when the

wliolo labouring class were clothed in woollen,

which was worn next the skin, and never changed

till it would hold together no longer ;
and when

they wiTc lodgetl on the cold ground, with rotting

thatch over their heads ;
and when their table

was sometimes over-loaded and sometimes bare ;

but I cannot meet Christmas, any one year, with-

out iiorcciving and feeling that my cottage neigh-

tours are very far indeed from enjoying their

iiroper share in the improvement of human life in

England.
fn i)ul>lic speaking, and in literary repre-

sentation, we are apt to oflVr the bright sides of life

at such seasons ; but, after all that genial and

benevolent people do, in town and country, to

feast and comfort their nei.<;hbours of all degrees,

there are still too many families in damp and cold,

and even with foul tbatch dropping upon their

heads, with no lire on the hearth, and at most

a mouthful each of cold bacon to eat with their

diy bread on Christmas Day. Oratory may tell

of the cheery Christmas sun shining at once upon
the rooftree of the mansion and the thatch of

the cottage ; but, if it went inside, and told what
it saw there, it would exhibit a broader contrast

than between the ages of the Plantagenets and our

own.
Who can wonder, while even the fewest of such

shivering and hungry households remain, that

there are people in every game country on the

watch for windy nights, that they may have a

chance of a hot meal, and a plentiful one ? In

such a district there are certain weather-wise

people, who can give pretty accurate notice of a

blustering night. Then certain wives know that

their husbands' guns must be clean and ready, and
that hiding-}ilaces must be prepared, and fuel got
in, for what fate may send in the way of a treat

of food. Then the children are sent into the

woods, on the side least likely to be observed, to get
a faggot ; and, besides what they bring, they are

to make a pile which will be fetched away at dusk.
As the children maj' be tired after this work, they
are put to bed, and covered up soon after dark

;

and so, they see nothing of the men who come in

and go out, or are heard talking low behind the

cottage. When the scouts arrive, and report that
the keepers have finished their rounds, and are in

their lodges, the cottage is emptied presently; all

lights are hidden, as if everyliody was in bed ;

and perhaps the wife does snatch her sleep while
she can. Meantime, a company of men are tread-

ing the snow, in Indian file, along the field-paths
which skirt the wood. No one speaks ; and when
they come to a stile or ga]i, they halt and listen
in the lull of the winds. If nothing suspicious is

heard, they step over, and ])enetrate the cover.
Such windy nights generally show a sky of
broken and swift clouds. In the lighter spaces
which occur overhead, the pheasants are seen in
the trees, like dark balls, resting on the branches.
When a roar of wind begins at a distance, shots
are ventured, and down come the dark balls

upon the snow, or the cushion of dead leaves.
If there is good success at once, or if the watchers
are supposed to be about, the trip is soon over.
After a couple of hours the wives at home grow

uneasy. They piit out their heads at back win-

dows to listen for sounds of scuffle or running.

They make ready to admit the husband before he

knocks, and huddle him into bed instantly, and

his booty into hiding, in case of inquiry. Several

times, within the period of my residence here, one

hu.sband or another has come home wounded, and

of course in desperate ill-humour ; or, instead of

him, news has come of his having been caught, or

even of his having shot a gamekeeper. Much
oftener, however, the trespassers get home iinsus-

pected, and with large booty, though each contends

that he has not got his share. The middleman, or

the poulterer, or the comrade who deals for the

party, is ahvays abused for extortion and cheat-

ing ;
but stUl there is something in the house as

good to eat as anything in the Hall larder. The
wife thinks they have done enough for tonight,
and would fain leave the cooking till the next

night ;
but the husband has no notion of waiting,

so the poor woman plucks and broils a bird, after

covering the window carefully, from the notice of

any chance patrol. If any little %\-ide-open eyes
rise in the bed, there is sure to be a cry about

being so hungry ;
and that cry must be stojiped ;

and so the adventure may end in the whole family

supping together, and the tired wife, who dare not

leave any trace of revel, being scarcely in bed

before daylight. Then follow, if not now, next time,

or the time after, the wretched consequences. The

game is missed ; the village is questioned ; certain

cottages are searched from the top of the chimnies

to below the floor ;
and every year somebody goes

to jail. Of those that go in as adventurers (insist-

ing that game ought not to be property), some are

sure to come out rogues, destined to be criminals.

A large new wing, added to our county-jail,

some yeai's ago, is known as the Poachers' Wing,
not because it is tenanted by poachers, but because

the increase of oifeuders, for whom it was wanted,

corresponds in number with the annual average
of offenders against the game laws. AVhen it is

added that our union workhouse has often been

crowded by the influx of the wives, children

and parents of those oflfenders, it is pretty clear

that society pays dear, in aU ways, for the game-
preserving interest. For my part, I can tell how
our winters are spoiled by it.

I am not the lord of game,
—zealous as I am in

helping to put down poaching. But, though I

have no game to lose, I have had my losses at this

season. The children miss the gyjjsies, after the

leaves have fallen, and ask what becomes of them
in cold weather. All I know is that I vehemently
suspect them of being not very far off, by the

trord:)le we have to keep our tiirkies. Sometimes
one disappears, or two ; but it has twice hapj)ened
that the yard has been completely cleared of them.
It is such a vexatious incident (especially when the

birds are for presents), that I have devoted serious

care to render them secure. I believe they are

beyond the reach of fox and gypsy, and of all but
the boldest burglars.

Beyond such preparations as I have detailed,
we do nothing till the boys come home for the

holidays. When we take our daily walks, we see

everything with their eyes ; and we leave all we
can for their hands. Looking from the upland,
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we say how green the meadows look below, and
the young wheat in the lields, till the snow hides

it. When the green i)lover is piping on the moor,
or the thrush is trying a weak note in the ivy, or

the hedge-sparrows are twittering, or the robin is

singing aloud, we hope they will do so when the

boys can hear them. When the water-wagtails

jerk about the springhead on the heath, or the

village boys are bird-catching under the hedges,

Harry hopes that there will be some of the

feathered race left by the great 22nd. He does what
he can to preserve and attach some of the tribe

;
for

he never forgets to put some of his breakfast

upon the window-sill for the birds, even if the

weather is so open as that the moles are throwing
up their hills in the grass, and worms come up in

the flower beds, and a remnant of winged crea-

tures attempt to amuse themselves in the sim.

Harry wants his breakfast on line and mild days,
and therefore contends that his birds must be

fed also.

At length, the shortest day has arrived. The
old folks are at least as well pleased as the young
ones. Lengthening days may be thought of in a

fortnight more ; and by that time the festivals

will be over. If the truth were known (but it is

a truth which few have the courage to avow),

elderly people generally do not like anniversaries,
or any periodical celebrations, such as make the

joy of young folk. I need not go into the reasons

here. I will merely say, as a matter of fact, that,
to my wife and me, the highest pleasure of the

holidays is in Januarj^, when the Christmas racket

is over, and we settle into our regular winter life,

with Ned and Charley to brighten it.

Meantime, every day is full of pleasures, which
we enjoy through the l)right faces which are about
lis. There are not a few which please our own
taste also. We like going into the woods for holly,
and finding mistletoe for ourselves, instead of con-

descending to buy it. We like burning fir cones,
and choosing the greenest masses of moss for

cushioning the pots of bulbs at home. We are

never tired of the icicles which glitter everywhere ;

and on Christmas Day we help to coimt the kinds
of flowei'S in bloom within our own gates. Once,
I remember, we found, among us, thirty-three
kinds. I had rather find fewer, for I like a sea-

sonable Christmas ; and when one can make a

bouquet of thirty-three diverse blooms, one might
almost as well be passing Christmas day in Aus-

tralia, fanning one's self, and sipping cooling
drinks. On the whole, I believe we relish the

Waits. Their music is very bad, certainly ; but
there is something moving in the associations of a

lifetime, awakened in the darkness and silence of

night, and seizing upon \is in the imin-essionable
moment of waking from sleep. I own that, even

now, that music plays upon my heartstrings.
From that point, we must acknowledge that

our satisfaction is altogether in the pleasure of

other people. There is no occasion to tell them
(what they will discover in time) that anniver-

saries are never true in regard to the times of any
but very modern events. There is no occasion to

forestall for them the discovery that it is not

morally good to apjioint seasons for emotions.

They will learn in course of years that the wise

pass onward with the flow of time and events, less

and less desiring to revert to former conditions, or

to perpetuate states of mind destined to be out-

grown. So we accommodate ourselves to them.

My wife looks to the mincemeat and other good
things, and I help with the games which are to

be played at the Hall. We never leave home on
Christmas Daj% because there is a kitchen party
wliich needs to be entertained. We suppose they
like to come, as they always arrive so early and

stay so late
;
but we wonder at them, though we

do our best. They come to xis from church, that

is, at half-past twelve. They dine at one ; and
so do we, that there may be no trouble about our
dinner afterwards. When the kitchen becomes

quiet, and the things are all put away, the gii'ls

read some comic or fairy tale to the old folks,

while my boys take the youngsters out for a walk,
or a slide, or games in the barn, according to

weather. At dusk they have tea
;
and then the

ancients play at some antiqiie game of cards, while

all the rest of the partj^, parlour and kitchen, go
into a series of Christmas games, in which we all

exert ourselves to the utmost. Then we darken
the kitchen, and ask for the raisins and rum, and
have snap-dragons

—throwing in salt at the right

moment, to make pale faces
;
—a process which is

never got over without some scaring of somebody,
too young or too old for such an exhibition. That

over, we think we have done our part, and we
leave our guests to their sujiper. When the clock

has struck nine, we Ijegin to expect the regular
invitation to receive the thanks of the company;
but it is nearly ten before the drawing-room door

opens, and the cloaked and coated figures appear,

curtseying and bowing, and all saying at once

that they are sure they never remember a plea-
santer Christmas Day. We are very glad ; hope
they will come next year, if all is well with them
and us, and ask whether they are provided with

lanterns, to get safe home. Then conies the best

hour of the day—the family converse over the

tire, when the servants are gone to bed, and we
are together and alone, face to face, and heart to

1
heart.

I Nobody likes Boxing Day, 1 suppose, except
those who get money by it

;
and they have but

[

too often anticipated the gains of the day. I have

too much reason to know that the Squire's gifts,—of coals, blankets, money, clothing, and meat,

i

—do more harm than good. I see the bad efl'ects

of them, the whole year through, in regard to the

temper, as well as the higher morals of the place.

, I have no business with it, further than to say
what I think, when occasion arises ; but I am
always glad when the day is over which so pro-
fanes the season, and the tipplers are sleeping otf

the macbiess and folly in which they have exhi-

bited themselves. Then ensues the vexation of all

the landed proprietors round, and the wrath of

their foresters and gardeners, at linding the havoc

made among their evergreens for Christmas deco-

rations. Hollies, long cherished to make them

grow, are found si)lit and torn to pieces ;
laurels

and laurestiuus are left lopsided, or hanging iu

tatters. Pyracauthas are found torn down from

walls of lodges ; and the choice chrysanthemums—the pride of the garden in cottage and parson-
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ago
—are broken and trampled. The only com-

ment obtained in return for all the remonstrance

of the nnitod gentry, is that "boys will be boys,—
tv'siiocially at Christmas."

^Yhen Kcw Year's Eve draws on, these and all

other vexations are dismissed, as nnworthy to in-

terfere Avith that re])ose of mind in which each

genuine marked i)eriod of the individual human
life shoidd close. In one sense, it does not seem
real to begin a new year in the very midst of the

dead season in which the preceding closes ; and I,

for one, feel the spring to be, in regard to the face

of Nature, the opening of the year. But there are

reasons which justify the common consent in the

existing arrangement by which our year ends with
December ; and in the lapse of a complete year
there is a sound reality, widely different from the
conventional anniversaries which celebrate any-
thing else. New Year's Eve is then a night of

deep and genuine interest. There is no eflbrt in
the gentle emotion with which we listen to the

chimes, when we have unbarred the shutters and
opened the window. If the night is still, and the
stars are clear, it is with them for witnesses that
we exchange the family kiss all round, and wish
one another a Happy New Y'ear.

Anglo-Saxon Orgaa, after Strutt.

wonder how many,
out of the thousands
to whom the tones
of the organ are so

familiar, ever give
more than a passing
thought to it, or re-

flect on the science
and skill that have
been lavished on it,

from the time of the

reed-pipes of the an-
cients up till now,
when it has become
the most gigantic and
complex musical in-

strument of modern
times. Indeed, many
amateurs, fond as

they are of music,
and of church-music
in particidar, are

„ , ,, surprised when thevHand Organ.
frorn^U^e

.Nuremberg first begin to find

ninm,n+ ^f X.- .

"^^* "'"•'^^^^ ^ vastamotmt of machinery is packed into such a

small compass, and what a number of abstruse
and scientilic principles have to be attended to
before they can extract even one sweet sound.
The earliest organ was lU'obably nothing more
than a series of reeds blown by the mouth, a pro-
ceeding which was found so tiresome, that it was
not long before the bellows came into use, so as to
ensure a constant supply of wind

; but even then
it was only a rudiment of the present instrument,
since it was not till the eleventh century that a
keyboard was first added to the one in Magde-
burgh Cathedral. Here was an epoch in the

history of sacred music—the lowest step of that

platform of divine harmony which has since
risen in such noble strains, and which is still

ever ascending. What masters in the art
have played out their lives since then, lilhiig
the world with the glorious creations of their

genius !

It wiU not be uninteresting to the general
reader if we endeavour to sketch briefly the manner
in which the interior of the organ is arranged—
the popular notion of all that is necessary being,
some pipes, wind, and a person to play. After aU,
this may be a simple definition : but the curious
and compact way in which so much delicate work-
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manship is put together is surely wortliy of a little

attention. Of course there is every variety both

in size, volume and cost ; but vre will take a

sample of the ordinary church-organ and examine
it at our leisure. What is generally called a good
sized one woxild be more correctly spoken of as

three or four harmoniously put together into a case,

and not only involving distinct sets of pipes, l)ut

also distinct sets of keys n])on which to play.

Thus, in one case, v/e have frecpiently three, and
in very large organs, four sets of tinger-keys,
or manuals, termed the great, the swell, and
the chou' organs ;

while the corresponding set

to be played by the feet are called pedals. The

grand desideratum, the wind, was always supplied

by bellows, of course
; but even in this point,

immense improvements have been effected. Bel-

lows are of two kinds,—diagonal and horizontal
;

the former so called, because, when blown, one end
ascends while the other is stationary, giving it a

wedge-hke appearance, while the horizontal

bellows always preserves an miiformly level

surface.

Almost all the old organs were fitted with the

first kind, but the inconvenience was that the

supply of wind was so irregular as to necessitate

the use of several pairs (the organ at St. Sulpice,
in Paris, having actually fourteen), whereas one

pair of horizontal bellows is equivalent to at least

half-a-dozen of the diagonal species. The wind
which has been collected is then distributed by
wooden pipes, termed wind-trunks, into a shallow

box or wind-chest, where it accumulates ready for

more minute dispersion to the various portions of

the instrument. Now the mechanism becomes a

little more intricate. The roof of the wind-chest is

formed by what is called the sound-board, on
which are a certain number of grooves or channels

perforated with holes, so as to allow of the con-

ducting of the wind to the several pipes. Never-

theless, as matters stand at present, the moment
that the wind is inti'oduccd, all the pipes woidd

speak at once, to obviate which a moveable piece
of wood, or sounding-pallet is inserted in the

groove, the control over it being exercised by
means of a wire connected with the key-note : the

residt is, that when the note is i)ressed, the wire

acts on the pallet, allowing the air to escape into

that particular groove, and thus produces a

musical note, or, we may say, notes
; for, as there

are several pipe-holes to each groove, all those

pipes would sound simidtaneously. This, how-

ever, is prevented by a senes of sliders, })erforated
in such a manner as to correspond with the holes

of the sounding-board, and table below it, and by
this means all the pipes not wanted can be shut off

at will. The keys of the manuals are connected
mth the sounding-pallets by rather complicated
mechanism, into which it Avould be tedious to enter

now, although it does not alwaj^s foUow that they
must be close to each other, an instance of which,
Mr. Hopkins tells us, is to be found in Prince
Albert's organ at Windsor, where the keys are

placed twenty-two feet from the rest of the instru-

ment, while in that of the Church of St. Ales-

sandi-o, there is a long movement of 11 5 feet.

We must not forget to mention, ere we go any
further, that the sliders which admit or shut the

wind off from the jiipes, being all jilaced inside,
and out of the reach of the player, are controlled

externally by the use of the draw-stop ; and, as

everybody knows, the size of an organ is generally
estimated by the number of the stops. Those
that are ai)i)ortioned to each manual of the organ,
are usually acted upon only by the keys of that

manual, but by the invention of the coupler, the

stops of any two manuals can be brought into con-

nection
;

for instance, we see in descriptions of

organs, swell coupler too great, or choir too great,

&c., implying that l)y this means the swell or choir

manuals can be Ijrought under the same action as

the great.
It is oljvious that a tremendous power is thus

put into the hands of the performer, who is able

at will to pile up Pelion on Ossa, and thunder
finth his music to the loudest. As another instance

of economising in the labour of jilaying, we may
mention the composition pedals by which a certain

numljcr of stops are pulled out simultaneously
with the working of the pedal, without the neces-

sity of the organist taking his hands oft' from
the keys.
The most important department of the organ is

that of the pipes, a department of all others which
shows the particidar stamp of the budder, the

most eminent of whom can often be recognised by
their tone.

Pipes are divided into two classes—those made
of metal and those of wood ;

the metal being
either pure tin or a compound of tin and lead.

Mr. Walker is very fond of using a composition
called spotted metal, in which there is about one-

third of tin ; and very nice it looks, particularly
for front speaking-pipes, where no money can be

aftbrded for external decorations. Both metal and

wooden pipes vary considerably in shape and size,

depending entirely on the quality and quantity of

sound to be produced, and the ingenuity expended

upon them may be imagined when, as in the

Panopticon organ, sixty stops have to be inserted,

implying an aggregate of 4000 pipes. The swell

is simply a smaller organ contained in the large

one, and shut up in a box, the front of which

works like a Venetian -blind, allowing the sound to

increase or diminish as the shutters are moved ui)

or down ; but, in small instruments, with oidy one

row of keys, a substitute is used, of a large
shutter placed immediately behind the show or

speaking-pipes, and worked in the same way by a

pedal.
The first European organ of which we have any

account, appears to have been sent to Pepin, king
of the Franks, by the Byzantine empei-or, Con-

stantine, in 757. It must have been a queer con-

cern, for it was not until the end of the eleventh

century that the key-board was introduced, each

key being live inches wide, so as to allow them to

be beaten down by the list. Indeed, even so late

as 1529, we lind that a new organ was bought
for Holljeach church, in Lincolnshire, for the

magnificent simr of 3/. 6s\ S(^. ;
and a still more

si)lendid one put up in Trinity College, Oxford, a

few years later, for 10/. Now-a-days the compe-
tition amongst our English towns as to which

shall possess the finest organ, has run the prices

up to 3000/. or 4000/. It is curious to observe how
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many continental cathedrals have more than one

iiistnnnent ; anil, in fact, it is unusual to find a

church of any size without two or more. That

of St. Antonio, at Padua, has four large ones ;

svhile St. Mark, at Venice, has two large, and four

small portahle ones, which can lie easily moved
about ; and, if we recollect rightly, there are also

six in the cathedral at Seville.

Their usual position in English churches was on

the gallery at the west end, facing the communion-

tahle, and in cathedrals between the nave and

choir—a situation, by the way, which came into

fa.shiou after the Reformation, and so far objec-

tionable, that it interferes sadly with the general
view ; but in most new churches they are generally

placed upon or a little above the ground floor,

either in the chancel or at the side of the choir.

In the Lutheran church at Dresden, the chapels
at Versailles and the Tuileries, and at Little Stan-

more, near Edgeware, the organs are put at the

east end, just over the communion-table
;
while

in the church at Courtray, it is divided into two

portions, so as to allow a window to be visible in

the middle, while the keys and bellows are placed
underneath it.

There is a striking difference in the appearance
of the organ cases of the present day, as compared
with the earlier ones. All the decoration now is

expended on the outside pijies, which are painted
and illuminated in a manner wonderful to behold

;

while the old builders la^-ished their taste on the

carving of the wood. Indeed, this was often
carried to a ludicrous extent, particidarly in an

organ alluded to by Hopkins, who tells us, that
not content with innumerable car\'iugs of angels
and heavenly hosts, the inventive artist added

trumpets and kettledrums, which were played by
the same angels, while a conductor with a huge pair
of ^vings beat time. To such a pitch was this

extravagance carried, that there was even one stop,
which when pulled out, caused a fox's tail to fly out
into the face of the inquisitive meddler. Of more
chaste appearance than these are the organ in the
church of St. Nicholas, at Prague, in which all

the ornaments and framework are of white
marble, and that in the Escurial, at Madrid, said
to be of solid silver.

Tnstriiments are considerably cheaper than they
used to be ; for we are told that Father Smith,
the most celebrated of the old builders, had 2000/.
for the organ in St. Paul's, which had only 28
stoj.s; while for a tnmipet stop in Chichester
Cathedral, Byfield was paid 50/. We must re-

member, however, that many are only half- stops,
that is, furnished with pipes for half the notes,
whereas these old ones always ran through the com-
plete scale. For many years the Haarlem organ,
which cost 10,000/., was considered the largest and
most complete in the world ; but it has been fre-

quently surpassed, both in size and tone. It con-
tains 60 sounding stops, and 4088 pipes, one of
which is 15 inches in diameter and 40 feet lon<T •

Imt in the Birmingham Town Hall there is one of
12 feet in circumference, -which measures 224 cubic
feet in the interior. The organ in St. George's Hall,
Liverpool, has SOOO pipes and upwards of 100
stops ; and we imagine that the one at Leeds is
atm larger. An ingenious method of blowing this

last is in use, viz., by hydraulic power—a room

underneath being reserved for the water apparatus,
which costs comparatively little, and rarely gets

out of order. It is the invention of Mr. Joy, of

Leeds, and an immense boon to the performer, who
can j)lay for any lengdih of time on the full organ
without feeling himself dependent on manual

labour. The Panopticon organ, built by Hill, and

the most complete in London, is worked by steam

power, and possesses four manuals, to each of

which duplicates are attached, allowing two or

three persons to play at once. In the arrange-

ment of notes, however, the Temple organ is the

most peculiar, as it contains 14 sounds to the

octave, whereas most organs have only 12.

The blowing apparatus at Seville is worked by a

man walking backwards and forwards over an

incline plane balanced in the middle, along which

he has to pass ten times before the bellows are

filled.

It is useful to know, in cases where funds are

deficient or uncertain, that it is by no means

necessary to have the instrument complete at

once
; for, at a small extra expense, spare accom-

modation can be ]lro^'ided, and sjtare sliders for

stops, which can be filled in at any time.

In many very small churches, the Scudamore

organ, containing only one stop, is very handy,
and quite powerful enough to lead the congrega-

tion,—besides having the merit of being extremely

cheap, viz., only 25/. Anything is better than

the old barrel-organ, which we are happy to think

is rapidly becoming extinct ;
for no church-music

could expect to undergo improvement with such

a hopeless piece of machinery,—not to mention the

freaks which a barrel of ill-regidated wind v.ould

sometimes perform
—like the one that started off

by itself in the middle of the sermon, and had to be

taken out iguominiously into the churchyard and

left there to play itself hoarse. We hope that the

time will soon come when no parish, however

small, will be without its organ, or at least a

harmonium, feeling assured that church-music,

although not the principal thing in our service, is

yet of too much importance to be, as we fear it

often is, utterly neglected.
G. P. Bevax.

SAM BENTLEY'S CHRISTMAS.
A YORKSHIRE TALE. IN FOUR CHAFTEES.

CHAPTER I.

Miss Julia Moore was not a young lady, nor

could she fairly be called an old one. She was of

mature age,
—neither of green youth nor yellow

autumn, but in the summer of life. She was tall ;—"of commanding height
" some of her flatterers

said
;

for she, like everyone else, had, at times,

flatterers, but hers were all of her own sex. She

declared that no man had ever praised her, much
less been guilty of flattery towards her. She kept
a small shop in Oxford Street ;

one of those little

places boxed off from a large establishment, and so

diminutive, that to find room for the pretence of

a window the door has to be pushed round to the

side. The articles in which she dealt were many
in number but small in size. It was, in fact, what

you or T would call a " Button Shop," but which
she delighted to hear called, according to the
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Golden Legend whicli was inscribed in long, slim

chai'acters upon its front
;

— '• Moore's Establish-

ment for the Sale of Trimmings and Work." The
last word,

"
work," was tj'pical of her origin and

exjierience. It was a provincialism which had
stuck to her in language, a reality which had

always been present to her. When she was a

child in bonnie Yorkshire, running wild among
the crags and fells of Rombakl's moor, or wading
in the clear waters of the Wharfe, as it brawled

among the pebbly shallows beneath the woods of

Middleton, "
work," in her vocabulary, meant

muslin work and embroidery ; when adverse cir-

cumstances had brought her to London, with her

mother and young sister, "work" put on its

hardest and most earnest meaning. She laboured
hard as an a])prentice and assistant, and might
have remained all her life a dressmaker had it

not been that she \\as too blunt of speech and too

independent in manner. She wished to be her
own mistress, and so, by much pinching and

saving, she had just succeeded in getting together
a scanty, in trutli, a paltry stock. The jiaint and

gilding were yet fresh and painfully new to her,
because they showed that her shop was, as she

styled it, an iipstart, when she would rather that

it had had that respectability and honour which

age gives to establishments as well as to men.

She was sitting, busy at her work, one Octoljer

afternoon, wearily and despondingly looking for

customers, when her attention was attracted by a

very stout man, who was examining the front of

her shoj). He cast rapid glances up at the super-

scription, then across the window and round to the

door. He then walked to the M'indow, which he
seemed to cover from side to side, and peered
into the shop, and ran his eye over the shelves

and stock. He then muttered something with a

rapid movement of his lips, and darted off for a

few yards. By and by he returned and stood at

the door. Miss Moore put down her work and
stood up to attend to him if he came in. This

seemed to decide him, for he bounced iu as thoiigh

forcibly impelled from behind, and hurried out the

words,
" I say, lass, ha' ye any shirt-buttons ?

"

The ring
—the iiavour of the ex2)ression was

familiar to her ; was such as in her childhood she

had been accustomed to, and, coming upon her

unexpectedly, it carried her thoughts back to her

father's hcime and her tongue to its early utterances.

A Hushing smile of joy beamed on her face as she

replied,
"
Aye, sir, 1 have."

" Then will thou sew us one on here ?" rejoined
her customer, as he stretched out his arm, pulled
back his coat, and showed that a button was

wantinr; on his wristband.
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She quietly i^rocceded to iierfoiin tlic required

servieo, and uliilst doing so i)ercei\ed that he was

a uiaii uf aliout lil'ty,
rather imdersized, had a red,

healtliy face, hrawuy anus and hands that had

heeii aecustomed to fahour, though phunp, tieshy,

and soft ;
his eyes, half hidden by dimply folds of

fat, were bright and indicative both of good nature

and hasty tcinper. He was dressed in dark blue,

wore strong half boots, disdained gloves, and his

linen was of purest white.

During the short time which was occupied in

sewing cm the button, he was continually moving
about and talking to himself, yet aloud, like one

who had been much accustomed to solitary but

active work. "Four foot seven frontage," said

he,
" nine foot fro' back to front, includin' winder,

counter, goods, and lass. Swing a cat ! noa,

couldn't throttle a kitten wi' ease—buttons, bob-

bins, beads, and braid, all in t' winder—boxes,

dummies—cost price, not a couijle of ten pund
notes!" Then, turning quickly towards Miss

Moore, he said :

"I say, how long ha' ye been started in biisi-

ness?"
"
Opened yesterday."

Again he glanced round, and with a peculiar

jerk of his head seemed to indicate that he had

made a full, fair, and complete appraisement of

everything, gave a shoit, quick whistle^a note

half of interrogation and half of exclamation, and
blurted out another question :

" How many customers ?"

"You're the first."

It was fortunate that the operation was now
complete, for on receiving this reply, he dashed
his hand upon the counter withi a hearty knock
which threatened to crack the thin boards, and

exclaimed,
"
Well, that beats Lambert !

" and
then went off in a roar of unrestrained laughter
so loud that it attracted the attention of the

passers-by, some of whom stopped and clustered

together in fiont of the shop. Miss Moore was
rather alarmed both for the credit of her esta-

blishment and the safety of her person, her cus-

tomer seemed so reckless, and with a flushed face

and nervous tone suggested that this conduct was
uncalled for. Ke at once caught up her words,
and said :

"Thou'rt raight, lass,
—

quite so. It isn't the

thing, but I couldn't help it. Thou'rt so big an'

thy sho])'s so little, and thy takins less still,
—I

can't help it, I niun laugh."
Again he burst into a loud peal."

Sir, I beg yoii
—"

remonstrated Julia, shaking
•with excitement as she saw the crowd thickening
before the door,

_
"Aye, aye," replied her customer as he jerked

his head towards the door, and by a sharp glance
over his shoulder saw the crowd. " Thou doesn't
like it, but 'twill draw custom—mak' a noise—
folk will think thou keeps a tame wild beast.
There, that'll do," composing himself, and by a
sideward dash of his head shaking his merriment
from him. He looked round as he wiped his face,
and said with a chuckle, as though his risibility
was again waking up,

"
AVhy, it isn't as big as a

good-sized skip !"

Julia on the instant replied, /'Not quite so

I'vesmall as that, nor yet so well bobbined.

seen plenty of skips."
"Thee—where?"
" I was born in Wharfdale, and afterwards lived

near Shipley."

'Thy father ?"

"Was a delver. He was killed at Eaildon

Glen Upper Quarry."

"Aye, aye, just so," said her ciistomer, jerking

his head and looking up, sharply and pertly, like

a sparrow, v.hilst he thrust his hands into his

pockets, and chinked his money up and down.

"Aye, aye, what wor he called ''.

"

"Jacob Moore."

He turned round, as Julia uttered these words,

rubbed his forehead violently with his open hand,

as though he was determined to bring out some

deeply buried recollection, again gave a sparrow-
like jerk and glance at Julia, nodded rapidly

several times, and then fidgetted about like a

restless beast in a cage too small for him, and

blurted out, quite oblivious of his auditor,
"
By

George—auld Jacob ! debt and dirt—bad lot—lett

wife and two lasses." He then turned round to

Julia and said, abruptly and almost fiercely,

"Where's his wife?"
" My mother, sir?"

"Aye, thy mother. He hadn't two wives, had

he ?—one wor too mony."
" She is dead, sir

;

" and with tearful eyes she

glanced towards her black dress.
" Dead !" cried he in a tone of deep grief or

commiseration, and in the warmth of his interest,

or the strength of his excitement, he clutched her

arm in his strong hand imtil she almost fainted

witli the p.ain. "Dead!" repeated he, "what,
both dead?" and reading the confirmatory answer

in her countenance, at once let go his grasp, his

hand dropped heavily Ijy his side, and his voice

was low and roughened, as he added—"Poor lass !

both gone. Well, well, we mun all go." He stood

for some time engrossed in thought, during which
he performed innumerable head-jerkings, and kept

up an unbroken cataract of coins in his pockets.
At length he seemed to settle things to his satis-

faction, for darting round his sparrow-like glance,
he again asked, "How long sin' she died? and
where's t'other bairn—1 think thou said a lass

younger nor thee ?
"

Julia could not remember that she had said

anything of the kind, but replied,
" My mother

died about three mouths ago, and soon after that

my sister Susan—"
here her sobs woidd come, and

she had to pause before she could continue,
" my

sister would not stay to be beholden to me, and left

to seek work—and—I don't know where she is."

The tears clustered in her eyes, and at last ran over.
" Ean away,—aye, I see. Bad lot. Like father.

I'm very sorry for thee, but such things will

ha])pen, 'specially in Lon'on. What's to pay ?
"

Julia handed him a very minute packet, saying,
"One button sewn on, live here, make the half-

dozen, which is twopence."
"Let's see if it be raight," said he, deliberately

opening the paper, and counting the buttons,
which he then put uj). He thrust his hand to

the bottom of one capacious pocket, then another,

bringing out noudescrixtt pieces of papers, crumpled
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bank notes, old nails, bits of tobacco, fragments
of wool, and a number of sovereigns, but lie coidd

not lind either sdver or copi)er coin. He looked

up to the corner of the ceiling, he jerked round,

plunged again in the recesses of his numerous

jiockets, turned the contents from one hand to

the other, and endeavoured liy a still closer scrutiny
to detect the coin that was wanted. It was with-
out success, and he put down a sovereign." I cannot give you change. You may pay it

when next you ^lass, and these (giving him her
address cards), will remind you where to call, and
send your friends."

On this they parted.
Within an hour afterwards he returned in great

haste, boimced into the shop, and shouted out :
—

" I've lost a tifty pund note. It's tumbled out
here. Ha' ye seen it ?

"

Miss Moore had not seen it, had not stirred from
her seat, and had had no other customer in the

shop, therefore if it had been left there, it woidd

easily be found. They searched for it, but it

was not to be found. During the search the

stranger, without being aware of what he was

doing, continued to fire off sharp expressions,
which seemed to hiss, crackle, and threaten like

crackers, and all of them most imcomplimentary to

the establishment. He jumped from side to side,

peered over the couuter, squeezed himself behind

it, tossed the goods and boxes about without con-

sideration, and at last desisted, less fi-om convic-

tion than from weariness. "It mun," said he,
"ha' tumbled out here. I couldn't ha' bed my
pocket picked, 'cause t' rest are here. She may ha'

gotten it," (giving a piercing glance towards Julia,)
" but she looks honest, and she's Yorkshire, and
a neighbour like. Humph ! maybe she's like her
father. Bad lot. I shouldn't wonder. One has

run away. A precious bad lot. I mun'nt stop,
or I shall tell her she has stolen it, and it's no use
to her when stopped. All t' ould woman's faidt.

I wi.sh t'button had been in t'goit. Nance shall

pay for it ; she shan't hear t' last on it, sending
me out wi' such a shirt

;
she's doited

;
but when

milk's spdt it's no use greeting, but tak' t' bucket
and tin' another cow. But t' lass may be honest,
she looks right cast do-v\ai. Trade's bad. I'll ha'

my revenge on t' old woman, if this lass knows
t' old Bradford cut."

He then gave a side glance to Julia, cocking his

head over his shoidder, and bawled out,
" It

can't be fun'. It's a sad loss. It'll tak' some

s})inning for, but it won't quite ruin me,
" here he

chuckled, and gave a. loud clack with his tongue,
as if highly enjoying the joke of such a loss

operating towards his ruin, and then continued,
' ' Never heed it, I've gotten t' number, and I'll

stop it. Do ye think ye coidd mak' shirts like

this," pulling back his coat and showing the breast

of his coarse but well bleached shirt.
"
Yes, I could. All linen. Kuaresbro' cloth—

how many do you want. "

"Oh, mak' a dozen, lass
; and," continued he,

springing to the door, "let 'em be ready in a

month or two. Put stuff enow in 'em."
"
But, sir, I must have some measure !

"

He looked jerkingly up in the old sparrow way,
twitched his mouth very tightlj^ and rapidly, as if

trying to prevent some unwished-for disclosure,
bounced to the door, and seemed to be intent

on }neasuring the floor as he j^lumpcd out the
, words— " I knew thy father—a bad lot—spent all

t'wife's brass. No matter for that
; what lit him

' fits me
; charge low

;
but not less than thou can

afford, and t'In-ass is as safe as the bank." He
then bolted out of the shoj), and when safely in

[

the street shook his head and muttered, "What
:

an ould fool—I didn't mean to tell her that—now
she'll be wondering who I am—she'll look out for

th' advertisement, and be hanging about me. I

wont ha' her. She's her father's chick. Bad lot—no gumption about one of 'em. Couldn't keej)
brass when others addled it. Lost fffty jiund and
fim' a relation. The findings 's war nor t'loising."
Her eccentric customer left Julia in a state of

great perplexity. His reference to her father—
the toues of his voice—his knowledge that she had
a sister, and of the name of that sister, for, on

reflection, Julia was certain that he was the first

to refer to Susan—all showed that he had lived in

the neighbourhood of her birthplace, and might be
even more nearly related to her. She determined
that she woidd not think about these things, until

she was at home. She could not afford to indulge
in day-dreams ;

she must not let her thoughts
wander from the business before her, and the work
she had to do. She sat industriously plying her

needle, with longing lookings for the jjurchasers
who woidd not come, listening to the tide of

traffic which rolled so noisily and unceasingly

past her door
;
but no part of which, not so much

as the dashing of loose spray, reached the little

nook where she sat, thirsting for employment,
for gain, not covetously, nor avai-iciously, but

only for that needful gain which might enable

her to live, might obtain the sustenance which
Vt^oidd let her continue to labour. Day sank
until it was lost in the obscurity of the foggy

evening, which gradually cut off' from her the

hope of counting this day among her days of

profit, and she welcomed with a feeling of relief

the hour of closing, when Miss jSIanks called to

accompany her home.
Miss blanks and Miss iloore were friends of

long standing. They had formerly been fellow

assistants in the same work-rooms, and they were
now fellow-lodgers. Miss ?»Ianks being, as she

observed, not quite an orphan, but something
worse, as her father was living, but had by his

irregular life, and by the companions whom he

forced upon his daughter, and one of whom he
installed in his house, not only rendered home

disagreeable to her, but also justified her in leav-

ing it. This took jdace immediately after Susan

went away, when Jidia feeling the waut of some

friendly voice, and the jiresence of some familiar

face to enliv^en her solitary lodging, offered to

share it with jMiss Maidcs, who gladl}' accejited a

projiosal which secured her a home at less cost

than she could have expected. She was several

j'cars younger than Jidia, and was a good natured,

conHdiug girl, with a strong tendencj^ to
" hero-

Avorshij)." A phrenologist would have said that

there was a morbid development in her head of

the organ of veneration. She had little else in

character
;
her reasoning powers were small and
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vliollv uiuHlucatccl. She could attach herself
1

"He'll be sure to come again—and take you

strongly to any one in whom slic found more firm-

ness of character, and a more practical intellect.

It was as natiiral and as necessary to her to have

some one to cling to, as for the ivy or bindweed

to twine around a stronger plant, and the result

was as graceful. fc>he was pretty, and rather little

—pretty iu the style of those Avaxen effigies of

liumanity, which decorate the windows of artistes

in hair oV clothes—as fair, smooth, and rounded a

face, and just as little of expression. A pretty

plaything for a good-hearted sister friend ;
a pass-

ing toy for any evil-intentioned and designing

jiretendcd friend of the other sex. She was now
an assistant in a large mantle and jacket ware-

house, not far from Miss Moore's shop, where her

services of ten or twelve houi-s each day were con-

sidered to be pro]ierly remunerated by the weekly

payment of nine shillings, out of which sum her

worthy emi)loyers, INIessrs. Kidge, Bridge, and

Widge (who were very liberal contributors to

advertised charities), expected her to find food,

pay rent, dress well, and keep herself honest and

"unspotted from the world." When Miss Moore

opened her establishment, Miss Manks looked up
to her as to one who had attained to a station far

superior to her own, and was enthusiastic in her

praises of that establishment to her fellow assis-

tants
;
and unbounded, on all possible occasions,

in her progTiostications of the importance to which
it would eventually attain.

On the evening in question Miss Manks's first

inquiry, on joining Miss Moore, was, as usual, as to

the success of the business.
"
Any customers to-day, Julia ?

"

Miss Moore communicated to her very briefly
the fact that she had had only one customer, who
had not paid for what he purchased. This was
said with some asperity, which led Miss Manks to

infer that there was something even more un-

pleasant, which was yet uncommunicated to her
;

and being unwilling and rather afraid to make
further inquiries, she walked on for sometime in

silence, hoping that Miss Moore woidd become
more communicative. This, however, she did not

appear inclined to do, and few words passed
between them during their walk home.

During the evening Miss Moore was verythought-
ful and abstracted, and Miss Manks became, in

consequence, more curious and desirous of having
a full account of the day's occurrences.

" One would think," said she,
" to look at you,

Julia, that your customer made an impression
upon you, and left his bill unj)aid as an excuse to
call again. Was he a nice man ? I suppose I shall
be losing you soon. 1 knew you could not be
there long without some one finding you out—
you have all the airs of a superior woman."

Miss Moore smiled sadly as she replied: "He
did make an impression, Jane, but it was a pain-
ful one."

"Oh, I knew there woidd be quite a tale,
—do

let me hear it. ]Jid he propose at once ? I wish
it had been me."

"There's very little of a tale—he came from
my own part—he said he knew my father, and he
knew of Susan, but he went away before I coidd
ask him more."

away.
"
Nothing of the kind, you silly girl. It may

be all right for you to sigh for a husband, but

marrying is not in my way. If even

Might we lasses nohbut go
And sweetheart them we like,

I'd neither sweetheart nor be sweethearted.

There'll never be any tale about me. I have a

trader's soul, and wish to make money—money
for Susan, for she has a lady's heart if ever girl

had. She would be happy as a wife. I think I've

more of my mother and she of her father. Bentleys

were always fond of getting money, and the

Moores always knew how to spend it. There's

nothing but work for me, and I'm fond of it."

They talked long together, but Julia never

alluded to the loss of the note.

Next morning Miss Moore, in looking through
her boxes to find something which a customer

asked for, found in one of them the missing note.

She then remembered that this box was on the

counter when the owner of the note paid his first

visit, and that immediately after he left she had

closed it and put it away.
She hastily concealed the note. As soon as she

was alone she spread it out on the coirnter to

examine it. It was, as she had been told, a Bank
of England note for fifty pounds. This was to her

a large sum, and she was perplexed what to do

with it.

She was too poor and too much engrossed with

her work to be able or desirous to read the news-

papers, and therefore she was ignorant that the

morning papers contained advertisements of the

loss and oifered a reward to the finder of the note.

Her experience in life had not been such as to

make her acquainted with banking operations, and
she was not aware that, on a])plication at any of

them, either to pass the note or for information,

she would leai"n to whom it was to be returned ;

neither did it occur to her to give notice to the

police authorities. She was not by nature dis-

honest, nor had she any wish to do otherwise

than to restore it to the owner
;
but still the

possession of it was a temptation and a trouble.

It was a burden to her to have the care

of it. She was afraid of losing it, and she knew
not how to dispose of it with safety. She was not

free from more painful thoughts. She had denied

having it at the time when it was in her shop, and
concealed it, as might seem, with design. She might
be suspected of having acted improperly. Even if

she now retiu-ned it she might be supposed to have
done so only from a feeling of remorse or the fear

of detection. The stigma of an original intention

to retain it might attach to hei'. She was almost

tempted to destroy it lest it should criminate her,
but this feeling was instantly checked by the

reflection that this would be the wanton destroy-

ing of so much money, as well as a wrong to the

owner. She could not make up her mind to speak
to any one about it. Her morbid anxiety pre-
vented her seeking any advice. She would be
silent and wait—wait until the owner again called—
and then she would tell him everything, and throw
herself upon his mercy. If he never came, then—she
would not finish the thought

—she thrust it away ;

li—
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but again and again it woiild return, and all the

day through she was vaguely speculating how she

could or might act if he did uot come. She found
out all possible hiding-places for it, and tried and

rejected them one after the other ;
and when she

closed her shop at night she put it in her pocket
and took it home with her—she could not part
with it. She thought about it all the evening,

feeliug repeatedly in her pocket to ascertain that

it was still there. The confused dreams of her

broken sleep were about it, and the advantages
which such a sum would give her—what iirofit

might be made out of it before it had to be

returned—all gain to her without any loss or

injury to any one—suggestions which her waking
thoughts put away as dishonest

;
and yet she never

mentioned it to her friend.

{To be continved.)

SONNET FEOM PETEAECH.
" Se laraentar augclli o verdi fronde."

The birds' sad song, the young leaves' rustliug play,
lu the soft summer air, the hoarser sounds

Of lucid waters as they rush away
Between their verdant flower-enameled bounds,

Where, lost in Love's sweet phantasies, I lie ;

All these—the murmur of bird, leaf, and stream,
Are iilled with her. To my fond ear and ej'e

Her voice, her living form, still present seem
;

And to my passionate sorrow she replies
In pitying accents from the far-off shore—

" Why dost thou shed such tears from those sad eyes ?

Untimely wasting ! Weep for me no more.

I died to live
; and when life seemed to close,

The dawn of God's eternal day arose." W.

THE STEADY STUDENTS.

While residing in the old town of Luneburg,
I got acrpiainted with a (jei-nian doctor of philo-

sophy. To my knowledge he never did any-

thing but smoke, compare the different .systems
of metaphysics, and collect curious tales

; but
an honester or more truthful man I never
knew : and one evening, as we sat together
in his summer-house, he told me the following

story :

i

I got my education at the university, or more
: properly S2)eaking, the College of Brunswick. My
father sent me there because somebody had told

him the students' morals Avere better looked after,

and also because we had a second cousin who held
the office of notary to the Dxical Court. My father

was also notary juiblic to the town council of

Luneburg. He owned a considcraljle property in

the town, which may have heli)ed to make him
careful of my principles, for I was his only son and
heir.

Like most people of property at the time—it

was a few years after the general peace—my
father was idtra-loyal to the powers that were,
and had a bad opinion of student life, as a school

where not only loose practices, but revolutionary

opinions might be learned. I know not which was
considered the greater evil

;
but to Brunswick I

was sent, placed under the surveillance of my
courtly cousin, and appointed to lodge with Fran

Subert, a clergyman's widow, famous for early

hours, strict accounts, and all sorts of sober house-

keeping. Frau Subert's dwelling stood in a quarter
which had been built when Brunswick was one of

the free cities of Germany, and was now decidedly
unfashionable, owing to its distance from the coiu-t

end. Qiiiet respectable burghers lived there, and
carried on business in old-fashioned shops over-

hung by the lirst floors. The houses had that

antitpiated yet substantial look common to the

most ancient quarters- of our German towns.

Many of them had been occupied by the same
families for five or six generations, and that was
the case A\dth Frau Subert's. It had a verse from
Luther's biljle cut in stone above the front-door

;

by the way it was in the gable, an outside stair ;

narrow and pointed windows, and some remains of

fortification with which one of her ancestors had

strengthened it in the thirty years' war. There the

Frau dwelt with her son and daughter, and refjii-

lai'ly let three apartments,
—one on the first, one

on the second, and one ou the third floor. The
two upper-rooms were occupied before my arrival

;

the first floor one being the most genteel and

expensive, suited a young man who was heir to

})roperty in Lunebui^g, and had a relation at court ;

there accordingly my cousin established me, saw-

that I matriculated properly
—advised me to make

no acquaintances withoiit consulting him—gave
me a solemn invitation to dine at his house on the

lirst Sunday of every month, and left me, as he

said, to pursue the path of knowledge. I had a

great veneration for rank in those days, and some
idea of attaining it by holding on to my cousin's

skirts. His advice was therefore followed to the

letter. 1 atteiuled strictly to lectures and classes—eschewed all intinuxcy with my fellow-students,
and magnilied myself on the once a month
diuner, which came off in the fourth floor of one

of the large houses in the court end, Avherc the

ducal notary lived with the help of his old and
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carcfiil housekeeper, for he had steered clear of

the rocks and slioals of matrimony—received

his noble clients—awaited the grand duke's com-

mands, and reckoned his own weeklj' exjienses

every ^Saturday night. jNly entertainment on those

great occasions consisted of the pedigrees, con-

nections, and quarterings of the illustrious families

whose marriage contracts and settlements he had

drawn up, together witli such shreds of court-

gossip as my prudent cousin thought suitable for

my age and position, which I heard with profound
attention and treasured up for wi-iting to Caro-

line. You perceive I had left my heart in Lune-

burg with a town-counsellor's eldest daughter.

The honest man was blessed with seven girls, but

Caroline was the prettiest. We were not yet

betrothed, but the afiair had been in progress for

some six mouths, partly winked at and partly en-

couraged by my father, because the town-coun-

seUor had a respectable dowry for each of the

seven, and Caroline's godmother had left her a

stock of plate and linen besides. Of course we
had parted, with vows of eternal constancy, and

a surprising numl)er of letters passed between

us, but oue cannot live on letter-writing and
dinners once a month. As I was allowed to

make no acquaintances, and go seldom to public

amusements, my mind naturally tvirued to

taking notes of Frau Subert's house and its

inhabitants.

The Frau herself was a large grey-haired woman,
with a face which might have been carved out of

Baltic timber, it looked so solid and immoveable.
Her daughter was her counterpai't, some twenty
yeai-s younger ;

her son was a masculine edition

of them both, and served in a neighboui-ing shop,
while they conducted domestic affairs. The nearest

of my fellow-lodgers was a tall stooping man whom
1 never saw in any costume but a dressing gown
and slippers. He had been a physician in high
fashion when Brunswick formed part of the king-
dom of WestphaUa ; but having come out strong
for King Jerome and French domination, he lost

place and practice when the pro^^nce changed
hands

; lived quietly to escape police notice on a

veiy small income saved out of the wreck of his

good fortune, and being naturally an easy, intel-

ligent man, I found him a pleasant, chatty com-
panion. He was not in the list of proscribed
acquaintances. Ha\-ing taken the precaiition to

change his name, the doctor's antecedents were
matters unknown to my courtly cousin

;
he and 1

eqiially wanted somebody to converse with, and
from our lirst meeting on the stair we became
familiar friends. It was the doctor who first

interested me in the lodgers above. They were
two young students of my college. Collegium
Carolinum is the proper name of the institution
in which I matricidated. I had noticed them
in the class-room, for both were singularly hand-
some, though of such different types that one
could scarcely believe they were brothers, which
they had stated they were. The eldest was a tall,

powerful man—moulded like the Greek Hercules
—with jet black hair, a beard to match, and a
brave high spirit Hashing at times from his eyes.The other was a slender youth, tall in proportion,
but many an inch below his brother. His face

and figure were cast in a mould too fine to be

manly ;
he had a fair and delicate comidexion,

soft blue eyes, and hair the colour of the ripe

corn.

There must have been six or seven years

between their ages, yet the eldest did not look

more than twenty-three, which is reckoned young
in our northern Germany. They appeared in the

college-roll as Henry and Hubert Hessing, natives

of Hanover, but their accent was not of it or the

adjoining provinces. Early in the preceding year

they had come strangers to the city and matri-

culated. From that time their conduct had been

so orderly and blameless—their application so

steady and untiring
—as to gain the special notice

and praise of all the professors. They were

advanced students, and both had taken honours,

but in different departments. The eldest excelled

in logic and mathematics, — the youngest in

history and belles lettres ;
but my cousin might

have set them before me as examples of avoiding

acquaintances. Their fellow-students knew as

little of them now as when they first came to

college. They gave no offence, but declined all

advances ;
even the Professors' invitations—given

by way of reward and encouragement—were

modestly but decidedly refused. They were

evidentl}'^ satisfied with each other's comjiany, for

no one ever saw them separate. In club, ball-

room, or theatre, they were never seen, and
seemed to have no amusement but taking long
walks into the country and reading old books,
for which they ransacked all the libraries in

town .

There was something about the Hessings which

kept impertinence at a distance. Sensible people
concluded that such resolute reserve could spring

only from pride, and left them to their chosen

solitude. The doctor and I were solitary, too,

but not from choice
;
the hum of talk or reading

—
the low laughter which came from their room
as we sat by our evening fires, made xis wish to

know more of them. The doctor thought Frau
Subert did—he had seen her show them extra-

ordinary deference for lodgers in the third floor—and heard her speak in an earnest confidential

tone to the eldest, but could never catch a word.
One might as well hope to get intelligence out

1

of the Holstein cheese she brought up every

j
morning, as from Frau Subert. There was no

i getting the woman into a chat, beyond the

I

state of the weather and the arrangements for

breakfast and dinner, she had no coversation,
1 and her daughter was, if possible, less conimu-

;

nicative.

Nevertheless, we were to be acquainted. I had
show^l the Hessings' sundry smaU civilities on the

way to and from college, yet so as to let them
see I did not mean to intrude ; Avhen, retiirning
home one evening in the twilight, I heard some-

I body slip on the stair, and was just in time to stop
the youngest of the steady students in a descent
more rapid than safe. His brother was on the spot
in a moment,—both thanked me, and I pressed
them into my room to see if the boy was hurt.

I

To my great surprise and pleasure they accepted the
invitation. Hubert had got a slight scratch by

, coming in contact with one of the steps. It was a
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great opportunity for tlie doctor, he liad a supply
of court ]>laster

—in short, from that hour, we and
the Hessings became friendly

—spent our evenings
in each other's rooms—exchanged books and some-

times arguments. They were agreeable com-

panions, silent on no subject but their own

history, of which we never heard a syllable,

thoroughly good-natured and perfectly well-bred. I

There was a remarkable similarity of tastes and

opinions between them ; though more than liberal

on all points, they seemed to regard life only with

the scholar's eyes in which to gather knowledge
and live cpuetly is the sum of good. Their attacli-

ment appeared to us both strong and strange. It

did not proclaim itself in overt words and actions,

but the whole tenor of their lives i)roved that

they loved, and could not hve without each

other.

Knowing that the court notary had ways and
means of making out my doings, and also that

my new ac(]uaintances neither sang songs nor

made speeches about Fatherland, I thought proper
to mention them at the most convenient of the

monthly dinners. It was seldom that any giiest
but myself partook of those entertainments ; but,
on this occasion, there was a Eussian gentleman
who spoke German well, and took such an

agreeable interest in the account of my fellow-

lodgers, that he drew me out considerably, and
I think contributed to my cousin's approval of

the intimacy, his remarks having uncommon
weight, for he was private secretary to the

Princess Woriskow.
Her excellency was related to the Imperial

family of Russia, and in great friendship with

the reigning Madame Krudener. She was also

connected with most of the German courts, and
now on a tour of \isits among them, some said

doing a little diplomatic business on the hints

which Kotzebue and Co. had forwarded to the

Winter Palace. The exertions of those gentle-

men, seconded by our native princes, were then

bringing Germany, as near as possible, to the

state of a Russian province, and all Brunswick
felt sure that the Princess Woriskow was doing
her share of the work at the Ducal court.

The private secretary had been twenty years in

her service. His name was Karlowitz—a regular
Russian—with the Tartar face, small cunning eyes
and powerful frame, a great amount of external

poUsh, and an ability to become anything which
the time, the company, or the business required.
The experience I have since gathered convinces me
that he had picked up accpiaintance with the

notary to get some knowledge of his courtly trans-

actions, and my respected cousin was so flattered

by the attentions, and so proud of having a

princess's private secretary at his table, that

Karlowitz was always there when not in better

society, and to my own gloritication, I began to be

more frecpxeutly invited, too. It was hrst every
second, and then every Sunday. I knew my pro-
motion was owing to the Russian,—he had

evidently raised me many degrees in my
cousin's esteem, and he now took me into his

friendship, professed a great regard for me, and

generally walked with me part of the way home.
1 could not help noticing in these solitary walks,

that his conversation invariably turned on the

princess the moment we got into the street. He
told me what large estates she had in Courland—
what magnificent diamonds she possessed—what

royal and imperial connections she coidd reckon,
and what immense patronage was at her com-
mand.

"She saw you last night at the theatre," he

said, with a very knowing look, as we reached
our usual parting-place one Sunday evening.

"
Well, some young men are lucky if they can

only be wise. Ee at the opera to-morrow evening—wear this in your button-hole, on the left re-

memljer, and keep your own counsel."

Before I had recovered from my astonishment
far enough to speak, Karlowitz was gone, leaving
in my lingers a small bou(piet of artificial snow-

drops, so perfectly finished that any one would
have taken them for natural, though the flowers

had not yet come, for it was December, and
Brunswick was busy with its Christmas balls and

plays.
The Princess Woriskow concerning whose

doings and diamonds all Brmiswick was talking,
in whose honour fetes and dinners abounding in

etiquette had been given at the palace, and
the stiffest of court- operas was about to be per-
formed at the theatre, taking such an extra-

ordinary interest in me. It was enough to turn

the head of a more experienced student. I went
to bed that night without writing to CaroHne. All

through my dreams and through the next day's

classes, "be at the opera to-morrow evening"
sounded in my ears, and the artificial snowdrops
danced before my eyes. Well, I went to the opera
in my best attire and airs, not forgetting the said

snowdrops. There was a blaze of fashion, if not

of beauty—courts seldom turn out much of that

article—but I looked only at the ducal-box. There

sat the princess superbly clothed in velvet, lace,

and diamonds ; placed between their serene high-
nesses the grand duke and duchess, but remark-

ably like her secretary, with the variation of

blacker hair—by-the-by, they said it was a vag—•

and paint both red and white laid on with no

sparing hand. Yet my heart beat quickly when
—their serene highnesses being occui)ied with the

piece
—her glass was directed right upon me, and

the princess smiled most graciously. At safe in-

tei'V'als, throughoixt the performance, I never coidd

recollect what opera it was, the glance and smile

were bestowed. Karlowitz gave me a look of

mingled congratulation and warning as the cort&ge
withdrew. The castle in Courland and the town-

house in Petersburg, which he had so fidly

described, appeared to be places within the pro-

bable bounds of my travels, and I went home with

the feelings of the shepherd who had slept ou

the hill-side and awoke in fairy-laud.

Caroline wrote rather pettishly in the course of

that week to know why she had not a letter, but

my rejily was a note of hurried grandeur. Christ-

mas Eve was kept as a sort of Carnival \>y the

young and gay portion of the Brunswickers—it

fell on the Saturday after my opera night, and

when leaving college on the preceding evening a

link-l;oy handed me a billet whioh I read at the

nearest street lamp, and it ran thus :
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Some men lu-e lucky if tliey can be wise. Be at the

Winter (invden :it seven to-morrow evening, in a black

mask and iloniino, look out for a Russian officer of

ilussjirs, and believe in your good fortune.

1 ilid believe, as what man at twenty would not.

Our winter garden was a greenhouse on a large

scale, with the plants arranged so as to form

jiarterres and alleys ; there was a salon attached,

wliere balls and concerts were held, and a number

of retired pavilions where friends had talk and

refreshments. 1 was there in mask and domino

half an hour before the time. There were many
in similar g\iises straying about the flowers and

arbours, but at lengtli I saw the Russian officer

lieckoning to me from the entrance of one of the

most shaded bowers. I still believe, though I

cannot prove it to myself, that the hussar was

none other than the princess. The disguise was

perfect ;
there was no mask worn, but a red beard

which would have done honour to the taste of any
Cossack ; the black A\ig had been exchanged for a

crop of the same colour cut in the most approved
style of the north.

"Come in," he said: the voice was scarcely

deep enough for a hussar, but had that hard
metallic ring which I have never heard from good
or honest people.

' ' Come in ; T want to hear

your opinion of my uniform. How does it fit ?—
should you like to wear it ? But I suppose you
could not leave Fatherland, or trust yourself in

Russia ; yet who knows what promotion a clever

young man might come to there."

"1 don't imderstaud you," said I, taking the

seat to which he directed me by his side.

"Of course you don't ; but I understand you.
You are a steady student who mind your studies,

keep out of clubs and mischief, and have such a
nice circle of your own in Frau Subert's rooms,
with that sensible old doctor and those clever

young men in the third floor. Well, there are

people in palaces who envy those snug social

evenings of yours," and the Russian sighed like

the wind through an old house. " If one of them
stole in some night, would you let him warm him-
self at your iire ?"

" A stranger should always get the best seat,"
said T.

.Sensibly spoken ; but would the stranger get it ?
"

And my new friend proceeded in the same half-

bantering, half-serious strain, showing a surprising
knowledge of my life and society at Frau Subert's,
and drawing out further information by well-
directed questions. I observed, not at the time, but
afterwards, that he made many sidelong inquiries
regarding the young men in the third floor

; and
when, in answer to some of them, I mentioned
that we had arranged to spend New Year's Eve

ght.

together in my room, he promptly responded."
I'll jmt your hospitality to the test that ni

Your landlady is, doubtless, too jirndent to admit
strangers without question, but you will wear this,"
and he drew from his waistcoat a magnificent
diamond pin. "And when a stranger comes inquir-
ing how it suits you, have him shown in at once."

I protested against accei)ting such a costly pre-
sent, but he rose, saying :

"Nonsense, you'll wear it for my sake; biit
don't follow me."

His command was obeyed, the pin went home
with me, yet somehow I felt uncomfortable in the

prospect of his visit. If it really were her Excel-

lency, she had taken a strange fancy for seeing
me at home, w'hich, flattering as it was, I coidd

have dispensed with. My friends were to be kept
in the dark, of that I had been warned more than

was necessary, for the .secret involved a princess,
and who that has lived under the small German
courts does not know the danger of discovering
such tales ; but they would be present, and must

get some explanation. So I wore the diamond-

pin, and manufactured a story about winning it

by a wager with a masker in the winter garden on
Christmas Eve.

Before they were done admiring my jewel, the

last night of the year arrived. 1. believe my
arrangements for the su2)per rather astonished

Frau Subert
;
bvit she set all down to the luxury

and extravagance which v.^e Hanoverians are s\ip-

posed to have learned by our connection with

England. We were all assembled, the Doctor,
the two Hessings, and myself—a small but cheer-

ful company. I had kept back every appearance
of expectation, and the supper was progressing,
when about the time that the select dinner-party

given that evening at the palace might have

terminated, there was a ring at the door-bell, and
the Fi-au's daughter came np Avith the fact, that

a gentleman had called to know how the }iin

suited me.
"Show him in," said I. "Now you'll see a

regular Russian."

Before my companions had time to ask a ques-
tion on the subject, the officer of hussars was in

the room, looking exactly as I saw him in the

winter garden, and with a general 1)0W to the

company, and acknowledgment of my flurried

welcome, he took his seat among us, made a few

polite observations on the contrast between the

frosty night without and our warm cheerful room,
which seemed to set everybodjr at his ease except
Hubert Hessing, and I could not help noticing the
look of terrible recollection which passed over the

boj^'s face as he spoke. The Russian noticed

nothing, looked at nobody, but addressing himself

to me, said he happened to be in my part of the

town, and could not resist the temptation of call,

ing to see me and my friends, talked of our meet-

ing in the garden in such a vague and easy manner,
that my company could make nothing of it, but
declined to join us at slipper, saying he had agreed
to meet a party in the theatre

; gave me a grim
smile at the door, to which I accompanied him,
and walked away with a servant wonderfully like

Karlowitz. My company were informed that was
the gentleman from whom I won the diamond-pin,
and that I believed he was an oflicer in the Duke's

Guard, who chose to masquerade in the Russian
uniform. This satisfied them all, and the rest of

the evening passed merrily. Hubert recovered
from that sudden attack of memory, and seemed
more light of heart than I had ever seen the grave
and gentle boy before. We sat to see the New
Year in, drank his welcome, and parted in

spirits and friendship.

Early next morning I had a note from my cousin

inviting not only myself but the doctor to dinner,

high
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which the prudent notary Gxplainerl by informing
me that the jjrincess's secretary hatl taken a great
interest in my friend, and was to meet him that

day at his house. The doctor had not many invi-

tations. He accejited at once, and we went
; but

no secretary a})peared till the dinner was almost

spoiled, and then the notary received a message to

the effect that her Excellency was indisposed, and
he was obliged to remain in attendance. When
we returned home in the evening, Frau Subert
met us with a face of despair ;

the commissary of

police had sent a company of his familiars to her
house an hour after our departure, who arrested
the two Hessings with all their goods and papers,
and carried them oif to the police office. The
honest woman said she knew not why or where-
fore

; but all our endeavours to comfort or quiet
her were fruitless : she went about the house

wringing her hands and crying, so unlike her
usual composed ways, that wc felt sure she had
some part or lot in that matter. Still it was not

possible that the Hessings could have been guilty

_/|ilvS'lli|i|!|ill|ll|WWi!i^!|lirf'ii^^ "~1
il ,1! '\:f

•/ififJisillpii'ilif

of any crime. I hurried to the oliice of the com-

missary to do a friends part, as the doctor did not

care for venturing into that localitj'. The only
answer I could obtain was, that I must return on

the following day, for business was not to be

talked of on Sunday, and on apj)lying next morn-

ing, I was told tliat the Hessings were Russian

subjects, and had been arrested on a serious accu-

sation ;
that they were now in the hands of the

Ilussian authorities, and my most prudent course

was to keep clear of the business. Nevertheless,
in my folly and friendship I thought of the px-in-

cess. Might not her Excellency be induced to

use her powerfid inlliience in behalf of tlie friends

she had seen with mc at suppei-, and talked of in

the winter garden. I forthwith despatched a

most moving petition, together with a letter to

Karlowitz, to secure his good offices, but both

were returned to me unopened the same evening,
and the Brunswick jiapers announced that her

Excellency and suite had left the palace en route

for St. Petersburg.
It was now clear even to mj'self that I had been

flattered and duped for some piu'pose involving
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the poor Hcssings. The doctor never got the

wliole story out of me, though he often returned

to the charge concerning the pin and the hussar.

I believe it was those inexplicaldc circumstances

which made him withdraw from my society, and

Frau Suhert gave me to understand that she would

prefer another lodger. The whole business was

disagreeable. I changed my quarters, and in the

following seiisou my college too, having got my
father's "leave to study at Gottingen—but that

was not all. As my visions of the palace in

I'etcrsburg and the castle in Conrland melted

away, Caroline resumed her empire over my heart,

but in answer to my returning homage, she sent

me a brief note to request back her letters, and

assure me that we were not suited to each other.

She married the town clerk of Luneburg in the

course of the following summer, and my heart did

not break, but I'm a bachelor as you see, and have

been a great enemy to princesses and all belonging
to them ever since.

Years passed. jNIy father died and left me his

property. I had travelled in Em'ope, and Asia,

met with some adventures, made many acquaint-

ances, but never got news or explanation regard-

ing my lost friends. At last I settled in the capi-

tal of Hanover for some time, and at a coffee

house there, chanced to meet a French physician
in considerable repute among the rich and idle

inhabitants of that particularly dull town. He
had been with his country's army in the Russian

campaign, escaped the frost by falling into the

hands of the enemy, made himself pi'ofessionallj'-

useful, and was detained in Eussia for years.
What reason he had for keejiing out of the terri-

tories of the restored Bourbon I never learned
;
but

he spoke German better than most of his country-
men ever can. He was solitary, and so was I;

our acquaintance ripened rapidly, and in the course
of it, I discovered that part of his Russian expe-
rience had been acquired in the service of the
Princess Woriskow, to whom he had been handed
over by one of her noble relations, who happened
to be a general officer, as her Excellency's physi-
cian. My friend had resided in the castle of my
eai-ly dreams, knew KarloMatz well

; and one

evening whcii we were particularly confidential
over some capital Moselle, I took courage to tell

him my story in hopes of some light on the

Hessings' share of it. The doctor listened with a
series of sdent gesticulations, as if to give his

feelings vent.
" Oh ! you German goose," said he, when I had

finished ;

" Monsieur wdl excuse the familiarity of
a friend. Did you not see that the Princess and

her_ secretary were making an instrument of you
to identify and secure those unfortunate young
people ? Listen

; when I lived at her Excellency's
castle, in Conrland, she had in her guardianship a
boy and girl, whose parentage was kept a profound
secret. Some said they were the last descendants
of the Jagellons ; some, that they were the grand-
children of the second Duke de Biren, which ac-
count was favoured by the fact that they bore his

family name. All parties agreed in the statement
that they were heirs to a duchy, though it coidd
not be settled whether the rightful inheritance
was Coiu-land or Lithuania

; and that the Russian

Government had sound reasons for keeping fast

hold of them. The Princess had got them into

her keeping ; why, I cannot tell ; except that her

family had got a large share of the ducal lands in

both provinces, and she stood in high favour with

the keejjer of the imperial conscience, Madame
Krudener. Wherever the Princess went, the boy
and girl went with her. It was said, she never

lost sight of them for twenty-four hoTirs together.
As became their descent, both were beautifid ;

but the boy was evidently imbecile, while the

girl had fine intellects, and a remarkable bent to

learning. Her Excellencj^ doubtless for some

politic reason, did not think proper to notice this

difference in her wards. She was in the habit of

boasting that they received a superior education

under her management, and for that purpose there

was kejit among her retinue a young German,
named Heiuich Von Eslar. T know not how he
came into the service, but being a well-bred,
handsome young man, with a good deal of scholar-

ship, and some accomplishments, he acted as

teacher to both boy and girl ; for the Princess

never would employ a governess, it being a maxim
with her, that such women were always prying.
Von Eslar was civil to me, though I could

not speak German then ; what I know of the

language was picked up in Conrland, where it

is the aristocratic tongue. All I ever learned

of his antecedents was, that he belonged to

a reduced famOy, and had been brought np
by an uncle, who was a Lutheran clergyman,
somewhere in the north of Germany. At all

events, the young gentleman seemed on the high
road to fortune, if he had been wise enough to

keep it. It was whispered that her Excellency
had a more than commendable partiality for the

instructor of her wards, but unluckily his fancy
went another way. One morning, neither he nor
Mademoiselle de Biren could be found ; and

though the Princess spared neither time nor

money upon it, her search failed to discover the

place of their retreat. One thing, however, was
ascertained, though not for her consolation. In
the register of the poorest church of Liebau, the

marriage of the pair was didy recorded as having
been celebrated three daj^s after their fiight ; but,

fortunately for himself, the clergyman who per-
formed the ceremony was quietly sleeping in the

chm-chyard, and the clerk had run away to Swe-

den, before that entry was discovered. Yet she
made them oiit, my friend, through your little ad-

venture in Brunswick. The stars were not pro-
pitioiis when they directed you to lodge with the

young man's relation, as I hold Frau Subert was ;

to mention your fellow lodgers before Karlowitz
;

and to receive that keen eyed \'isitor in the hus-
sar's uniform, determined to identify her prey.
What will not a woman do for jealousy and

revenge ? Their mode of concealment was uuiq^ie
and clever, biit neither you nor I will ever learn
their fate, and that pin is paste," said the

doctor, twirling round the evidence of my folly
in his fingers; to which I can add only that
his verdict was confirmed by a jev/eller next day,
and his prediction has been fidfiUed to the letter,
for T have never since obtained trace or intelli-

gence of The Steady Students.



LAST WEEK.

The Emperor of the French has just shown
himself inliiiitely superior in statesmanship and

intelligence to the courtiers whom he has hitherto

used rather as the instruments of his policy than
as his councillors and colleagues. For some nine

years past France has been dumb. For nine years
that great country which has contributed so much
to the intellectual life of Europe has been struck

with the curse of sterility in this respect. What
has become of all the great speakers, and writers,
and la^\'yers, and dramatists, and actors, and

painters, who exercised so great an influence upon
the thoughts, and who so much guided the taste

of the hiiman race ? Without stopping to inqixire
whetherin all instances this authority was exercised

for good—the great intellectual stir and hiibbub were
a fact. But for nine years, with some inconsider-

able exceptions, such as the work of M. E. About

upon the E,oman Question, there has not been a

historical or political puljlication from the Paris

press which has been spoken of in the caj[)itals of

other lands. If we make exception of an impure
work or two, which had better remain unnamed,
there has not for nine years been a work of fiction

produced by French writers which deserves the

name. What has become of Thiers, Guizot,

Barante, Thierry, and of those who should have
succeeded them when the hand of death had fallen

upon any of the illustrious band ? Balzac is gone ;

Dumas the elder has turned buffoon ; Charles de

Bernard, the most graceful of French novelists,
will write no moi'e pendants to the Femme de

Quarante Ans; but where are those legions of busy
pens which used day by day to contiibute so

largel_y to the amusement of France and of Europe ?

Lamartine writes no more "Reveries;" Victor

Hugo seems to have hung iip for ever one of the

two only lyres which ever vibrated to French song.
Even upon the stage Rachel, Bouffe, Dejazet, have
left no successors. The great race of French

painters has died out ; and, with the exception,

perhaps, of Rosa Bonheur, who is there to follow

in the footsteps of Paul Delaroche, of Ary Scheffer,
of Gudin in his prime ? Music, too, that soft art

which tyrants love, seems to have died an unna-
tural death in Paris. The pulpit and the bar have
been reduced to equal silence, if we make honour-
able exception of two or three effoi-ts made by
members of the Parisian bar, at the risk of their

own fortunes—perhaps of their personal liberty.

They went down to plead, as ourown great constitu-

tional lawyers did in London in the arbitrary days
of the First Charles or the Second James—true to

the tradition of their order, and to their own dig-

nity
—whatever might be the cost. Of political

eloquence the less said the bettei-. The condition

of Louis Napoleon's power has been that he must

consign all French orators to the lock-up, or drive

them out of a country which they might animate
to moral resistance, if not to armed rebellion.

Now the small men whom the French Emperor
has been compelled to use as the tools of his policy
hitherto have not, as their Master has, the intel-

ligence to comprehend that you cannot kill,

though yon may stamp under foot for a while,
the intellectual energy of such a country as

France. The cuckoo cry of all tyrants great or

small,—Francis-Joseph, now of Austria, or Squire
Western, late of Somersetshire, has always been
material well-being for the working classes—but

against intellectual struggles
—war to the knife !

What does a man want more than a belly-full of

victuals, and a kind master ? It was not so long
since in our island there were not wanting buz-

zards—Honourable Buzzards, too, didy girt with
swords as Knights of Shires—who wei'e not
ashamed to say that Education was a country's
curse. We— for our ])arts

—have done with
human folly in that kind, but it is just in the

same spirit that the Mornys and Walewskis of

France have counselled the Emperor to maintain
the Imperial ban against Genius and Intellect.

Louis Napoleon knows better. Shakspeare's
Moor pauses by the lamp in Desdemona's death-

room.

Put out the light
—and then—put out the light !

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, &c.

It is one thing to extinguish a lamp, and another
to kill for ever that vital spark by %'irtuc of which
the eye sees—the ear heai's—the brain under-
stands—the heart thrills with sorrow or joy.
Louis Napoleon, too, has paused for a time before

Ids lamp—how dim it now is !
—which represents

the genius of the French nation—but he has
arrived at a happier conclusion than the Moor.
The parallel, to be sure, will not hold throughout,
for in the war—had war d Voutrance been declared

between Caesar and his legions, on the one side,

and that little flame on the other, the flame

would have conquered in the long run. Louis

Napoleon has had the sense to perceive this.

Count Morny ofi'ers the extinguisher with a grin.
Amidst the signs of the times which may be

looked to with reasonable confldence, here is one.

Whenever Louis Napoleon is about to do anything,
or to enter upon any course of policy which is

really for the good of France, he sends for Count

Persigny. Whenever he intends an act, or a
course of policy which makes the judicious grieve,
the first thmg is to get Count Persigny out of the

way. This Count Persigny is a Frenchman to the

heart's core, which is his praise. He is a Bona,

partist by political conviction, and who shaU blame
him for sticking fast to his i^arty ? More than

this, he is a personal adherent of the present
French Emperor, tried and found faithfid through
years of penury and adversity. Thus he has

earned the right to sjieak out, and he does speak
out. If Louis Napoleon never heard a word of

truth from the lips of any other man, he would
hear it from Coiint Persigny. The late French
Ambassador to the Court of St. James's, and
actual Minister for the Home Department at Paris,

has shown that neither by threats nor by favour,
neither by appeals to his fideUty, nor by appre-
hensions for his own future, can he be induced to

give the sanction of his name to a course of policy
which he deems injurious to the Emperor, and the

Imperial cause. Louis Napoleon knows this, and
he knows the value of the man. Neither Count

Persigny nor any one else can be said to possess
absolute influence over Louis Napoleon in last

resort, if his mind were once made up ;
but in the
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making of it u\\ Tersigny's advice, no clonbt,

counts for much. It may be taken as a gi'eat

guarantee of the Emperor's sincerity, that at so

critical a time he has entrnstcd the direction of his

domestic policy to Count Persigny. There isharmony
between the measures announced, and the man who

lias been apjiointcd to carry them into effect.

This resolution of Louis Napoleon's
—indepen-

dently of its influence upon the future fortunes of

the French nation—has a direct and positive bear-

ing upon the results of the time. To us, subjects

of"the British Queen, it is all important, because

it is a pledge of peace. We shrink from an armed

contest with France, not because we are under

the inlhicnce of any unworthy apprehensions, nor

that we have any reason to dread the issue of the

contest more than our forefathers had, but because

we know what the ine\dtable result of such a war

must be. The records of Europe are there to

show that during eight centuries England and

France have attacked each other under many
forms, and with alliances of various kinds ; and

after years of struggle, and miserj'', and bloodshed,

each nation has remained just where it was as

regards the other—but not so far advanced in

wealth and ci\'ilisation as it would have been had
the swords remained in the scabbards. What has

been, will be—all Ai-mstrong guns, rifled cannon,

steam-rams, Minie and Enfield rifles, Cherbourgs
and Portsmouths to the contrary notwithstanding.
This nation or that might acquire a slight prepon-
derance at the outset of a contest—it is probable

enough that such momentary preponderance would
not be in favour of England—but after a few years
or months of fighting, and when each nation had

brought its full strength into play, there ^vould be
little indeed—save slaughter

—to show on either

side in the way of gain. Therefore it is that all

Englishmen of the jiresent generation, who have
outlived the first hot fervour of their youth, are

anxious to avoid the renewal of struggles which
have cost so much, and led to so little. Nor if

we had it in our power to ensure the destruction
of France, ought we to wish it.

The human race would not be the gainers if the
continent of Europe were handed over to the

stupid des]iotism of Austrian officers, nor to the

guardianship of the Prussian police, as that
notable institution is worked out by the Hinckel-

deys and iStiebers of Berhn. We may go fm-ther,
and say with perfect confidence that no English-
man of comoQon intelligence does desire to see the
nation engaged in war with France. The danger
is all from the other side—and the danger mainly
consists in this, that, from that second day of
December on which Louis Napoleon seized the
reinn of empire with so firm a grasp even until

now, the armed force and military energy of France
have been at the disposal of a single man, and
that man the most sober of speech, the most
impenetrable in design, of whom we have had
knowledge in these modern days. All the mis-
chief might have fermented in the laboratory of a

single brain. The first intellii.'ence we should
have received of the attack would have been that
the expedition was about to set out, if we had
been fortunate ; that it had arrived at its desti-

nation, if we had at all relaxed in our vigilance

and suspicious. What had we in which we coidd

triist but the bare word of the man who invited

the Deputies to an entertainment at the Elysee on

the very night which he had assigned for their

arrest ?— who had loudly declared that he was

{

not prepared for war at the very moment when he
I was about to cover Lombardy with his legions,

and to make trial upon the Austrians of his new
and formidable ai'tiUery ? We might indeed sup-

'

pose that a ruler who has given proof of such

strong sense as Louis NaiJoleon has done would not,

save as a last desperate thi-ow for empire, rush into

a contest with England—but the calcidations even

of prudent men are sometimes mistaken.

In a word, all was mystery and darkness, and
so it must have remained, had not the French
nation been once more admitted to the privilege of

self-government. Either the resolutions announced
are a sham—in which case nothing is done—or the

privilege of parliament at Paris will develope itself

into its natural consequences. Freedom of debate

means publication of debates. The publication of

debates means the liberty of the press, and the

liberty of the press means that a nation dwells in

a glass-house, very much to their own advantage
and to the advantage of their neighbours. If Louis

Napoleon is honestly backed by the support of the

great French statesmen, who have declined all

share in the administration of public affairs since

the coup d'etat, the parliamentary system may
again be established in France. They have the

experience of the Past before them. They have
seen to what deplorable consei|uences the abuse of

parliamentary privilege, and of the liberty of the

press, led during the years 1830-48,—are they

willing again to try the event ? ^^^lilst Louis

Napoleon lives and reigns, France can scarcely be

a constitutional country—that is to say, a cou utry
where the sovereign is a state-cjqjher, and the

minister a creature of a parliamentary majority.
But if Berryer, Thiers, Guizot, in their old age,
and other considerable French statesmen who
have been too long under eclipse, woiild lend the

Emperor their assistance to build up once more a

parliamentary system more in accordance with the

genius of the French people than the one which

degenerated so speedily into mei'e licentiousness of

speech and writing, happy would the day be for

France, and for Europe ! It must not, however,
be supposed that Louis Napoleon would tolerate

any form of parliamentary government which
woidd give to individuals, or to parties, the power
of conspiring against his throne or dynasty, or of

animating the country to any serious resistance

to his authorit}'. Should it ever come to this,

there is a 2nd of December in the calendar of

every year !

It has been suggested that a minor and secondary
object which the French Emperor has in view is

to obtain the sanction of a free Chamber, which
should in some degree represent the country, to

the measures which he may deem necessary for his

own extrication from the Italian—mainly, from
the Roman difficulty. There may be truth in

this. An inference may fairly be drawn from the

juxta-position of events when such a man as

Louis Napoleon is concerned. The position in

which he is placed at Rome seems to us untenable
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at the present moment, and the present moment is

the one he has chosen for the summoning of a

Chamber which may possess some claim to inde-

pendent thought. He can scarcely, in the long
run, persist in undoing at Eome, and in its

immediate neighbourhood, the work which he did

so well, and at the cost of so much French blood
and treasiire, in the north of Italy. He who has
done so mixch to free the Italians from the
Austrian yoke, must find himself but awkwardly
placed if he remains one of the two great ob.stacles

to the com]ilete independence of the Peninsida.

Arguing from the toi-tuous policy which he pur-
sued with reference to Nice and Savoy, it has
been supposed that he would never be brought to

give his consent to the entire liberation from

foreign influence, and to the consolidation of Italy
as a strong and united kingdom, unless he were
to obtain for France considerable territorial

aggrandizement down about Genoa—in the island

of Sardinia, or elsewhere ; and no doubt both his

past and present policy lay him open to such a

suspicion. At the same time, it is difficult to

suppose that a man who has shown himself

possessed of so much foresight and prudence,
should not discern that the inevitable result of

such an acquisition of territory
—so played for,

and so won—would be that the cabinets of Europe
would be drawn into a coalition against him, and
that his isolation in Europe would be the price
which he must pay for his gain of territory.
Such a consideration might well give pause, even
to a ruler of so firm a mind.
As the aspect of affairs stands at present, Louis

Napoleon may still rest upon the friendship and
alliance of England ; and as long as France and

England remained united, no French sovereign has
ever yet been driven from his throne. Louis
XVI. quarrelled with lis about our American colo-

nies
;
—his end—poor soul !

—was tragical enough.
Napoleon Bonaparte maintained a duel to the
death with us for years—the end of his life was

occupied in dictating the history of this contest at

Longwood. Louis Philippe, after many years of

ostentatious friendship, preferred the policy of

Louis XIV. to that which had been the inspiration
of his own common sense. He indulged himself
in dreams of power in the S]ianish Peninsula ;

and, as has been since pretty well ascertained, he
was actually preparing for hostilities against this

country when he was overtaken by the days of

Februaiy. He invaded this country in person,

landing one morning at Newhaven upon the Sussex
coast. He died amongst us, and his children re-

main under the protection of our laws, and of

our Government. We cannot conquer France
;

but it seems to be historically proved, that de-

spite of all their expressions of national antipathy,
the French people themselves will, in the long
run, drive from power any one of their sovereigns
who involves them in hostilities with the British

Islands. The lessons of history are scarcely thrown
away upon Louis Napoleon.
A true and cordial alliance with this country is

to him a far better guarantee for the security of

his dynasty, than an acquisition of territory
which, if inconsiderable, would be of no great use
to him, if considerable, would stir up against him

the jealousies and animosities of Europe, with

England at their head.

The assent of a Chamber would be all important
for the success of any measures which the French

Emperor might deem it necessary to take for the
evacuation of the Patrimony of St. Peter, and
still more so, if he should have it in contem])la-
tion to bring about the secession of the Galilean

Church from strict allegiance to the Roman See.

The time chosen for so considerable a change in

his policy as the restoration of free speech to the

Chamber, coupled with the existing anomalies
of his position at Rome, and with the annoy-
ances he is now receiving from his own clergy,

may lead one to the conclusion that he is about
to invoke the assistance of the nation to help
him out of the difficulty. But this is guess-
work. We must see further into matters before

we venture to accept the suggestion as more than
a jirobable one. This summoning of tlie French
Chamber—this tardy appeal to the French people,
is certainly the most important event of L^vsT

Week.
In all other respects the situation of affairs

upon the continent of Eurojie remains unchanged.
Cialdini has begun the bombardment of Gaeta, the

young ex-King still lingers in the citadel, and the

Pope remains at Rome. Hungary, indeed, by the

latest accounts, is far more incensed than ever at

the last attempt made by the Imjjerial Court to

depi-ive her of the last rag of her liberties under
the name of concession. The Hungarians refuse

to pay the taxes, and the Austrians threaten

to i)lace the rebellious provinces at once in

a state of siege, so that what between Hungary
and Venetia, Francis Joseph seems to have
business enough on hand for the ensuing winter

and spring. But our domestic chronicles during
the Last Week have not been so devoid of

interest as for some time past. We have had a

cause celebre in the trial of the cause Dent r.

Denison, which was tried before Sir (Jresswell

Cresswell and a special jury down at Westminster
last week. We have had a ludicrous attempt
over in Ireland to galvanise the old Rejieal Agita-
tion into something like fresh \'itality. Finally,
in a letter from Lord Ebury to the Editor of the
" Times," we have seen the discussion with refer-

ence to the best means of alleviating the miseries

of our sxiffering Poor in London during the

ensuing winter brought to a head. Of these three

subjects the last is the only one of real import-
ance—the other two only deserve to take their

place amongst the follies of the day. A certain

section of the Irish people, and more particularly
a certain section of the Irish members, cannot be

brought to understand why the patronage of the

Treasury and of the Government is not more par-

ticularly exercised in their behalf, as in the good
old days when Ireland was a source of serious

uneasiness to British statesmen, ami when Daniel

'Connell used to work up the Irish peasantry as

fine raw material for his own political piirposes.

They have accordingly, under the chivalrous

guidance of The O'Donoghne, sounded the first

notes of a fresh Repeal Agitation. O'Connell, with

all his gigantic aptitudes for the business he had
taken in hand, miserably failed in carrying it
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through. The glories of Smith O'Brien were

eclipscil for over in the cabbage-garden of BaHn-

garrj' ; his colleague, O'Mcagher of the Sword,

ha\'ing jircviously retired from the scene at Lime-

rick under the influence of a nervous attack. The

days have Hod for ever when the Irish Brass Band

in "the House of Commons could command their

price for silence as regularly as a troop of German
musicians are accustomed to levy black-mail on a

peaeofid neighbourhood as the consideration for

"moving on." Perhaps the death of John Sad-

leir, a man who had a real head for political com-

binations, was the event which extinguished the

last hope of the imjnident political adventurers

who tratlicked in their country's name for their

o-\\-n personal advantage. John Sadleir might have

organised an Irish Party which would have en-

abled him to deal with the Government face to

face—but that hope perished one misty morning
on Hampstead Heath, when the lifeless body
of that keen-witted schemer was found by a

passing labourer near where the donkeys usually
stand.

There is little danger now to the country from
the imion of a Rump of Irish members in the

Lower House, ready to sell their votes to the

highest bidder. A political chief who had bar-

gained for the support of such a band, would incur

so much indignation from the country that his

own lease of power would be broiight to a speedy
conclusion. The British Empire can no longer be

governed by a combination between the represen-
tatives of a dozen, or even of a score, obscure
Irish constituencies. Of Irish agitation there is

an end, because it no longer represents a truth.
If Irishmen, in the absence of any true grievances,
should still remain of opinion that they do not

enjoy that share in the government of the country
to which they are entitled, they woiild do well to
hold a conference with the First Jvlinister of the
British Cro%\'n—a countryman of their own—upon
the point. Perhaps the abolition of the useless and
vulgar pageantry in Dublin woidd be the best
answer to this new cry. Lord Palmerston and
his colleagues may justly congratulate themselves
that they have held the balance with so even a
hand in the administration of Irish affairs, that

they have equally incurred the displeasure of the
extreme Papist, and of the extreme Orange faction.
A good word from either would have exposed
them to the suspicion of the empire.

Tlie story of Mr. Edmund Beckett Denison, and
of his pertinacious fight for a legacy of 45,O0OL,
was certainly a curious episode in the intelligence
of I AST Week. Here we find a gentleman of

acknowledged abOity and position, to say the least
of it, so dead to all delicacy and ]iropriety of feel-

ing, that he absolutely prepared, with his own hand
the draught of a will for the late Mr. Frederick
Dent—the well-known watchmaker—added his
own name as executor with full powers, leaving a
blank for the insertion of the name of the residuary
legatee. The name of Edmund Beckett Denison
was subsequently inserted as such residuary
legatee, and under the bequest—had it taken
effect—he would have become entitled to the sum
of 4.5,000?. The disposal of so large a sum in
Mr. Denison's favour would have "been to the

injury of Mr. Dent's own mother, and of others—
his close relations. On the 1st of April Mr. Dent
revoked the will, by causing it to be torn in his

presence ;
and on the 25th of the same month he

died. It was admitted that, on the lOtli of

March, Mr. Dent was of competent understanding
to make a will. The question for the jiiry was,

whether, on the 1st of April, he was equally of

competent understanding to give directions for its

destruction ? The jury, after a very few minutes'

consultation, found a verdict in favour of the

plaintiff, Mrs. Dent, the mother of the deceased,
and thus the family have not been despoiled of

the property for the benefit of a stranger.
The third subject named is one which at the

pi-esent season of the year is very projaerly attract-

ing a large share of attention. As many of us as

are blessed with the comforts of a cheerful fire-

side, of warm clothing, and of abundant food,

must not forget that in this huge town of Loudon
there are thousands and thousands of miseralde

creatures who are not so iitterly and absolutely
destitute that they will consent to apply for admis-

sion to the public workhouses, and who yet are

suffering all but the extremities of human misery.
Political Economy bids us leave such unfortunate

persons to their fate—Humanity refuses to comply
with the stern direction. Some persons are

opposed to the granting of any relief save such as

is doled out from the public funds ; others, of

softer feelings, are for giving almost indiscriminate

relief. If we were absolutely compelled to make
our election between the economists and the

philanthropists, the more merciful course to the

poor would probably be to cast in our lot even

with the sternest devotees of the Poor Law.
Shoidd any such project as the one which has

been talked about for the last few weeks ever

take effect, it would do more to demoralise the

poor of London, and to foster hot-beds of crime,
than any which human ingenuity

—misdirected—
could devise. Let the vagabondism and idleness

of the country once clearly understand that, here

in London, food and shelter and warmth are to

be found without labour, and the metropolis will

soon be inundated with applicants for relief upon
such easy terms. By all means let each of us

give, and give freely, from our own abundance to

the necessities of the poor whom we know to be

deserving of such sympathy and assistance.

As soon as any one departs from this plain and
obvious course of gi\"ing charitable aid onhi in cases

which he knows to be deserving of relief, the

chances are that he is doing not good, but harm, to

the individual, and inflicting incalculable harm

upon the community. It is not of coiirse neces-

sary that all of us, engaged as we are in occupa-
tions which exhaust all our energies, and absorb

our whole attention, should convert ourselves into

district visitors. That is clearly impossible ;
but

at least, before giving alms, we can satisfy ourselves

that each case brought before us has been investi-

gated by persons on whose intelligence and firm-

ness we can place reliance. For this purpose small

associations, if associations there must be, are

better than large ones. Where the area of inquiry
is limited, the conclusions arrived at are more

satisfactory.
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THE SILVER COED.

BT SIIIULEY BROOKS.

CHATTER XIV.

" Some breakfast, at your earliest convenience,
Mrs. Hawkesley," said her husband, who, in an

exceedingly comfortable easy chair, was making
himself master of the forty-eight columns of close

reading, acquaintance with which has become the

rule of daily life for every man who supposes him-

self to be civilised, and fit for intercourse with

the world. Who says that this is ni>t a reading

age ? Somebody who utters his thoughts without

due consideration. A gentleman who fairly reads

his newspaper every day, gets through, almost as

matter of amusement, more study of condensed
matter in a week than any helluo lihrorum, whose
omnivorous digestion of books continues on recoi'd

in servile biographies, ever could have performed
in ten times that period. Let us stand up for our-

selves, and not be overriden by the fabulists.

"Well, what is your hurry ?" said his smiling
and stUl handsome wife, nee Beatrice Vernon, who
had just come down, looking exceedingly fresh

and cheerful, as the British matron sliould look in

the mornings. That simple, ample dress, plain in

its neatness, was expressly invented to complete
the idea of home. It is a dress, mind, and not a

wraj), or anything that means slipiiing down to

breakfast anyhow, and attending to one's toUette

afterwards, as the manner of some is.

* ' I'm never in a hurrj-, Betty, but look at the

clock."

"The clock's wrong, and we were late last

night, and we are half an hour earlier than yes-

terday, when you made no complaint, and I won't

be called Betty," said Mrs. Hawkesley, ])leading
several matters, as the lawyers say, and giving
her lord the tiniest blow on the ear as she

passed him to her place at the table.
" Jlake the coffee good, and I will condone that

assault," said Charles Hawkesley, "but not other-

wise. There are some awfid warnings to bad

wives in to-day's accounts from the divorce

court."
" There are no bad wives," replied Mrs. Hawkes-

ley ;

" and if there are they are made so by their

husbands. Is there anything interesting?"
"An earthquake in Java has destroyed several

towns, and about ten thousand people."
"Nonsense about earthquakes—what do I care

about earthquakes.
"

"If some peoide continue to increase in size as

they are doing," said j\lr. Hawkesley, with an

affectation of muml)ling to himself, "the subject

may not be so uninteresting to some other persons,

one of these days."
"It's a great story, and don't you be imperti-

nent, sir. Mrs. Urbit says I am a great deal
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Will you
slighter tban I was six months ago.

have anvtliini; hcsido the eggs, dear?"
•' Yes. a good many things ;

but I think I see

nearly all that I shall want. I have at last taught

you how a breakfast-table ought to look."

" You taught me, indeed," said his wife, with a

toss of her head in pretended scorn. "Much you

knew of the comforts of a proper table when you

were a liachelor in chambers."
" Bachelors in chambers are not exactly starved

and miserable wretches," said Charles Hawkesley,

knowingly.
" Then they ought to be, selfish creatures. Is

your coffee sweet enough, dear ?
"

"
I don't know, madam—ask at a proper time,

and not whcu one is skinning a Negg."
Do you want any more of this, or is the above

enough to show that Charles and Beatrice Hawkes-

ley were a pleasant, affectionate couple, exceed-

ingly fond of one another, and by uo means

displeased with a world that smiled on them

both ?

"There is nothing in the paper, I suppose,"

said Mrs. Hawkesley.
" Well—you scorn my humble earthquake

—
let's see. Would you like to hear what Lord

Palmerston says about the state of the continent ?
"

' ' Does he say that you are to take me to Baden-

Baden this year ? If he does, read it out by all

means, and write an article saying that he is the

best man that ever lived.
"

"
Ko, he does not say that, so far as I see. In

fact his words seem to imply that you ought not

to go, for he speaks of probable disturbances, and

even revolutions."
" The very things I want to see. I should like

to see a revolution of all things in the world, so

you write about lodgings for us, do you hear,

sir?"
" To hear is to obey," said Hawkesley ;

"that
is to say, we'll take it ad cmsandum."

" We'll take it in July," said handsome Mi-s.

Hawkesley.
"Very smart, dear. You must have been

surre]>titiously looking into my new comedy, and

caught a taste of repartee. No, there is not sugar

enough."
"Yea, I have been looking at it, and I like

it very much, and we will spend some of the

money you are to get for it on the trip to

Baden."
" And suppose it is dee, dash, dee ?"

"It will not be—it is capital, I tell you—
and if it shorild be—it Vkdll show that you Avant

change of air, to put more oxymel into your
system."

"Oxymel," laughed the author. "I never
heard that mentioned as good for comedies."

"Well, oxygen," said Mrs. Hawkesley. "It's
aU the same. When is the play to come
out?"

" In a fortnight, or else it must stand over till

next season, which I should jirefer."" But I should not. I hate keeping things
back

;
and in your case I am sure that does not

answer, for you think over them, and find fault,
and fidget, and try to make them better, and who
thanks you for your trouble ?"

"An admiring posterity, my dear, directed by
the intelligent critics of the twentieth century,

will thank me. Think of that, and reverence the

pale student wasting his health and the midnight
oil."

"Pale stiident, indeed," said Beatrice, looking

lovingly at her lord. " I should like to catch you

looking pale, or wasting my oil either. You work

a great deal too hard as it is."

" And so, round comes the argument to Baden-

Baden again ?
" said Hawkesley.

" You know 1 don't mean that," said his wife,

hastily touching his hand affectionately.
" My dear love !

"

They understood one another perfectly well.

"Graissessac and Beziers" read Hawkesley,

recurring to his Times, "is not that one of

Urquhart's lines ?
"

"
Yes," said his wife, eagerly,

" No accident, I

hope."
" A fall of an embankment—no particular

harm done—but the line is stopped until the

engineer can set all right again."
' ' Then I suppose that Robert will have to be

there."
" He is there by this time, depend upon it, and

driving the clod-compellers before him like fright-

ened sheep."
" But what a bore for Bertha, that he has to be

always running away to attend to something of that

kind. Why doesn't he build churches and theatres,

or something that would keep him in Paris with

her, poor thing ?
"

" One reason, my dear, which may be as good
as a dozen, is that he is a civil engineer and not

an architect."
"

I thought it was all the same," said Mrs.

Hawkesley, who, be it at once stated, was a

woman to be loved and honoured, for she never

pretended to understand everything, and received

every correction of her originally imperfect educa-

tion with the frankest good-humour, and by virtue

of that abstinence and that practice, became really

far better informed than nineteen out of twenty
of the regularly educated women of her acquaint-
ance.

"But," said Hawkesley, "it occurs to me that

you are compassionating Bertha upon a subject
on which she may not particularly want your

sympathies. Oue does not care to talk much on
such matters ; but I have told you that 1 think

she manages to endure Eobert's absences exceed-

ingly well, and like a strong-minded woman, and
not as a weak creature like yourself would bear

mine, if I were called away to get up plays in

Belgium or the South of France."

"Indeed, yes," said Beatrice. "I frankly tell

you that I could not endure it. I want you to

be with me, and hear all I have to say, and —
well, after all. one's husband is meant to be one's

companion, isn't he ?
"

" I believe there may have been some such in-

tention, when the marriage relations were de-

vised," said Charles Hawkesley, demurely, "but
we have improved all that."

" I should like to catch you improving it," said

Beatrice, jjouring her husband his second cup of

coffee, which by the way was as hot and as strong
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as the first.
" But what you say about Bertha is

quite true, though I do not Uke to admit it even
to myself. Charles, it is a dreadful thing to say of

one's own sister—"

" Don't say it, dear. 1 will say it for you. Ber-

tha does not care for Robert Unjuhart any more
than I care for— for that girl who just brought
the plate."

' ' Do not go so far as that, dear. Honour, and

respect, and regard him she must—how can she

help it ? But as for loving him, Charles, I don't

believe that she does."
" I do not think that she has—shall I say sense

enough, to know how worthy he is of her honour
and regard."

"Charles, you never understood Bertha. She
is a very clever girl

—much cleverer than I am, for

instance."
" My dear child,

" he replied, warmly, "if you
will raise a comparison, you force me to say what
it seems absurd in a middle-aged husband to be

saying to his wife at her breakfast-table, namely,
that she is not worthy to hold your shawl. But

leaving you out of the question, I do not believe

in her cleverness, and I utterly disbelieve in her

heart."
•
" You have said that before, Charles, and I have

always assured you that you do not understand
her. Perhaps it is because you over-retine, and

get too subtle about her character, and perhaps
you have heard so much about her from me, and
have got prejudiced. You would judge her

more fairly if she were more a stranger."
" We do not see a great deal of her."
"
No, but I have told you so much, such heaps

of little things, and you have put them together
in your own way, and made up a person out

of them, just as baby sticks the puzzle to-

gether after his own fashion, and calls it
'
all

wite.'
"

"Well, if I am no nearer aU right than baby,
so much the better for Bertha and Robert," said

Hawkesley ;

" but I am not shaken in my convic-

tion at present. But we agree upon the most im-

portant i>oint."

"I am sorry to say that we do, Charles."
*' I think he loves her."

"As intensely as ever, Charles, that I am cer-

tain of. He is one of those men whose feelings
are not easily detected, but I have no more doubt
of that proud, cold, stern man's loving Bertha
than I have of— "

" Of this proud, cold, stern man's loving
Beatrice."

"No," said Mrs. Hawkesley, earnestly, and
with something of a tear rising to her eyes, "I
won't say that, Charles, because that is like

taking an oath. That you love me I know, and
if I were made to walk through fire, nothing
coidd burn out that belief—that is part of me.

But as far as I can be certain of anything else, I

am certain of his aflection for my sister."
" And where, dearest, is the intellect you speak

of, when the woman is not jiroud of having
inspired affection in such a man as Robert

Urquhart ?
"

"
Well, I think she is, at times," returned his

wife, slowly.

"
I don't think much of temporary .':anity."

"And then he is not the man to invite a

woman's affection."
' ' 1 thought that a sort of general invitation

was included in a certain Service which you
know of. But, to speak gravely, ought she not, as

I say, to be so proud of such a husband, that if

there be a certain crust or armour that seems to

come between her and his heart, she should devote
her whole life and love to the breaking through
it, and becoming the wife of his trust as well as

of his admiration and love ?
"

"We were brought up very carelessly, dear

Charles, and perha[)s we derived some odd notions

from the books we read, and the people we were

obliged to know."
" I forbid you to place yourself with Bertha,

even when you are using a sister's best efforts to

excuse her."
"

Well, I do not, dear Charles ;
it would be

affectation if I did. I have had a great advantage
in having married—not very unhappily," she said,

turning an arch and loving look towards him,
" and when a woman has learned the lesson of

real happiness, she can easily learn any other

lesson of good. But Bertha's marriage, though,
as you say, it is a grand one, cannot be called

happy. It is of no use—at least, it is of no
use for you and me to try and deceive ourselves

about it."
" it ought to be happy, with such a man, so truly

devoted to her, and every comfort of life about

her."
' ' In saying that, dear, you talk like a man, and

you think as men insist upon thinking about us,

measuring us out our privileges by line and
rule—"

" And giving capital measure. Come ?
"

"
Ca^jital. But we are not to be measured and

fitted, poor creatures, in that way ; and you must
not insist on our opening debtor and creditor

accounts with you, and being good because we

ought to be good. You will often find the books

very badly kept ; not that sve mean to cheat j'ou,

on the contrary ;
we delight to throw everything

we have in the world into your hands, in exchange
for a kind look, but we cannot be made to pay
love merely because we owe it."

"A most singular and objectionable way of

conducting one's aft'airs, Beatrice, dear. I could

put it a little more severely
—"

" But you shall not. You know what I mean.

And perhaps it is that very feeling on Bertha's

part that all the world is looking at her, and

expecting her to be a model wife in return

for the great things that have been done for

her, that checks her from being as good as she

might be."

"And you consider it an excuse for not doing
one's duty, that one is expected to do it ?

"

"Women don't like to be expected to do any-

thing. But do not suppose—of course you will

not—that I am making the least excuse for Bertha.

That is only my nonsense, or at least something
that may go a little way to explain things, not to

apologise for them. I only mean, dear, that if it

had been l^>ertha's good fortune to have a husband

of a gentler nature—"
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"If T, for instance, had not previously been

made prize of?"
..

jsi,—you -would have had no patience with her

cajtricos.
How dare yon smile like that ? I have

none, sir. No, l)ut 1 think that a husband like

Arthur wouKl have made her a better wife."

" Arthur has chosen much better."

"Yes, I know you think Laura perfection.

What a pity it was that she was too young for

you.''
" She was not. But do you think it a pity ?

"

"You know what I think. And I love you
better for loving her, for she is a darling in word

and in deed."
" What on earth does that mean ?" said Charles

Hawkesley, laughing. "I never heard snch an

unearthly arrangement of ideas. A darling in

word and in deed."

"Be quiet," said Beatrice, smiling, "It is one

of my pet phrases, and I won't have it found fault

with. 1 know when you did not find faidt with

it."

"What—was T ever one ?"

"No. But somebody was foolish enough to

tell you so. And it is like your ingratitude to

have forgotten it."

"I never forget anything. And T. agree with

you, that though it woidd have been rather throw-

ing away Arthur Lygon to hand him over to a

girl who wanted so much done to her head and her

heart, he would perhaps have been more success-

fid than Urquhart. But possibly, Bettina, we

may be begging the question after all, and in

secret Eobert Urquhart and his wife may be
devoted lovers, preserving their appearance of

distance vrhen before the world."

"There, now, that is another of your book-

writing notions—don't be angry, darling, you
write beautiful books, and you don't want me at

this time of day to tell you I think so—but people
do not do those things. I defy a couple of people
to love one another, and not let the world see it.

Why one look, or one tone, when they are off

their guard, tells the whole story. I only wish I

could recall to my memory any single thing of that
kind in the house at Versailles."

" Y'ou easily might, for vx were there for a

fortnight."
" Don't be a goose."
"
Very well. By the way, are Arthur and his

wife coming here on Saturday ?"
" Why should they come to an empty house ?"
" Do you call that any kind of answer which a

decent man is bound to take at his own table ?

What do you mean, woman?"
"

I mean Burnham Beeches."
"Eh? 0!"
"Now, you mean Burnham Beeches."" No I do not. 1 mean to ask you whether you

seriously purpose to take advantage of a promise
wrung from a man who was hungering and thirst-

ing for a cigar, and whose case, as it is generally
believed, you had hidden away in order to extort
an excursion?"

" Of course I do. We wiU go on Saturday, and
we will stay on Sunday at Mr. Skindell's, go to

^|^"rch,^dine quietly, and in the evening go onx._ ^^^ come—I will make the affair
the water.

perfect for you—T will go round presently and
see whether Laura will come with us and bring
Arthur.

"

"And bring Arthur! And we spent twenty
millions in liberating the blacks. However, let

us rattle our chains—do as you like."
" I knew Laura's name woidd be a charm."
"So it is, and—well remembered—here is

another charm, which I will bestow upon you."
Beatrice joined her hands, and caught the

trinket.
" How very pretty. An hour-glass, with a pair

of wings. Oh, thanks. Did you buy it for me ?"
" Of course not. I fouud it between the leaves

of a book at the British Museum."

"Story. It's quite new. I thought perhaps
that one of your actresses might have given it to

you, in gratitude for writing her a good part."
" You retain very vague notions about the

manners and customs of those artists. However,
it was not given me by one of my actresses,

—I

found it in Cockspur Street."

"Nonsense !

"

"
Yes, indeed, and in company with a quantity

of lovely coral, and behind a thick sheet of plate

glass."
" It is very pretty ; but you need not buy any

more ornaments for me. I have got quite enough.
A winged hour-glass ! What does it mean ?"

"
It means," said the author rising, and getting

to the door, "that the Hawkesleys, of Maida Hill,

ought to have finished breakfast before eleven

o'clock."

And he darted out of the room, followed by a

meny threat and laugh.

CHAPTER XV.

Ix company with Arthur Lygon, we will shortly
leave Lipthwaite for a time. Brief as his sojourn
there had been, it seemed to him that an age had

elapsed since he left Gurdon Terrace, and hurried

indeed were his preparations for departure, now
that he had obtained, as he believed, a clue to his

wife's hiding-place. The only process which he

permitted to delay him was the taking leave of

Clara, who looked very disconsolate at the idea of

being left in the charge of Mrs. Berrj', and who
had, perhaps, apprehensions that the venomous
old Aunt Empson might make her re-appearance
when there was no papa present to protect his

child. However, Mr. Lygon gave her the most

consolatory promises of his speedy return for her,
and of the gift of a certain vast and splendidly-
furnished doll's house, once seen in a beatiKc

vision in the Lowther Arcade, and up to that time
a thing to be whispered about, not dreamed of as

a jiossession. And, finally, the assurance that her
mother would be greatly pleased by Clara's show-

ing that she could conduct herself like a lady in

the absence of her ])arents, completed the moral

strengthening, and Miss Lygon, wiping her eyes,
declared herself equal to the endurance proposed
to her.

" I need hardly ask," said Arthur Lygon to Mr.
and Mrs. Berry, "that not a word on the subject
of Mrs. Lygon may be said to Clara imtil I re-

turn."

"Not a syllable," said Mr. Berry.
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" Or uutil you write and desire that any
such communicatiou may be made," said Mrs.

Berry.
" That is not probable, my dear Mrs. Berry,"

said Lygon.
"I am a slave to my promises," replied Mrs.

Berry, "and therefore I prefer to have them pro-

perly guarded and fenced before I enter into

them."
"
Quite right," said A-rthur, in no mood to

discuss anything just then.
" I will drive you over to the station," said Mr.

Berry. "The next train will be there in an hour
and a half from this moment."

"
I thought 1 saw that a train arrived in half

an hour."
' '

It does not stop here.
"

" But it stops at Hareton, and I could get over
there in the time."

"
Impossible."

"That is an answer, from you,''^ said Lygon," but it is vexatious to have to throw away an hour
when it may be so valuable at the other end of

the journey."
" That thought shoidd remind you of a more

solemn one, Arthur," said Mi-s. Berrj',
" and lead

you to recollect the folly of throwing away one

hour, when we are in health and strength, and

having to look back upon such waste -n'hen we are

on our dying beds."

The remark was imexceptionable, if not cheer-

ful, and Mr. Lygon did not care to oppose it. Mr.

Berry, however, made more allowance for his

friend's feelings than his wife's, and observed,
with some asjierity :

"Oh, bother."
"
Nay," said Arthur,

"
INIrs. Berry is perfectly

right, and we do not always think of these

things."
For he was so thankful for the revelation that

had taken place, and for the removal of so much
weight from his mind, that he could not speak
with uukindness even towards a jjerson Avliom he
had hated, and to whom a sort of false reconcilia-

tion had not made him draw with any closeness of

regard.
" Do not think of speaking in my behalf, Mr.

Lygon," she said, v.-ith the wronged woman's look
this time very strong upon her. " It is our duty
to submit to in.sidt. I might almost say that it

is our privilege."
"
Nobody thinks of insidting you, jSIarion," said

Mr. Berry ;

" but j-ou must own that when a
man's mind is intensely set upon an object dear
to his heart, that's a bad minute to select for

preaching him a sermon on dying beds."
" When I became aware," said Mrs. Berry,

mournfullj'-, "that we are enjoined to watch until

it shall be pleasant to our fellow -creatures to hear
what we are commanded to tell them, I shall, I

trust, obey the injunction. Meantime, T cannot
but remember that Ave are to be instant in season
and out of season."

"Yes, but you are always out of season," said

her husband, irreverently, and in some irritation

walking away from the breakfast-room, muttering
something about ordering the chaise.

!

" Clara has promised to be an excessively good [

girl while I am away, Mrs. Berry," said Arthur,
taking the child's hand

;

" and she, Uke yourself,
always keeps her promises."

" We will endeavour to aid her in fidfiUing it,

at all events," said Mrs. Berry, almost kindly." We will not talk about being excessively good,
because that woidd be a presumptuous expression ;

but we will endeavour to avoid such faidts as

guardianship and advice can save us from.''

'It will not be for long, my pet,' thought
Arthur, after the excellent lady had paraded her

dictionary woixls.

"And as for lessons," continued Mrs. Berry," I dare say that we can contrive not to be retro-

grade."
"
0, suppose we give her a holidaj-, Mrs. Berry ;

she will be less troul;le to you, and I dare say that

she wiU have no objection."
"I dare say not," said Mrs. Berry; "we

are all imfortunately prone to prefer our plea-
sures to our duties. But the beautiful little hymn
says :

That I may give for everij day
Some good account at last.

Those are the words, ilr. Lygon. Every day.
Not every day except the day when I haj>pened
to be in the country, and thought I should like to

play about the garden."
"It says healthful play," said Clara, colouring.

"
Books, or works, or healthful ]i]a}\"
" So it does, little lady," said her paj^a, smUing.

" You see that we have taught her something,
Mrs. Berry."

' ' I fear that it is better not to know, than to

use our knowledge wrongly," said the lady, who
had for once been tripped up by the memory of

the child, but who was satisfied with the mildest

form of defence. But for something that was in

Mrs. Berry's head just then, Clara might not have
been the gainer in comfort by this little victory.
jMi's. Berry, however, looked at her quite gently
for Mrs. Berry, and continued, "Healthful play,

my dear, means play at such hours as those

who have the care of your health j^rescribe for

your relaxation. We vdll not forget the play,
but papa will also allow us to remember the

work."
" Clara will do as she is bid," said Mr. Lygon,

though not much pleased.
The hour passed, and Mr. Berry, who had

kejjt himself out of the way, came in to say
that the chaise would be at the gate in five

minutes.
" Why not at the poi-ch ?

"
said Mrs. Berry.

"Because it will be at the gate," said her hus-

band, doggedly. He was in anj'thing but an

amiable temper, and snapped this reply in a

way quite imusual with the good-natm-ed old

gentleman.
" I regret that in Clara's presence such an ex-

ample of ]»oliteness should be afforded," said Mrs.

Berry to Lygon ;

" but she shoidd know that big
folks often do and say things Avhich little folks

must not imitate."

Her husband's glance at her -was a downright

savage one, almost evil.

"If Clara learns nothing worse in this house
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but what she will learn from me, slie will not

come to much harm. I can't say as much for

everyhody."
Mrs. Berry perfectly comprehended the mean-

ing, that did not lie on the surface, but smiled and

said :

"Mr. Berry is very properly thinking of the

servants, with whom it is objectionable that a very

youni,' per-son should hold much intercourse. But

vve will take care upon that point."

"Now, Lypon, if you are ready," said Mr,

Berry, turning from the window.

"If I am ready
' Adieu, my darling," and he

pressed Clara to his heart and kissed her afiection-

ately. "Farewell, Mrs. Berry; I will thank you
for all your Uiiulness when I return."

" That will be quite time enough," said ]\Irs.

Berry, very graciously; "I would charge you
with messages, l)ut you will have enough to think

about. Let us hear of you, and farewell !

"

He went out, and Clara was following to have a

last kiss, when Mrs. Berry called her back.

"Your papa has said good-bye to you, Clara."

The child stood still at command, Init her little

heart was overflowing, and she gazed very wist-

fully down towards the gate.
" Wouhl you like to say one more good-bye ?"

said Mrs. Berry, quickly.
There was a "yes" in the swimming ej'es

suddenly turned ri]ion the monitrix.

"Then, here," she said, taking a little Testa-

ment fnmi the table,
" run and give papa this, and

tell him he is to read it on his way."
Clara fled awaj' like a bird.

Berry was i.i the chaise, and Lygon's foot was

upon the step, when the child, with her hair stream-

ing in the wind, rushed to her father's side, and
delivered tlie volume and the message. Lyuon
smiled, but could not be displeased with what once

more brought his lips to his child's forehead, and
in another minute the friends departed.

" What was the book ?
"

said Mr. Berry,

gruffly.
" The good one," replied Lygon.
Evidently the old gentleman had resolved to be

displeased with everything in the world.
"

I don't mean that she is worse than anybody
else in the same line," said he,

" but it is gross

impertinence, in my opinion, to treat other people
as if they were heathens. What right had my
wife to assume that you had not got the book in

your travelling bag?
"

"Ah. wrll," said Arthur, deprecatingly, "all

people have their o»n ways and usages, and no
very great wrong 's intended."

"That's not the question," said Mr. Berry.
They drove on in silence for a few minutes, and

Berry then said,

"Thnre."
Without another word he put an envelope into

Arthur's hand. Lygon looked at him inquir-
ingly.

" Why of course," said Berry, petti.shly,

"^there's eijihty ].oimdi?, in five-pound notes.
You need not connt 'em, they are all right, you
may take my word for it."

"
I was not going to coimt them."

"Then you ought to have been. A man is a

fool who takes money without counting it. Put
'em up, can't you. 1 would have given you gold,

but 1 had only twenty sovereigns in the house.

There they are in this bag. Take them, and

don't lose the bag, if you can think of it. Get

on, horse, will you."
And though the appeal to the anim.al's volition

was gentle enough, the cut that immediately
followed it was inconsistent as well as severe.

" Ah," said Arthur,
"
you think I might—"

"
I don't think anything, biit a man can do

several things with an odd himdred pounds in his

])ocket, which he can't do without it. I say, did

Mrs. Berry have any more talk with you after

breakfast ?^"

"Only about Clara."
"

Nothing else. Not a word about yom-

present business ?
"

" Not a syllable. Why, did not Mrs. Berry

promise that upon that subject she would not

open her lips."
"

Lips. I hate the word '

lips.' It puts me in

a rage."
Arthur looked at his companion in some asto-

nishment.
" Yes

;
Mrs. Berry has been good enough to

find time to justify the statement which, to my
utter astounding, she made this morning. She
told you that she had heard of your sorrow from

my lips."
" Which was, I know, an untruth."
" It was nothing of the kind."

"What, you did tell her, then?"
"No."
"I don't, of course, understand."
" I should think not, and I should like to know

who ever did understand a woman, especially
when she grafts upon dujilicity, which is natural

to her, religion, which is not. Nice crabs come of

that grafting, and this is one of them. She heard
of the sorrow from my lips. It seems that when
I woke in the morning—not that I had much
sleep, thinking of your affairs— I said to myself,
' Poor Arthur.' She never spoke. I thought she

was asleep. But there it was from my lips, and
she has been asking me what 1 thought of a

husband who dared, in the pi'esence of a third

party, to accuse his wife, iinjustly, of a false-

hood."

"Those two words were all that passed before

my meeting Mrs. Berry?"
"All. And on those two words hangs her

entire justification of what she said to you. These
are the notions of peojile who give away Testa-

ments. Never mind. There's the station, and,

by Jove ! yonder comes the train. Look alive,

you've ju-st time. All right ! God bless you !
—

and Arthur, a word, if the train were u])on us.

Do nothing rashljr. In, in, and get your ticket!"

Lygon saved the train, and was fortunate

enough to catch the next for Folkestone.

It was not until he had been ti'avelling for some
time in this latter that he had comi)leted his

meditations on all that he had heard that crowded

morning.
Later, and when on board the French boat, he

l)ut his hand into the pocket where lay the Testa-

ment he had received from the hand of his child.
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Opening the volume, though in anything but a

spirit of gratitude to the Jouor, he perceived a

note adilressed to himself, and found that it had
been slightly gummed between two jiages to pre-
vent its being lost.

Tearing it out and open, he read :
—

" T was forbidden to sjieak, but not to write.

You have heard but half the truth. What most
concerned yourself has been withheld."

This, in the book of comfort, given by the hand
of his darling, was Mrs. Berry's parting blow.

{To be QOiU.in.ued.)

NOTES ON BELLS.

F bells, it may be said that they are a subject eminently

English. l\al)elais, in his description of the *'
Ringing

Island," has been sui)posed, l)y a variety of commentators

(whose suggestions a variety of otlier commentators

have indignantly repudiated), to have intended to typify

England, whose bell ringing propensities have been

proverbial from very old times. Be this as it may, the

bell has always been a favourite vocalist in tiiis country,
and any details connected with its history or capa-
l)ilities are likely to be welcome, unless "a good tale

be marred in the telling." So, though "Great Ben of

Westminster is mute," I will pass on to bells in general,

and endeavour to catch a few historic notes as I listen

to them tolling, or pealing, or violently rung, as they
sometimes are by people of various disposition.s.

'•Oh, the tintinnabidation of the bells— bells—
bells !

" from the Tsar Kolokol, or King of Bells, to the

tiny bit of brass that tinkles in a baby's doU'shouse:

what countless shapes and sizes, what inrinite concords

and discords ! Bells Pagan and bells Christian ! huge
monsters of bells that are rung by a congregation of

unbelievers in Tartary, and which growl out their

sounds as an elephant does when he is tortured ;
bells

with great wooden clappers that are swayed by bearded

Cossacks and Calmucks, or happy clusters of bells, whose notes run

sprinkling the frosty air as the sledge ghdes merrily over the snow ;
bells

that are hung under a roof of cedar, as at the Bermudas, or bells which
are heard a hundred miles away at sea, as they say Avas the case with the bells

of St. Salvador
; bells that have been duly baptised, exorcised, and provided

with godfathers and godmothers who shall be responsible for their conduct

in the air, and bells in and round whose metallic cups a whole troop of

fairies seems to whirl and dance
;

bells utterly heathen, conceived and born

for the discomfort of all fine nerved people, that ring us away from aU that is pleasant ; imprecatory

college bells that hurry the "freshman" from his warm dreams and deep morning slumber ; relentless

railway bells that make us urge the cab-horse along the street, or which cut short our prandial efforts

at the stations ; fog-bells which sound desolately and with boding roar across the sea ;
fire-bells

which seem to toss their torch-like sounds aloft like wild Mienades and startle a sleeping city ;
and

bells which have garnered all the music of early summer into their throats, and ring us breezy recol-

lections of lanes scented with hawthorn and roses and village sweetbriars, as we lean vacantly over

the side of our becalmed vessel, or lie at fidl-length in our tent, so far away from England tluit we
have even forgotten the day of the month.
The origin of bells, in connection with churches

and divine worshij), has been variously referred to

the times of Constantine and of Paulinus of Nola.
Be this, however, as it may, the first bell tower
on record was built by Pope Adrian in front of St.

Peter's at Home. Southey somewhere says, that
bells were not baptised under the idea of doing
away with the original sin in the metal, for that

nothing but recasting could effectually mend that.

If not in their origin, in their use bells were

always accounted sacred. The ancient Britons
swore by them ; and it is probable that Paulinus,
who devoted himself to the composition of bells in

the fourth century, was an estimable bishop. Bells,
in those days, were better treated, and better

made, apparently, than they are now. They had

gi-and minster towers raised to receive them.

They were hung in lofty chambers, and had plenty
of access to the air and the light. They were not

left alone, as they frequently are now, in the

company of jackdaws ;
but grave and musical old

persons had the care of them, and kept the bell-

chambers sweet and clean, so that beams of golden

sunhght stole in through the wide windows, and

slid down the walls, and even kissed the big

sonorous lips. Abbots, in those days, did not

think bell-founduig beneath them, ^lany anxious

days and nights were S[)ent when a weighty beU

had to be cast ; its destiny was not entru.sted to

" a clerk of the works ;" but a bishop, or a prior

at least, watched over its .safe ascent, and the

whole neighliourhood rei)eated aves and paters in

its behalf ; godfathers and godmothei-s stood ready
with a napkin for the christening, and when all
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was duly ilone, .and the niagnilicent infant gave
forth .1 Christian voice, some oratorical person
exclaimed:—"0 blessed Tom or Peter! how
dulcet are thy tones ! How melodiously thou

tinklest I How abundantly thou gi-atitiest the

ear!" Then properly hoisted up in " the calm

and serene air," and quite removed from the

smoke and noise of neighbouring house-tojts, a

bell of the ()lden time led a noble and stately life ;

it felt the gloom or the radiance of the great passing
cloud

;
its vibrations were sujjposed to ward off

the stonu and the thunder, and it heard strange
news from the meteors and the stars. There was
a fine sonorousness in the names of the old bells.

Abl>ot Egelric of Croyland gave to his monastery
seven great bells, of which Ingidphus tells us the

names. They were Pcga, Bega, Tatwin, Turketul,

Betelin, Bartholomew, and Guthlac. The names
of the bells of the Abbey of Osney have a softer

sound :
—Douce, Clement, Austin, Haut-Clair,

Gabriel, and John. Our later bells, if they are not

continually appealing to the rate-payers and

asking, with the bells of St. Martin's,
" Who'll

lend me five farthings ?
"

are boastful, like the bell

of St. Bene't's, at Cambridge, which announces—
Of—all—the— bells—in—Bene't—I—am— the—best,
And—yet

—for—my—casting
—the—parish

—
^paide

—
least.

Occasionally, too, they neglect the rules of gram-
mar, commemorating their author, as the third
bell does at Himbleton, Woi-cestershire—

John Martin of Worcester he made wee—
Be it known to all that do we see.

The third bell at Calne makes a very singular
economical communication—
Robert Forman collected the money for casting this hell
Of well-disposed persons, as I do you tell.

Tliis is different from the tone of the great
Roland at Ghent—

Jlynen naam is Eoland,
Als ik klep is er brand,
And als ik ring is er victorie in het land.

[My name is Eoland,
When I toll there's a fire-brand,
And I ring when there's victory in the land.]

Guy of Ptouen and Great Tom of Oxford do not
speak vnth "bated breath," the first making" a lusty boom

" and ringing a challenge to any
mortal who can take him down and weighhim

; and the latter sounding
" bim boni "

to the praise of St. Thomas and for the ad-
monition of members of the University, in a
punctual, moral, and very cogent manner. The
old bells, for the most part, do not raise their
clappers

" to sovmd the good subscriber's praise,"
or implore, as per inscription, that Carolus
becundus or Georgius Quartus may have a long and
happy reign, nor do they desire local or parochial
prosperity, or "

prosperity to the Church of Eng-land as in law established," or testify, as a beU
at Alderton does, their belief in the Trinity and
"the \\ orshipful Charies Goare, Esq.," nor do theyever advertise the

gratifying circumstance that
John Taylor and Son
The best prize for church-bells won.
At the Great Ex-hi-bi-ti-on
In London, 1—8—5—and—1.

Yet, making due allowance for their date, they
are far from being unchristian bells. The earliest

of them bear simply the names of saints. ' ' Saucta

Anna," for instance, or " Sancte George," or " Ga-
briel.

"
Inscribed on some of themwe find the letters

of the alphabet, or the founder's arms or initials, or,

as on a bell at St. Mary's, Oxford, an effigy of Time
in high relief with the half figure of a man in the

dress of the period, and the appropriate inscription,
' '

Keep tyme in anye case.
" Mr. Lukis mentions the

curious, and, as it would seem, purely accidental,

circumstance,
" that the key-notes of the several

peals in Oxford form nearly all the notes of the

chromatic scale.
" From the harmony and beauty

of its bells, England was once called ' ' the ringing
island,"—perhaps in distinction from the practice
of the continent, where bells are only chimed or

tolled. Durandus gives us the names of the

monastic bells, and enables us easily to fill up
the tones. "

Squilla
"

rang in the refectory,
"
Cymbalum

" sounded in the cloister,
" Nola"

tinkled in the choir, "Nolula" or "
Duplex" chimed

in the clock,
"
Campana" tolled in the belfry,

"
Signum" swung in the tower, "Tintinnabu-

lum" summoned the monks into the dormitory,
and the quick, petulant tones of Corrigiuncula
were heard whenever it was necessary for the
flesh of some peccant brother to have bestowed

upon it a rather imcomfortable amount of "the

discipline."

Wonderful, as an old chronicler relates, was
the ringing in those days.

" Fiebat mirabilis

harmouia, erat tunc talis consonantia cam-

pauarum in Angliil." Either from the amount
of ringing and the potency of beUs, or from
some other occult cause. Englishmen of that

time were comjjaratively free from evil spirits.
The ringing of bells was accounted curative. The
sound of Guthlac, Fuller tells us, was good for the

headache. Nervous English folk now and then

thought to remove bodily or mental ailments by
pealing the bells. It was commonly said,

In Heaven angels sing,
On earth bells do ring.

" The curious do say," avers an ancient believer,
"that the ringing of bells does exceedingly dis-

turb spirits."
The psychological experience of Wynkyn de

Worde enabled him to add a stiU stronger fact :

" Evil spirits do doubt moche when they hear the
bells rongen." The louder the passing-bell was

rimg, so much the better chance had a poor dis-

embodied sold of escaping the grip of the foul

fiend. Evil spirits were kept at bay by the

potent and dulcet notes of the bell
; and the

wind favouring, and a prayerful and sufficiently
stout ringer tolling, there was little proba-
bility of the soul's being made a jirize of on
its way to the celestial haven. There is a

touching verisimilitude in that German print of

Retsch, representing an old ringer in the belfry.
The light of the sun, too low for the spectator
to see, is glistening in through the western

window, as the old man has dropped down on
the rough bench, after ceasing the bell. Death
has silently taken his place, and in another
moment or two the dull slow vibrations wiU be



Dec. 22, I860.] NOTES ON BELLS. 709

hecard smnging away over tlie fading summer

landscape.
Uelicious gliosts of sound rise uj) from wooded

hollows and sandy creeks, as we recall the legends

connected with bells. Come unto the yellow

santls, and the wind will blow as Ariel's song,

in soft sad music from a sub-marine belfry.

Listen, listen ! Those are the old bells of Bosham,

carried off, people say, by piratical Danes, a,nd

long ago lost under the waves : on a still evening

they may be heard chiming in with the new bells.

There are similar chimes which fishermen have

heard in Cornwall, in Norfolk, and in Normandy ;

and a sadder peal on the shore near Bangor, whither

a sacrilegious, money-loving bishop, who after-

wards became blind, went down to see the five

fair bells of his cathedral shipped off.

We like that brave old Teutonic bell which

refused to toll a requiem for the soul of a wicked

emperor, though it rang full inspired tones while a

2)Oor man was dying.

The Emperor beard but the sinner's knell.

For the poor man tolled the emperor's bell.

The Gothic and IMerovingian bells had plenty

of mettle and right uoljle humours. They resented

neglect and ill-usage. To keep them quiet, it

was necessary to ring or toll them gently every

evening, otherwise they might have proved trouble-

some, and unseasonably disturbed the ears of a

town. The great bell of Soissons, indignant at being

carried away by Clotaire, began to ring so vio-

lently, that the warrior was glad to put it down,

and get away as well as he coidd with his army.

These bells were endued with great locomotive

powers, for they coidd walk across the sea, or

even tiy in the air. Though the great bells were

too large to be made pets of, there were certain

portable bells which the clergy and laity of Ireland

and Scotland held in high veneration : in fact,

they swore by them ;
and we can readily believe

that they were more afraid of swearing falsely on

them than they were on the Gospels. In Armagh
there was a blessed beU of such marvellous and

sudorific virtue, that a dying person by merely

placing his hand on it has been known, on the

evidence of several anonjrmous persons, to be

cui'ed.

St. Cokmiba had a bell called Dia Diogheltus—
God's vengeance

—wliich \-isited perjurers in some

terrible and undescribed manner. As an extreme

instance of what bells could do, we need only

refer to the Inchcape rock, and the fate of the

rover who destroyed the bell placed upon it by the

abljot of Aberbrothok.

Winding under oaken shadows along the low

grassy meadows of Kent, we hear from the grey

minster the pleasant peal that Chaucer's pilgrims

heard, which required twenty-four men to ring.

Hinging round the banks of the Cherwell come

the notes of the merry Christ Church bells. Along
the reedy Cam we can fancy ourselves lean and

threadbare students regaling our ears, after a

lecture upon Porphyry and the comments of

Averroes, with the music of Pope Calixtus's peal

ringing from the belfry of King's College. Then

comes "a most tuneable ring" of bells from

Wiltshire and Somersetshire, the old bells of

Sherborne which haply Dunstan cast
;
those of

Malmesl)ury, we fear, have long since disappeared,

in spite of the warning epigraph,
—

In Heaven's blest mansion he ne'er sets his feet

Who steals this bell from Aldhelm's sacred seat.

Wafted far away along the plain the wind brings

us the sound of the old bell in Sarum, one of the

finest ever cast. And tolling with heavy music for a

royal soid we listen by the willowy Thames to the

three great bells which King Edward III. hung in

Westminster,
" whose ringings, it was said, soured

aU the drink in the town.
"

Crossing the sea, we
hear carillons from the belfry of Bruges, which

Longfellow has so aptly caught. Along the

Rhine or the Danube still clang a hundred tongues

of bells, "now a sermon and now a prayer."

We know of a venerable old abbey, that of

Tewkesbury, whose chimes have condescended to

a song of Moore's—"Believe me, if all those

endearing young charms ;" and Mr. Thackeray,

who was recently at Antwerp, detected the chimes

of that stately cathedral profanely indidgmg in

the " Shadow Dance," from Dinorah.

Sepulchrally sound the bells of Palermo and

Paris, summoning thousands of souls to heaven or

hell. There are the Exchange bells which rung
of themselves in the great fire, and chimed,

"There is no luck about the house." And that

fine sympathetic bell of Trim, which they say

became cracked on the day the great Duke died,

has never uttered a true note since.

Latimer, in one of his sermons, tells even a sadder

circumstance. "I heard," says he, "of a bishop

of England that went on a visitation, and as it was

the custom, when the bishop shoidd come and be

rung into the town, the great bell's clapper was

fallen down and broken, so that the bishop

cordd not be rung into the town. There was a

great matter made of this, and the chiefs of the

parish were much blamed for it in visitation. The

bishop was somewhat quick into them, and signi-

fied that he was much offended.
" They made their answers, and excused them-

selves as well as they could.
' It was a chance,' said

they,
' that the clapper broke, and we could not

get it mended by-and-by ;
we must tarry tdl we

can have it done ;
it shall be mended shortly as

may be.' Among other men one was vviser than

the rest, and he comes here to the bishop.
' Why,

my lord,' saith he, 'doth your lordship make so

great a matter of the beU, which breaketh its

clapper ! Here is a bell,' said he, and pointed to

the pulpit,
' that hath lacked a clapper for twenty

year. We have a parson that fetcheth out of this

benefice fifty pounds a year, but we never see

or hear him.'"

Truly there is significance
in the sounds of bells,

and some significance even in their silence.
^

But

never are their notes more universally significant

than on a certain day, now near at hand, when,

according to the old carol.

All the angels in Heaven shall sing

On Christinas Day, on Christmas Day ;

And all the bells ou earth shall ring

On Christmas Day in the morning 1

T. B.
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FAIR AND FALSE.

There was a tender beauty in her face,

A smile like magic,

A mystic light within her soft dark eyes,

Half gay
—half tragic;

As if the better angel of her life

At times were grieving,

To find that one so fair and young could be

Ever deceiving.

For, shame to tell ! she trifled with km hearts,

With both coquetting.

And so / tore her image from my breast,

My love forgetting. .

Yet blame not all because deceit lay shrined

In heart so youthful ; -u c a
For one false woman, trust me, you will lind

Ten thousand truthful ! B. S. Montgomert.

SAM BENTLEY'S CHRISTMAS.
CHAPTER II.

When Susan Moore determined not to be depen-
dent on her sister, but to find some employment
by which she might earn her own livelihood, her

thoughts turned instinctively to the scenes of her
childhood. She bad decided on leaving home from
an exaggerated feeling of the difficulties which her

sister had to contend with, a sense of the wrong
of relying upon her for any help, a long smoulder-

ing dislike to the rude notice which was bestowed

upon her in the streets, and an irrepressible long-

ing to be again in the neighbourhood of her earlier

and happier days. She knew that there labour

was always in demand, that in many instances the

children, and not the parents, were the bread-
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winners and supporters of the liousehold, and to

her excited imagination the hearts of the dwellers

there were warmer, and their lives more orderly,
than those around her. She therefore determined
to go to Yorkshire. She had no settled plan of

action, nor even any clear notion of what she

would do when she arrived there. She would he

among friends or acquaintances, for she was sure

that all the old neighbours could not have forgot-
ten the family, and if all else failed there was the

factory. By the disposal of all such articles as

she coidd possibly dispense with, she raised the

sum required for taking her down.
Towards the end of August, after a long and

tedious journey, as the sun was drawing west-

wards—its bright, dazzling rays shining on her
face as she looked out anxiously from the narrow
window of a third-class carriage, she began to

recognise the scenes by which she jiassed. On her

left were the bleak heights, pitted with quarry-
holes and scarred with heaped-up clearings and

stone-dressings, beyond which was Idle ; down in

the valley was the inky and torpid canal
;
and then

a sudden turn, and on the right
—seen for a minute

between two brown hills—was the vale which led

to Shipley, and then the dai'k-blue, dye-polluted

brook, the steep narrow bridge, the clustering

factories, and beyond them, hills dotted with gi'ey-

stone houses, and with mills blackened with
smoke. To one coming from an agricultural dis-

trict the scene might be unj^leasing and suggestive

only of bustle, smoke, and dirt, but to her it

spoke of home. The afifections of her childhood

shed a charm over it, and dimly in her poetic
heart were hintings that in it was a manifestation

of the glory of labour, and of the multitudinous

sorrows and joys of the tens of thousands of busy,
industrious fellow-creatures who had transformed
the old wastes into new things of wealth and

power. A few minutes more rapid travelling
between long, dull warehouses, round the doors of

which were white cotton Hakes and tufts of scat-

tered wool ; past the corners of jutting mills
;

beneath the many bridges which flew jjast with a

sudden shriek
; by dilapidated cottages ; alongside

a diisty road, thronged with wool-ladened drays,
and busy crowds hurrying home ;

beneath un-

sightly slopes of rubbish, with glimpses of plea-
sant villas and large mansions rising above the

verdant fields and trim gardens which slope ^^p

towards Manniughara, and then she was at her

journey's end, and stood lonely in the noisy,

bustling, and dingy Railway Station at Bradford.

She stood awhile, doubtful where to go ;
the firm-

ness of her purpose shaken as the decisive moment
arrived. For the first time she became aware of

the vagueness of her intentions. She hesitated

when it was too late for hesitation to avail her any-

thing. She looked round in an impotent desire to

see a familiar face. The place began to assume a

cold, dispiriting appearance—to repel her—to tell

her that she had no friends—no home. The hard-

ness of the world and the dilHculties of life began
to be realities, and to damp her courage.

" I wish Julie was with me," was her sorrowful

thought ;

" but I've begun, and must go on. I

must weave out my piece, but it's a tangly web."

She walked slowly up the Station. A good-

tempered ])orter, who had been watching her,

inquired if she had any luggage."
No," replied she, and added to herself, "none

but my own burden, and that I am afraid will be
a sad load to get through with."

She i)assed through the open gates into the

dusty, dirty, disorderly yard, turned up Kirkgate,
looking vacantly at the objects she passed, but

scarcely conscious of what she saw. As she passed
the watchmaker's, near the Manor Market, she
noticed that it was nearly seven o'clock. Night
would soon come on, and she must get a loilging
somewhere. She went slowly on tiU she came to

the end of Westgate. Towards the outskirts of

the town a relation of her father's used to live—
she might still be there. Susan would go there.

She reached the place, weary and faint. She
went to the house. It was one of a long low-

row of dingy plain stone houses, along which
ran an unpaved road with a causeway of hard

flags, which, with the proverbial house-cleanliness

of Yorkshire, were daily washed, scoured with

light-coloured stone, and sprinkled with bright
red sand. Her heart rose as she knocked at the

door. When it was opened she had no need to

make an inquiry, for she saw the familiar face of

her relative—an elderly woman, with sharp, ex-

pressive features, piercing and susincious eye, her
mouth puckered at the corners, and telling of a

strong will, and if not of selfishness, yet of self-

care and self-esteem. She looked keenly at

Susan, as the latter stood silent on the step,
and she then shaqily said,

" Can't ye say what ye
want ?

"

Susan was chilled with her manner, and at the

moment wished she was back with her sister, and
half turned away, when the woman said, in a
most repelling tone,

"Is she deaf or demented? bothering one in

this way. Who do ye want ?
" and then looking

in her face and observing and misconstruing her

palor and agitation, added,
" there's no lad here,

my lass, thou'st made a mistake."

The inuendo conveyed by these words was felt

by Susan as expressing a reproach, and turning to

the woman with tearfid eyes, she looked her boldly
in the face and said, "1 don't want any lads.

I'm come from London, and I thought my aunt

would not have turned me away—but ye cau't be

Bessy Womersley, or ye would have known Susan

Moore, your own brother's lass."

Mrs. Womersley sprang forwards, seized Susan

by the arm, turned her face to the light, looked

scrutinisingly at her, and then said, in a cool

tone,
" I know thee now, lass. Come in."

Susan entered. Though it had been a

tumnal day, there was a blazing lire,

hearth was heajicd up with ashes and cinders.
" Tak' thy things off," said her aunt, as she left

her and went towards the fire.

Susan obeyed, and then stood uncertain what
next to do. Looking round, she saw that her

aunt was examining the articles she took off.

"
Is that bundle all thou's got ?

"
said her aunt,

indicating by a nod the little bundle which Susan

had brought.

"Yes, aunt."

hot,

and
au-

the
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Another nod sliowetl tlint lier aunt's attention

li;ul been drawn to .Sudan's luouiniug.
" Who's that bhick for ?

"

" My mother ; she died a month ago."
"
Humph. In London ?"

"Yes."

"Ahappj^ thing for her. Folk shoukl never

cry for them that's dead, for its nubbiit to the

Ek'ct going liome with their ^\•ages when t'mill of

this workl loises." Then acUled, as she saw Susan's

tears, "I expect thou will cry— it's a sign of the

Ungi-acious, which I 'spect thou'rt one on, so sit

down and hav' it out."

Her aunt then went from her, and took no fur-

ther notice of her, stirred up the fire, put on the

kettle, cleared up the hearth, and prepared tea.

When all was ready she called Susan, bade her

bring a chair to the table, and then seating herself,

poured out the tea without further invitation, and
as though her visitor had for years formed part of

her family.
Susan sat opposite her aunt ; and as slie partook

Of the substantial meal which had been so uncere-
moniously prei.ared for her, she saw that beneath
the seemmg coldness of her aunt's demeanour
there was a hearty welcome and gladness, and
could scarcely refrain from expressing her girlish
delight at the large, well starched, and many-bor-
dered muslm cap, the clean blue-and-white checked
apron, and the clear healthy complexion of her
aunt. As the hot tea, broiled ham, cake, and
other piled-up viands which were pressed upon
her, either silently or with the laconic invitati^on,Keach to, renovated Susan's strength, she

p. vi..)

I began to feel at home, and to appreciate the
kindness and affection which disdained to express
themselves in words.
Her reflections were interrupted by her aunt

saying to her,
" How long is thou goin' to stop ?

"

"Here, aunt, or in the town ?
"

"Altogether."
"
Always—in one place or another. I'm come

to get work."
Her aunt rested her elbow on the tal)le, steadied

her chin firmly on her hand, and bringing her
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face almost close to Susan, exclaimed, "Bless the

bairn, is there no work iu Lun'on !

"

"Aunt," rejjlied Susan, "when my mother

died, Julie had all to pay—had all to do. Whilst
mother lived, I didn't go out. They would not

let me. They said I was too young, and too— I

don't know that I am, but they said—pretty. But
I do think there's too little and too much work in

London for girls hke me. I knew sister could not

leave her shop, and menfolk bothered me, and so

I thought I'd come to my ain folk, and then Julie

could not fret about me, and I could get work

somehow, and be a ti'ouble to nobody, and so I've

come to you, and j'ou must tell me what to do."

Her aunt listened attentively, but almost frown-

ingly to her : then deliberately and slowly sur-

veyed her from head to foot, and for the first time
became aware how pretty her niece was. A clear,

fair comjjlexion almost white from fatigue and

grief, an oval face with finely arched brow, l)earing
the indescribable impress of thought and pure

feeling, her checks now, from agitation, flushing

bright beneath the soft shadow of her long light
brown hair, jDonsive meditative eyes ;

a face which
once seen and noticed could never be forgotten,
and having only one noticeable fault—the thinness

and lightness of the eyebrows, which was rendex'ed

more conspicuous by the length and silkiness of

the eyelashes ;
a tall, slim, symmetrical figure, and

a voice deliciously sweet and metallic.

When Mrs. Womersley had finished her survey,
she said, with a sigh,

' '

Aye, thou'rt raight, lass.

Thou'rt too bonnie to be let alone—too bounie,
I'm 'fraid, to be one of the Chosen, but may be
not—we mun think about it—poor motherless

bairn !

" As she spoke, she got iip, crossed to

Susan, kissed her, and at the same time pushed
her from her chair, sajang, "We'll ha' no more
chat to-night. Thou'rt tired, so come away to

bed."

Next morning at breakfast it was decided by
Mrs. Womersley that for a week Susan should be
a visitor, and in all respects treated as such, and
that at the end of the week she should ascertain

what work she could do and could obtain.

The week was a pleasant holiday for Susan.

She rambled about at her own will, uuinterfered

with, in the fields and woods. Fond of the rural

scenes among which her childhood had been passed,
she never wearied of her walks and of gathering
the wild-tiowers which seemed to her more beau-

tiful than ever. After the first day, she noticed

that, in her rambles, vary them as she woiild, she

frequently met a young man, who, udging from
his dress and deportment, was of considerable

better position in the world than herself. Their

meetings appeared to be accidental. There was

nothing in his manner to suggest that they were
intentional on his part, and yet Susan soon felt

that they were. He scarcely looked at her, as

she thoTight, as they passed ;
and yet their glances

occasionally met, and he showed by his look that

there was to him a pleasure in meeting her. She
could not say that he followed her, though she
knew that it was a certainty that she would meet
him if she went out. She was half vexed and

disi)leased at this, but still would have missed

something if she had not seen him. Towards the

end of the week, as she was endeavouring, in a

lonely field-walk, to reach a tuft of harebells which
were growing beyond the ditch under a woodside,
she saw him coming towards her. She at once

desisted from her attem])t, and walked hurriedly
on. In a few minutes he came up to her, and

when, as she thought, he was about to pass her,
he suddenly paused and said, in a courteous and
deferential manner,

" Don't think me rude. I have seen that you,
like myself, are fond of wild-fiowers—Will you
accept these ? They were gathered for you.

" He
offered them as he spoke, and she, confused by his

sudden address, and scarcely knowing that she

did so, accepted them. He bowed, and bid her

good morning, and walked on.

Her first impulse was to throw the flowers

away. She was angry with herself that there

should have been anything in her conduct or look

which could have emboldened him to off"er them to

her. She stood in the path where he had left her,

imdecided whether to walk on or to return ; she

did the latter, still carrying the flowers. When
her excitement subsided she noticed the beauty of

the flowers, among which were many which were

quite new to her, and w^hich could therefore have
been procured only by much searching and con-

siderable walking. She thought she ought not to

keep them, and yet they were too pretty to throw

away. On examining them more closely she dis-

covered that on the paper which was wrapjied
roxmd the stems there was writing. She tore it

oft'. On it were verses, addressed to her. This

was an indignity
—she threw the flowers on the

ground, and passionately tore the paper, without

reading, into fragments, which she flung into the

gi-ass. She walked on ; her breast heaving with

anger. After a while she stopped
—turned back

and walked to the place where the flowers lay,

picked out a few and carried them home, saying,

"They are so pretty." W'hen at home she put
them between the leaves of her Bible, repeating
her words of self-excuse,

' '

only because they are

so pretty."
Next day—the last of the week—she again went

out, but did not see him. She speculated much
on the reason ;

—had he seen her throw the flowers

away—was he ashamed of what he had done?

Though she would not own it, she yet felt disap-

pointed that she did not see him.

At the end of a week, Susan and her aunt en-

deavoured to find work for her. Dressmaking and

plain sewing, to w-hich she had been accustomed,

coiild not be obtained without considerable wait-

ing, and Susan was determiued to go at once to

work and rigorously fidfll her agreement with

her aunt. At night she said she would go to the

Factory until something Ijetter could be met with.

There was then a great demand for "hands," and

wages were good.
Mrs. Womersley did not disapprove of the de-

cision. She was neither able nor willing to keep
a young and able girl in idleness. The labour

Susan was going to was honest, well remunerated,

and such as the great majority of women in Mrs.

Womcrsley's rank had, at one time or another,

been practically acquainted with.

"Theysaj'," continued Susan, in explanation
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of her ]>lans, "there's a new mill by the canal—
Bentiey's

—where I can be taken on at once. I

shall try in the morning."
lli'r aunt was sitting right in front of the fire,

her feet crossed and resting on the fender as she

swayed herself backwards and forwards as if

weighing opposing reasons or arguments. It was

not until after a long j)ause that she replied, "Now,
Susan, let us have a fair understandin'. So long

as thou stops here, pays me what's agreed on,

and 's a good girl, thou'rt welcome ;
an' thou'il

be a sort of company for me, an' I'll mak' thee

comfortable ;
but if thou begin to stop out at

nights
—don't come raight home—goes wi' t'other

lasses, or tak's up wi' a chap, then thoii leaves me,
there and then, for I know what it'll come to,

and I won't ha' my door darkened wi' them that

won't walk in th' raight way, or that begin to peep
over t'wall down into t'other way. Dost thou

imderstand me ?
"

" Yes. I will be like jour own bairn, if you
ft-ill let me

;
and yoii'll be my mother, won't

you 'i

"

As she said this, she went to her aunt and laid

her hand on her arm. Her aimt jiressed it closely,

and without once looking away from the fire, said

energetically,
" I hope thou wilt. I shall watch

thee. If thou does raight, as a young woman
ought to do, thou'lt cheer up my ould heart better

nor wine or med'cine
;

liut if thou don't, thou'lt

be to me as that !

" With a fierce gesture she
dashed Snsan's hand away, and starting up, shook
off from her shoe the ashes which had dropped
on it from the fire.

Susan was startled and astonished, and said,
*'
Aimt, aunt, what is the matter ?

"

Mrs. Womersley walked up and down the room
with a shoi-t quick step, jiut aside Susan who tried
to cling to her, and then standing before her, said
in a low voice, like that of one who is faint from
inward wrestling,

"
I will, Susan, on the day thou

deceive me—T wiU cast thee off', though it be not

thy fault—though it ha' been predestinated for
thee. Thou mun then go thy own gate, up to the
moors and feUs, or down into the pits, but no'

by the green pastures. So, Susan, keep thysel'
from fooihsh wavs, and thy foot fro' the scorner's
walk."

Next morning Susan laid aside her mourning
dress, and i)utting on a far-worn dark-coloured
print, and folding, in factory-girl style, her grey
shawl over her head, went to the new factory by
the canal and obtained employment.
Through September and October, and on into

November, she worked in cheerless routine. She
was at first oj^pressed by the irksomeness and
newness of the life she had entered on, and the
unjileasant strangeness and boldness of her com-
panions. On her first entering the factory her
conversation had been free from the provincialisms
or dialect of the district. At this the roisterous
girls around her had giggled and sneered, and so,
partly from a wish to be at peace, and partly from
becoming daily accustomed to the speech of those
aroimd her, she soon assimilated her language to
theirs. She knew that her aunt kept a strict
watch upon her, for on more than one occasion
when some ardent youth or potential overlooker.

unable to resist the attraction of her beauteous

face, would insist upon walking with her, or way-

lay her as she returned home, her aunt had sud-

denly apjieared and put them to flight.

She always, when she returned from work,
found a tidy house, a cheerful fire, and a substan-

tial meal. Her aunt was not unkind, but time

seemed to develope more strongly her peculiarities,

and these were as a separating barrier preventing
full communion of thought or feelings. Her aunt

was a member of one of the most thorough Cal-

vinistic congregations, snch as at that time were

to be frequently met with in the rising towns and

manufacturing vUlages of the West Kiding. In

no part of the kingdom were the doctrines of the

Institutes more completely believed, and more

uncomiiromisingly preached, undiluted by any
modern sentiment. To Mrs. Womersley, as to

the other members of this congregation (on the

site of whose chapel now stands a German ware-

house), there were but two classes of human

beings
—the Elect, who coidd not escape Heaven

by any repugnancy they showed to Good, nor

improve their hope of it by any abstinence from

Evil, and the Non-elect, who could not avoid HeU
though their lives were as pure as an angel's. She
had had an assurance, and possessed a conviction,
that she was among the Elect, but she was in

grievous doubt—a very agony of doubt—lest her

niece should be of the other class, and have been

devoted, long before her birth, to perdition.
These opinions and fears acting upon her naturally
reserved disposition threw a coldness around the

intercourse between the aunt and niece which
robbed it of all enjoyment or hilarity. A laugh
was never heard in her house, and a smile scarcely
known. There was a gravity amounting almost

to positive gloom always around the hearth.

There was, it is true, with this a de[ith of feeling
and even of affection which would, if the heart

could have been read, have done much to reconcile

the most impulsive and susceptible ;
but Susan

coidd only at rare intervals catch a glimpse of this

silver lining of the home-cloud, whilst its shadow
was constantly on her heai-t. She longed for

sympathy, for recreation, for something which
should contrast with her daily drudgery, which
should give an aim to her industry. The rigour of

her aunt and the many dull and weary hours
which were spent at home were often contrasted
with the happiness of her first week, and put in

dangerous juxtaposition with the attention and
the undisguised interest of the Stranger, which
she had then so strongly

—and, as she now felt,

too strongly
—

reprehended. A longing arose to

see him again
—a desire to hear, though but for a

minute, a voice speaking to her in the tones of

atf'ection. Still she worked on, kee2>ing resolutely
to her aunt's instructions, and endeavouring to

overcome all the annoyances of her present life by
making her own thoughts and fancies the world of

her pleasure and the sole sources of her happiness.
One annoyance, however, she could not remove ;

on the contrary, it continued to increase. Her
work -companions, the girls of the factory, were

tiip|iant, bold in speech, and lax in morals. It is

well known in the neighbourhood that, at that

time, the factory labourers of the town were sadly
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deficient in all the purer feelings of womanhood,
and were brazen in their expression of this defi-

ciency. Susan was shocked with the language
and conduct of those witii wliom she was forced to

mix during work-hours, and untlinching in her

determination to have no private acquaintance
with them. This they resented and ascribed to

pride and hypocrisy. They gibed at her, taunted

her, and coarsely told her that she was more

cunning than they, perhaps looked higher, but was
at heart like themselves.

Thus matters went on until the end of Novem-
ber, when, as Susan was returning one evening
from the mill, a sudden and heavy shower drove

her for shelter to the covered way which leads

from the foot of Ivygate to the ])ost-office. As
she stood there waiting for the ceasing of tlie rain,

she looked upon the open space in front of the

Sun and Bowling-green hotels, which was dotted

with stalls, noisy and chattering cabmen and

troops of factory girls, who hurried across, imbon-

netted, with gaily-coloured handkerchiefs or shawls

drawn tight round their heads and tied below
the chins, laughing merrily, chattering or singing
as they clattered along the muddy roads. (4 iris of all

ages and sizes, but all alike ready with a loud taunt

or scoff at the peculiarities of any one who impeded
their progress, and at bandying coarse jests with
each other and with the "chaps

"
they met.

Others besides Susan sought shelter, and the

place was soon crowded. She was anxious to

reach home. She feared what her aunt woidd

say if she were late—her clothes were already

partly wet—she was chilled, and, besides this,

she miich disliked remaining out in the evening—
her beauty attracted the idle aud designing, and
rude staring and bold remarks gave her jtain. As
she stood close to the entrance from the street,

peering out for the first signs of the ceasing of the

rain, a young man, who was passing by, caught

sight of her face, and appeared to be struck with

it, for after walking on a few yards he returned,

and, putting down his umbrella, entered the

passage. Susan instantly recognised him as the

one whom she had met in her walks, and who had

given her the liowers. He seemeel to be in doubt,

for, coming near her, he looked at her attentively
for some time. She had on a plain dark brown
cotton dress, which the wet had pressed close to

her figure ;
over her head, and drawn round the

lower part of her face, was a grey shawl, worn
thin and threadbare, on which were specks of

waste or "fluff," brouglit from the mill. It was
a poor and ignoble setting of a beauteous picture ;

but from the sordid wrapping shone forth a

lovely face which, though pinched with cold,

worn with work, and paled with thought, was

expressive of grace not to be sur[iassed. He
started with joyful surprise as his doubts passed

away, and, drawing close to her, emboldened by
his discovery of her social position and the circum-

stances under which he found her, said aljruptlj' :

•' What I are you a factory girl after ail ?"

There was something in tlie tone and manner in

which this question was put which jarred with

Susan's cherished thoughts of the questioner, but
as she had no wish to disguise for a moment her
real position, she replied :

" I am, sir."
" Do you remember me?" was the next ques-

tion.
"

I do," replied Susan, witliout flinching, and
without looking towards him, but stcaddy watch-

ing the rain.

He saw, however, that her cheek flushed, and
that she nervously twitched her shawl more

closely over her face, as though she would hide

herself from observation.
" Do you live where you did—with Mrs.

Womersley ?
"

Susan gave no answer. Her heart was beating
fast. If her bold-faced fellow workers should

come by—if her aunt were to see her—would

they not misjudge her ? Ought she not at once to

bid him go ? She coidd not—there was pleasure
in listening to his voice.

He continued :

"If you do, you had better avail yourself of

the help of this," holding xip his umbrella, "as
far as we go together."

She looked up to him with a timid but i>leased

look, as if to thank him for and to decline the

proffered civility.

"Surely," he continued,
"
you may trust me so

far." He saw she hesitated. " Come at once,"
he whispered,

"
you know not how much pleasure

it gives me."
She went with him.

On the way he endeavoured to lead Susan into

conversation, but she only rei)lied to his questions
in monosyllables. Her heart was too busy to

yield words for her lips. She was with him. It

was a pleasure which her cooler judgment con-

demned, and when they had gone a short distance

down Westgate, she stopped, and said the rain

was over. He showed her that it was falling in

torrents. She then insisted that she needed no

further help ; that she would, she must go alone.

Though her com[>anion was evidently greatlj- dis-

api)ointed, he did not press his services upon her

when he found that she was in earnest, but said,
"

I have a friend living close by. 1 will not force

myself upon you. Take the umbrella aud go on,

tho' I must say you misjudge me, as I am mis-

taken in you."
Susan woidd have refused the umbrella, but she

feared that if she did he would follow her. As
he gave her it, he had taken hold of her hand—
he felt that she was trembling, and, looking at her,

saw that she was much agitated, and that she

glanced round on all sides, as if she were afraid

of being seen. "Oh, sir," she cried, "do

go—if you—go, sir, my aunt would never forgive

me!"
" Can you remember where to take it to ?

"
said

he. "No, I see you are too much alarmed to

remember anything. One moment." He took

out a card, wrote on it, and gave it to her. She

thrust it within her dress, and was hurrying away,
when his hand laid on herarmstayed her. "

I won't

detain you, Susan. You see I know your name.

You will not see me when you call at the address

I've given you. I'm not afraid nor ashamed of

being seen with you, if you are of being seen with

me ;
1 think, too much "

With a sudden spring she freed herself from his
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hoM, ami was gone before he could say,
" Good

night."
\\liou Susan reached home, her aunt was sitting

in her usual attitude and place before the tire.

"The rain has made me late," said Susan,

going to the tire, and leaning on her aunt's chair.

"An' nought else? I thought I saw thee in

Westgate?"°
Susan cowered down on the hearth.
" Thou's brought his umbrella. Dost thou know

who he is ?
"

"
No, aunt ;

he would follow me. I got away
as soon as I could. Indeed I did not want him.

It was not my fault."

"Noa, it never is ;
it's nobody's faidt, I knows

that. But it's no matter." She swayed herself

to and fro with her arms folded tightly on her

breast. "The thing mun go on. It's no matter

who picks t'shuttle if Satan lays t'web. No
manner of cardin' can mak' burdocks into locks."

"
Aunt, hear me—I'll tell you all."

"
Noa, lass, teU me nought about it. There's

no devd so handy as an excuse, an' noan wi' so

long a tail. But rain or no rain, if thou tak's up
wi' him again, thou mun bundle out o' here."

She leant her head down on her knees, and
Susan coidd hear, from stray expressions, that she

w;is praying earnestly for relief against some fearful

doubt. Susan waited awhile in silence, and then

crejjt in the dark, hungry and faint, to bed.

She arose in the morning before daylight to go
to her work. She was ill and unal)le to eat, but
went out at the usual hour. She found in her

pocket the card. On it was written :

" For Mr.

Henry Bentley," with an address. Turning the
card over, she was surprised to find that it was one
of her sister's. It recalled to her in her sorrow the
dear sister to whom, week after week, she had

neglected to write, and to whom her heart now
tiu-ned with increased aflection. She was per-

plexed at finding the card, and anxious to discover
how it had come into the 2)Ossession of ilr. Bent-

ley, for such it seemed was his name, and to know
if he was acquainted with her. This she must
discover. She went at noon to the address he had
given

—a woolstapler's warehouse—but though now
desirous to see him, she did not venture to inquire
for him, but merely left what she brought, and
went away disappointed.

During the afternoon she thought she might
find out who he was from some of her fellow-
workers. With this intention, she asked the girl
next to her if .she knew him. The answer was a
loud giggle, and then her question was repeated
to the next, who in like manner passed it on, so
that in a few minutes it was known throughout
the floor that Susan was asking after her man.
She then saw the folly of what she had done, and
to vindicate herself showed the card to her neigh-
bour, and was about to give her an explanation,
when it was snatched out of her hand, and her
companion, reading the written address aloud,
said, in a pert and meaning tone, "He's written
down where she's to go for what she wants,"
and then, looking at the other side, burst into a
scornful laugh, and added,

" An' he goin' to mak'
a line lady on her, and send for clothes fro'
Lun'on."

Susan had made the matter worse, and felt that

wliatever she might say it would be repeated, and

distorted, and all would believe that she had met
him clandestinely, and that her character must

now be like that of the rest. Her cheeks burned

with shame, but with a sudden effort she refrained

from any further explanation or denial, knowing
that it would not be believed, and would only

exi>ose her to further insults and ridicule. She

must bear the reproach. That which she had
endeavoured most strenuously to guard—her good
name—would now be sullied by common talk.

With an aching heart she went on with her work.

After the first burst of merriment at the discovery
was over, she might, if she had not been so deeply
immersed in her own painful reflections, have

noticed that those around her were now disposed
to treat her with greater consideration. There

was a feeling that the barrier which had separated
her from them was now thrown down—the re-

proach which her reserve and womanliness had

silently cast upon them, and which they had

unconsciouslj'- owned in their tauntiugs and ill-

wiU towards her, was now removed. She was as

one of them, but only more clever. She had made
a conquest greater than any of them could have

expected, and, being so successful, deserved con-

gratulation for having made so much of her charms.

She was treated with more familiarity, but at the

same time with greater respect. Her companion
shortly came to her, and said, "Dost thou mean
to say thou doesn't know who thy chap is ?

"

Susan remained silent, and the other went on :

"Thou needn't be so pawky, lass, if thou has

ta'en up wi' our master's neiihew. Thou'U be

turned off if it's fun' out, for Sam Bentley isn't

the man to let his nejihew gallivant with the like

of us—an' I'll tell thee this
"—waxing Vv-arni at

Susan's indifference,
"

if thou gives us any more
of thy airs, I'U tell Sam mysel' that Harry keeps

company wi' thee."

Susan let her run on without interruption or

reply. It was indifferent to her what was said.

She was convinced that he would not disgiuse the

truth, and that if the whole were fairly stated no
blame could fall on her, but if it did, she could

not parley with those who had so wrongfully con-

demned her. If she must suffer from the double
loss of character and employment, she would suffer

in silence. To one alone could she tell it—to her

sister. She would write to her—irksome as the

task would be—before anyone else could by a
false account prejudice her. She saw how wilful

she had been in leaving home, and the desire of

her heart was to go to her sister—to he comforted

by her, to learn to forget him, and to be at rest.

Again her thoughts went back to the question,
What knowledge had Henry Moore of Julia? how
had he become possessed of the card ? This she

must ascertain, even if she had to see him again.
This would be dangerous and painful, almost im-

possible to undergo if, in the meantime, he should
hear the factory report, and believe that even in

thought she could have deserved it. Then she
recalled his looks, the tone of his voice, and his

manner towards her, and was satisfied that hitherto
he had resjjected her position, and must have

approved of her conduct. She lived over again
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and again the few minutes of tbcir interview.

He stood before her mental vision as distinctly as

he had ever done before her bodily eyes. It was

pleasant to dwell iipon these pictures, but the

pleasure was too sweet—it became painful. She

sighed and endeavoured to dismiss the thought,
but it V, ould return—-fancies M'ould grow around

it, her heart beat faster as she remembered him,
and she could not but confess that he had, from
the first, been dear to her ; but what was she

to him — what could she, the poor factory girl,

ever be to him, the only nephew of the wealthy
spinner?
A few evenings afterwards she iinexpectedly

met him near her home. When she saw him, she

hesitated, and was about to stop. He saw this,

and came up to her with a pleasant smde, and
said " I am glad to meet you."

Susan hastily readied, "Let me thank you for

yoiir kindness, and permit me to ask you one

question."
" A hundred, Susan, if you will, but let us walk

on." He turned back with her.
" You gave me a card—do you know what was

on it ? I mean printed on ifc ?
" He shook his head,

and she continued,
" It was the address of a shop

in London, kept by my sister."

"Your sister!" he exclaimed, with siidden

interest.
" Yes. I want to know how j'ou got it. Do

yoii know her—have you seen her ?
"

He stutlied for a minute or two, and then re-

plied,
"
Oh, I remendjer. It is one my \incle

brought down in October. He had been at the

shop, and something queer happened, but I don't

know what."
Just as he had said this, two girls overtook

them, looked back at him and Susan, and then

gave a loud laugh. One shouted out, "There's

modest Susan with her man. Let's know, Harry,
when the tine things come down fro' Lun'on ?

"

Susan stood still, and could not look ixp. Henry
was somewhat disconcerted, and, at the moment,
inclined to suspect that Susan had been boasting
of her connection with him. One look at her

haggard and pain-sti'icken face dispelled the sus-

picion. He drew her arm within his, and led her

on, saying,
"
Saucy, impudent sluts ! they think

all as bad as themselves."

Susan tried to free herself.
' ' Leave me, leave

me !

"
she re]ieated earnestly, though in scarcely

more than a whisper. "Oh, sir, if you had never

spoken to me, you woidd have spared me much."
' '

Is then my company so distastefid to you ?

Must I never see you again?"
"Never, never! They say—oh! I know not

what they say, but it is more than I can bear."

She put her hand to her side, and Henry saw
that she staggered. He held her up with his arm
round her waist. They were then in the dark
lane which led from Westgate to Mrs. Womersley's.
No one was in sight. She h\ing heavily on his

arm. He called her by name. He looked down
at her face and felt that for him it was the loveliest

that ever beautitied the earth. He could not

resist the impulse. He bent down in act to kiss

her. As if divining his intention she started up,
burst from him, and m a quivering voice ex-

claimed, "No, no, not from you, never!" and
darted away. He was about to follow her, Avhen

immediately in front of him and between him and
Susan, a woman came from one of the yards open-

ing into the lane. He followed closely down on
the ojiposite side, and at the first lamp discovered

it was Mrs. Womersley. He then retraced his

steps and went slowly homewards. The pale,
beautiful face of Susan was before him all the

way ; the words and tone of her parting sentence

rung unceasingly in his ears—"Not from 7/0 if."

It ought to have annoyed lum, this strong emi)ha-
sis on ijou. She would tliiiik less of it from any
one else. Yet it did not annoy him—he could not

tell how, and yet there seemed to be something
pleasant in the very strength of the rejection

—a

something of hope for him, which he laid to his

heart, for Susan was now to him the realisation of

all his youthful dreams of beauty and happiness.
As Susan was opening her aunt's door on her

return she was tapped on the shoulder, and on

looking round saw her aunt had followed her.

She had no time to speak, for her aunt thrust her

back, uidocked the door, and then stood with

arms akimbo on the threshold.
"
Aunt," said Susan,

" won't you let me in ?
''

" I'm no aunt to thee now, thou trash. I gav'
thee fair waruin', an' I looked ower it t' llrst time,

but thou'rt as bad as t' rest. Don't speak to

me !

"
raising her voice, and hurrying on with

increased passion.
' '

I saw it wi' my own eyes.
I saw him cuddle thee an' kiss thee, thou imsaved

sinner ! Thou won't bide peaking. Thou never

sets foot in this house again."
' '

Oh, you will not turn me out at nights-only
till morning."

"I do not turn thee out. A bargain's a bar-

gain, an' I should be a liar if I brak' my word an'

let thee in, an' thou'lt be as bad if thou brake

thine. Thou hast turned thysel' out. Go to him.

Nay, nay, I won't ha' thee. The curse of Ood is

on thee, an' will be on thy—"

"Stop!" screamed Susan. "You shall not

say that. I may be foolish, but sinful I am not.

If you can think that thought of me, I will not

enter your house again. Good night."
She walked rapidly away. Her aunt stood at

the door looking after her, wrapped her anns in

her apron and folded them on her breast, and

then walked after Susan to the top of the lane,

and there listened until Susan's footstejis died

awaj\ She then slowly returned home, fastened

her door, and took her old seat before the lire.

She did not sit long. She rose and walked up
I

and down, "tidying things." The few tritling

!
articles belonging to Susan which she foimd she

' put carefully away, and, as she did so, furtively

wiped her eyes, and then coughed vehemently as

I

if to convince herself that the necessitj' for having

j

done so arose entirely from physical causes. When
she had no longer anything which she could set

in order, she again seated herself.

The room was now almost dark, the fire having
burnt down. "She's a bonnie lass," muttered

she,
" an' it wor pleasant to see her. But all her

bonnie looks were wor nor the tilthy rags of per-

sonal holiness. She's one of the lost I hav' little

doubt, an' so it doesn't matter what becomes on
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her. It wor no use gettin' to be fond on lier when attained, tbe fruit rots and drops—the building
I had iu> cliance o' seein' her in the next j)lace, becomes a ruin—

" whose only business is to perish."
an' so she's better goan. 1 dare say it wor a

tcniiiting o' the Bad One to niak' me mak' an idol

on her, but I resisted him, an' now young Harry
Beiitley will hav' it all his own way. Nay, nay,
not so ! if he don't do t' raight thing by her, he
shad suffer for't. I'll be to him as that other

woman of God wor to Sisera. He shan't crow
ower me nor mine. An' she be lost in t' next

world, more cause to gi'e her some'at in this.

Poor bairn, I'd hav' kep' her, but I fancied it wor
a sin. (jO(1 forgi'e me if I'm wrang, but no—I

can't hev made a mistak'."

(To be continued.)

KUKEMBEEG.
N a summer
so severe as the

one which is

now something
more than past,
the ardour for

Alpine climbing
flags, except in

the very har-
dened tourist.

Yet the long
vacation and
the recess of
P ar liament
have to be
bridged over,
and travel of

some sort must
be accomplish-
ed. It is o.i

imp ortance,
therefore, to
find places in

Europe where
one may be dry and yet interested

; cities, for ex-
ample, like Nurembeig, which, lying a little out of
the mam track, are, exactly in proportion to that
deviation, less visited by summer jjilgrims in their
annual search after health and relaxation, or their
flight from ennui.

Nuremberg, or Nurnberg, is far from being
beautifully situated. Its ndourar/e is flat. The
level landscape, however, allows the tall spires of
Its churches to be seen from a distance, and, on a
nearer approach, displays the towers which j.ro-tect Its wall, one hundred and twenty in number,as well as the castle, and the buihlings of inferior
height. Neither has Nuremberg, within, that pic-
turesque crowcUng together of houses which is
necessitated in many walled towns, and which
imparts to Rouen such antique beauty and Prout-
Jike effect. It is better to make tl.ese two preli-
minary remarks, lest when visited for the first
time by those who think they know the appear-ance of the city well by report, a slight feeling of
disappointment be felt, a hidden want, arising
from the open and scattered plan of the town, com"
pared with fancy's more romantic presentation.It 18 with architecture as it is with pears. There
IS an hour of perfect ripeness. After that is

It is difficult to lay the finger on the exact line
of demarcation, because none exists in reality.

Dormer Window, Nuremberg.

"U^ho, for instance, can say precisely when the

impercei'tibly increasing emhoirpoint ceases to add
fuller beauty to woman ? Who can tell the very
measure of love, when—

" Altbo' it could not live with less,

The heart would burst with more ?"

We cannot decide theoretically, but we know
intuitively ; and, knowing, we desire to arrest that

Oriel Window, Xureraberg.

mellow stage of the pear, the abbey, the figure, and
the afl'ections. which is aesthetically the best.
Now it is the especial happiness of Niirnberg to

have arrived at ripeness, and to have had "the
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agency of decay arrested. Time looks kindly on
this dry Venice, and the shadow of his hand

panses on the dial of Ahaz. Venice has changed
mnch in the last twenty years fi-om the decay of

buildings, the erection of new houses, and the

introduction of railways. If, unhai)i)ily, it shoidd
be her fate to undergo a siege or l>ombardment
hi the approaching struggle, how will her remain-

ing glories be quick!}' dispersed !

"Death seems to have forgotten ?(s," said the

younger of the two French octogenarians.
"
Kings

have forgotten me," Nuremberg whispers. And
truly the iconoclast has made a strange omission,
and with an unwonted tenderness has spared both

public and domestic architecture, and left them to

their own calm decay.
It greatly redounds to the honour of the late

King of Bavaria, that he did so much to pre-
vent the inroads of modern Vandalism in this

ancient city.

The same care is continued at the present
moment in the conservation of this great memorial
of 23ast ages. The railway station is placed out of

sight from the town, and, whilst it is excellently

ada])ted to its proper purpose, it is made to har-

monise and almost to sympathise in its careful

architecture with the city to which it conducts.

The journey hither from Frankfort, passing Wlirz-

berg and Bamberg, occupies nearly eiuht hours.

There is a delay at the latter place of almost an
hour—a stoppage too long for mere purposes of

refreshment, whilst it does not afford time for the

tourist to go up to the town and see its cathedi'al.

The first part of the route produces a very agree-
able impression of Bavaria, the old Hercynian
forest clothing hill and dale for many miles, and

pleasant villages and sun-inviting vineyai-ds giving
a changing interest to the journey. The scenery
from Aschaffenberg to the tunnel at Laufach is

particularly fine. The wide plain through which
the Maine runs being reached, the beauty of the

country is lost, only, however, to give place to

pleasant anticipation, as the venerable spires of

churches and the towers of the castle of Nuremberg
begin to appear on the horizon. Then we ask

ourselves whether we shall feel the iisual disap-

pointment which the first sight of a real object

produces in displacing the image of it previously
formed in the mind, and long cherished there.

Will the houses be high enough, the streets suf-

ficiently close, the stones ])roi)erIy crumbled, to

identify the reality with our T)icture ? In fact,

will the peculiarities and beauties which we have
heard for years to exist, be sufficiently compact and
without interval to allow us to say at once,

' ' Yes !

this is the Nuremberg of our fancy's limning."
With the majority of visitors, the response to such

questions will be in the affirmative, as they drive

through the gates into the town, and are imme-

diately presented with gables and toureVes. oriels,

and roofs rough with dormer-windows, sufficiently
crowded to'jether in this locality and unmixed
with any modern buildings.

It is quite clear that the patrician and inferior

burghers of this once proud and [lowerful free city
had their dwellings built with a direct view to

beauty ; and used ornament, not as the humhle
handmaid of utility, but as an equal or a sister,

walking \vith her hand in-haiul. What, for ex-

ample, led to the erection of such an oriel as that

belonging to the house opjiosite St. Sebald's church,
except an abstract love of the beautiful in art ?

It was the residence of the Nuremberg ])oet

Pfinzing, author of the " Theuerdank." and is

now occu])ied l)y the jiastor of the jjarish. His
two fair daughters were sitting in their bower—
" not unseen,"—as we scaimed its outward enrich-

ment of bas-relief and its interior vaulting ; and

they formed by no means an unpleasing feature
in the picture. Ornament, indeed, appears to

constitute a ])art of all the houses. Ent-iclimeut

of form had become endemic in the city, and could
not be omitted in the construction of public and

private buildings. In the courts and galleries of

the Rath-haus are many interesting specimens of

carved wood, and we found almost tlie same

2)atterns, having certainly the same date, in a
second staircase of the antiquated but comfortable

hotel, the lied Horse (Rother Ross). The house is

indeed a good instance of a domestic building of

the 15th century. Its corridors are decorated
with numerous large pairs of deer's antlers. Its

front is very plain and unattractive, but the house
has the advantage of commauding a view of St.

Sebald's church.

The river Regnitz, running through the city,
divides it into two pretty equal parts or quarters ;

and these take their names respectively from the

two great churches, St. Sebald's and St. Laurenz.
The stream is spanned by numerous bridges, and
is parted into two channels by an island, occupied
by the Trodel market, a sort of permanent fair,

the stalls and booths of which seem innumerable.

Tlie market has existed there from ancient times;

and, no doubt, the fluttering of its cheap ribbons,
its toys, and comestibles, have from age to age
drawn thither the same crowd of purchasers which

frequents its rows and alleys at this day. Whether
the wares were good we cannot say, but the prices
of commodities struck us as decidedly moderate,
and as if those inland clia])raen had been univer-

sally seized with the determination " to meet the

times." At other parts of the river's course high
wooden houses overhang the water, anil their

picturesque fronts, reflected in the stream, show

double, house and shadow.

Nuremlterg has long possessed the distinction

of being the great toy manufactory of Europe.*
One feels surprised, therefore, at the small number
of toys visible in the town. A single London
street would make a greater display than the whole

cit3^ But thus it is with most things in which

huge London comes into com[)etition with other

capitals ; its proportions are so gigantic that it

eclipses its competitors even in their own speci-

alities. But Nuremberg has not confined its

inventive reputatiou to toys. Its ((JG'^i *s the first

watches were named, made it famous for inge-

nuity. Here was erected the first chain bridge.

Playing cards were invented, or at any rate made,

here, in 1380. The first European p:i]icrniiU was

set up here in 1S90, perhaj^s to facilitate the card

manufacture. The first canons were C'S* in

Nuremberg in 135G; the first wire-drawing machine

set uj) in 1360
;
the first gnnlocks made in 1517 ;

See OSCB A Wkek, vol. i., p. 533.
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the comi)Osition now called brass, was discovered

here ill looO ;
the air-gun invented in loGO

;
and

Denncr produced the lirst clarionet in 1690.

For several centuries Nuremberg was an

Imperial residence. Even now, the suite of rooms

litted lip in the castle for the King of Bavaria,
would not be a despicable residence for a monarch

making short visits, without a large and costly

retinue. In the Middle Ages, this important Free

City was governed by an oligarchy ;
and a Council

of eight seems to have lorded it over their fellow-

townsmen, not without a spice of arrogance.
Po\\fr and secrecy made them cruel ; and the dark

passages and chambers of the Kath-haus mnst
often have listened to helpless and agonising

groans of prisoners subjected to torture, and
afterwards consigned to the OuhUeites. Subterra-
nean ways led from this same town-hall beyond
the city walls, for the unobserved exit and
entrance of the council, or of jnisoners.

In walking through the town, denuded now of

pride and power, rich only in memories and
material relics, the ^dsitor will be struck by a

peculiar duality about it. Its two great churches
have a considerable similarity. Each has two spires
of equal height, and both have the pecidiarity
of the chancel being much higher than the nave.
The churches belong to the Lutheran congre-
gations ; and owing to the great moderation
which here marked the coming in of the Reformed

Religion, altars, and roods, and triglyphs, niches
and saints, and many of the other symljols of the
Koman Catholic faith, remain untouched. The
Eoman commimion occupy the Egidienkirche and
the Fraueiikirche : the latter possesses a magni-
ficent west front and doorway, and near it, in
the marketplace, stands The Beautiful Fountain,a high and e aborately carved cross, decorated
with figures of the world's worthies, and supply-
ing water to that quarter of the town. It is to
be regretted that round this noticeable church

Sn'n-
'^

f Pf
asitic growth of shops and staUs,

chnging to Its lower walls, which detracts muchfrom Its beauty. It would require the stroua file

Street iu Nuremberg.

of public opinion to scrape away this rust of

prescriptive rights.
The two great chm-ches create a rivalry of

interest in the visitor's mind. St. I.aurenz, on
the south side, is the larger, as well as the older
edifice. It is particularly rich in its glass, and
possesses the remarkable work of Adam Kraft,
the Sacrameuts-Htiuslein, a spiring canopy in stone,
climbing upwards, as it were, against one of the
pillars, and then gracefully bending its extreme
point at the springing of the arch, like some tall

grown plant that has reached the roof of a green-
house. The same conceit is seen in the canojy of
the pulpit iu Antwerp Cathedral. Equal in
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beauty, perhaps, though of less size, is St.

Sebald's Church ; and according to the principle
of equality we have mentioned, it encloses Peter

Vischer's Shrine of the Saint to whom the Church
is dedicated, a design in bronze and silver, of

elaborate workmanship and rare beauty. The
outsides of these churches are adorned with

carxdngs of Crucifixions, Assumptions, Marriages
of the Virgin, &c., and the so-uamed Bride's door

of St. Sebald's represents in the mouldings of

either side the five wise and the live foolish

virgins. There is a well-preserved specimen of

A. Diirer in this church.

The Lutheran religion, which has ajipropriated
these highly decorated edifices, as the hermit-crab

ensconces itself in some rich voluted shell, is singu-

larly stiff and unornate. A marriage in St.

Sebald's church illustrated this. A j'ouiig soldier

in his blue regimentals dragged in his betrothed by
the hand. She was plainly dressed in black silk,

with a black head-dress. The pastor, standing
before the altar (on which, by the way, were

lighted candles), had nothing white about him
except his bands. On one side stood the pre-
sumable father-in-law, in sable suit, on the other
a sexton or oHicial, with a Ijlack funereal cloak

reaching from the neck to the heels. No ring
was given and received ; the clergyman united his

address and prayer in one unkueeling speech, and
then the husband dragged his bride into the

outer world in the same manner as at their

entrance.

House of jUbert Diirer.

The Burg, or castle, and the Rath-haus are the

two most important buildings of the secular order.

The castle is highly irregular in design, conforming
itself to a rock which forms part of the outline of

the town, and it holds a commanding ])osition.

In its court-yard is a lime-tree which has seen out

seveia centuries. Its top has been lost, and its

bole is plastered over to keep it from further

decay. ROund it have recently been set up four

well-executed figures in bronze. Here, too, is a

well, in depth 300 feet, and on which the garrison
in the castle depend entirely for their supply of

water. A chapel in the tower, of Transition-Nor-

j lan style, and another chapel superimposed on it,

a le latter used l)y the Imperial occupant, are highly

interesting. The Rath-haus covers a lai-ge space.

Its facade is in Renaissance, but it encloses the

older hall of the city. Here the tendency of the

place is seen,— always eminently conservative.

This hall is a very fine room, and is adorned with

some frescoes of A. Diirer and an imitator.

The most cherished names connected with Art

in Nuremberg are those of Wohlgemuth, and his

greater pupil, Albrecht Durer ;
both painters, and

the latter a carver in wood and stone besides. Dii-

rer's house is carefully preserved, and tho\igh not

handsome or interesting externally, is one of those

lions which a visitor had better die than not go

and see. The city also honours the name of Adam

Kraft, a sculptor of great power and wonderful
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diligence ;
Peter Vischer, who worked in metals

;

Hans Saclis, a cobbler and poet, who produced,

iiitti- alia, more ]>lays than any writer except Lope
de Vega ; and who was conse(|Ucntly always going

beyond his last: and Alclchior Plinzing, who sat in

the pretty oriel at St. Sebald's, mentioned above,

and wasted a good deal of time there (at least this

is our o])iiiion) in writing the long poem called

"Theuerdank." Also is entitled to great praise

the anonymous inventor of the Schone Brunnen.

The churchyard of St. John's, outside the town

must be visited, and the Dolorous Way leading
thereto from the Pilate's House within the city.

How Martin Ketzel travelled to Jerusalem twice

to take measurements of the true Via Dolorosa,

and employed Adam Kraft to execute the Stations,

can be read in Murray. The way terminates in a

Calvary, also the work of Kraft. Six of the

Stations are in tolerable preservation, but some-

what weather-worn : others have been defaced or

taken away.
St John's Clnirch in the cemetery is a small

and beautiful gothic building. In the burial-place
are about 3,500 graves, covered by thick masses
of stone, on most of which are bronze tablets,

effigies and inscrijitions, with dates and armorial

distinctions
; whilst wreaths of living flowers and of

ivimortelles are plentifully strewed on the tombs.
Some of the dates reach back 500 years. Among
this crowd of dead lies Albert Diirer.

Visiting God's Acre on a September afternoon,
and walking slowly back to the walled city, some im-

pressions of tenderness stole into the heart. That
city, which was once so "

full of stirs," now quiet,
still industrious, descended from its proud, defiant

tlirone, stood there with its gates stretched wide,
"
Open unto the fields and to the sky."

Age has, with hoar hairs, bestowed on it the

greater blessing of a calm and peaceful decadence.
It seems to have attained "the philosophic mind."
Its children love it, and dwell with honest pride
on the deeds of its manhood, the trophies of which
are piled around. Let us hope that the great
captains and conquerors of our own and of every
future day will leave Nuremberg in its well-
merited repose ; and that

"—An old age serene and bright,
And lovely as a Lapland night,
^fay lead it to its grave." Berni.

THE LEGEND OF THE REDBREAST.
"There is a little bird, mamma,

Upon our holly-tree.
And with his twinkling great black eyeHe looks so shy at me.

"I love that little bird, mamma,
So gentle and so still.

To see him pluck the berries bright
Between his slender bill.

'

"That he is God's 'own bird,' mamma,
1 on very oft have said :

^Vhy is Ids little eye so
bright,

His little breast so red ?"

"It is a pretty tale, my child,
Torae stand beside my knee

And I will tell n.y little Kate'
Bed Robin's

history.

"When Jesus for my little girl

And all his children died,

By wicked men unto the cross.

Nailed fast and crucified
;

"Til ere came a gentle little bird,

Who, with his efFoits weak,
Piuck'd one from out the 'crown of thorns'

Within his tiny beak.

" And as hepuU'd, the crimson stream.
The holiest and the best.

Flowing from where the tliorn had been,
Stain'd Kobin's downy breast :

"So ever when the snow comes round
To end the wintry year,

Perch'd high ui on tha holly-bough
The Redbreast warbles char.

"No other songster on the spray
At Christmas time is heard

;

But when the Saviour's birth we keep
We hear ' The Saviour s bird.'

"

AsTLEY H. Baldwin.

PUTTING UP THE CHRISTMAS.

What mirth, what lightness of heart and
harmless fun begin, when in every house the

ensign of Old Christmas—dark green and ver-

milion—is set up amid sly jokes and merry
laughter. We -will lay a harmless wager that hid
in that thick bough the misletoe peeps forth in a

most convenient position for the due performance
of the mystic rite attached to its worship. Why
is it that the girls are always found thus feather-

ing Cupid's darts behind the scenes in this flagrant
manner ? Ten to one but they will give their

handiwork a wide berth in the most coquettish
manner the moment that tiresome Charley or

impudent Fred prepares to accept their invitation

in the best possible spirit ; and ten to one that

before the dance is over, they will, by pure acci-

dent, of course, be passing close beneath its

mirth-giving shade. Long may the holly flourish,
and long may its bright red berries laugh from its

midst, as fair hands and bright eyes weave them
into pleasant man-traps.

Meantime the younger folk have been busy
with the Christmas Trees. The children of the
dark pine forest have of late been pressed into the

service of Old Father Christmas. Torn from their

bleak hill-sides, and abstracted from the monotonous

long-drawn iiles of the nursery gardens, how they
must be astonished to find themselves suddenly
placed in the midst of a mob of bright-eyed chil-

dren, laden to the very tips of their branches with
sweets and packets, and btirdened with the light
of a hundred twinkling tapers.

But we elder ones also have our Christmas Tree
on a larger scale. The great city decorates and

lights up and holds out its million hands with pre-
sents suitable for the season. It is interesting to
watch the slow degrees by which the advent of

Old Father Christmas is made knoM'n. The grocer,
for weeks before, makes preparations. His win-
dows are burdened with hills of currants

;
a desert

of brown sugar si)reads away into the interior
there is an attempt at modelling the human forff

divine, in the shape of a man constructed of
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dropsical-looking citron stuck upon two cinna-

mon legs. But art has penetrated even into tlie

domain of the grocer in the shape of bonbon
cases from Paris, in which sweets to the taste are

daintily wrapped up in sweets to the eye. The

grocer is speedily followed Ijy the bookseller. His

window becomes a blaze of colour. By some mys-
terious process, every book that has failed to attract

during the year is furliished up for the delectation

of the laughing ])ubHc at Christmas. It really
is astonishing the number of articles which pushing
tradesmen believe .Jolin Bull can be gulled into

purchasing at Christmas time. His jiocket is sup-

})osed to be like the clown's at Astley's, into which

every conceivable thing may be ]>oked. One burgla-
rious Christmas, we remember seeing in a shop win-

dow, a group of life-preservers flanked with blun-

derlnisses, with a ticket underneath, inscribed
" Presents suitable for the season." It is clear

John Bull, when he has had a good dinner at this

season, must go out into the streets and buy right
and left, for the mere i)Ieasure of bleeding a pletho-
ric purse. As the great day approaches, the

butcher's shop begins to be a centre of attraction.

We thought that the theory of turning good beef

and mutton into so much suet had been ex-

ploded, but a walk about town during Christmas

week convinces us that j'our jolly butcher is not

going to give in to common sense qiiite so speedily.
But we must not pause at this season to pick

holes in the "Roast Beef of Old England."
Neither must we inquire too curiously into the

quality of "
line old crusty port at 2.s'. 9(Z.," which

^oes to make merry the hearts of middle-class

jondon.

Teetotalism at this season is moody, and refuses

to be comforted. Towards Christmas Day the

pictures of
"

frightful examples
" exhibited in the

windows grow more exaggerated than ever
;

the

drunkard beats his wife with tenfold violence ;
and

we observe that the anatomical plate of the spirit-

drinkers stomach is more than usually inHauied.

But we have no space for joking, nor incli-

nation for controversy now ; we have grounds of

sympathy even with the toast-and water mora-

list. Even he will help us to hang up the

misletoe ; and we wish him and all our readers

a merry Christmas !
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LAST WEEK
The intelligence from China which was pub-

lished in London on Satnrday last was satisfactory

enough in a political sense. The march upon

Pekin, and the military occupation of that great

city, which had been represented by certain of

our jinblic men as enterprises most dangerous,

and dillicult of accomplishment, have been actu-

ally achieved. The Emperor of China has fled to

the northwai-d, and has left our negotiators to

deal with the municipal authorities of Pekin in

place of his own ministers. This is much as

though Queen Victoria had fled to the Scotch

Highlands, and left the Lord Mayor of London to

settle matters with the leaders of an invading
force which had actually succeeded in taking pos-

session of the metropolis of the British empire.

This last subterfuge in action will be of as little

avail, in the long run, as any of the diplomatic
shifts and evasions which preceded it. It is the

act of a debtor, who, instead of facing the impor-

tunity of his creditor, runs away ; or, if not this,

it is as though a man should commit suicide in

order to evade the chances of a fight. It seems

that the Allied Armies must be content to occupy
Pekin throughout the winter—but at least we

may comfort o\irselves with the reflection that

this can scarcely prove Sebastopol over again.
This time we are within—not without—the walls

of the city. There is shelter. The ordinary mea-
sures which have been taken by the Chinese

themselves for victualling Pekin during the winter

will also suffice for the French and English troops.
There is food, and for the same reasons clothing is

also to be procured ujion the spot. Eeiuforce-

ments of men and additional sup|)lies of the miini-

tions of war wiU no doubt be forwarded without

delay to the scene of action. Although the stormy
seas of the north of China wiU scarcely admit,

during the winter season, of the presence of a
naval force in those waters, the basis of operations

upon the coast appears to have been secured, and
the communication between the sea-board and the

capital is easy, is open, and is short.

There is, however, a very painful drawback
to the satisfaction with which this intelligence
would otherwise have been received. Six of
our countrymen have been captured, not in war,
nor in the course of warlike operations, by the
Chinese, and as yet the fate of two is unknown.
As we are precluded by considerations of space
from discussing this subject in our present num-
ber, we will defer all remark upon it until next
week. Indeed, sorrow and indignation at the
possible murder of Captain Anderson and Mr. De
Norman (if we are to credit the story brought
back by the Sikhs), and our apprehensions for
the fate of Captain Brabazon and Mr. Bowlby, to

say nothing of the miserable story of the captivity

of Mr. Parkes and Mr. Loch, would scarely permit
an Englishman as yet to speak of these Chinese
matters in a calm and temperate spirit. The
facts themselves are but half known, and, as com-
municated thus far, they leave us a prey to all

manner of perplexities. Under what circumstances

did our countrymen surrender to the Tartar brute

who commands the Chinese armies ? Were they
together at the time, and were they separated
afterwards ? or were they captured by twos and

threes, and, separated from the first, did they
endure apart their indignities or their fate ? Of
Mr. Parkes and Mr. Loch it is said that they do
not know where the rest of the captives were

;

but suppose them still to be with San-ko-lin-sin's

army, and whether in or out of Pekin was un-
known to them. From this we are rather inclined

to infer that the six English captives had lost

sight of each other before Mr. Parkes made his

api)eal to the Tartar general. jSIr. Parkes could

speak the language of the enemy ;
he could

urge at once, with the energy of a man plead-

ing for dear life, all the considerations of policy
which entitled him and his companions to humane
treatment, if appeals to the honour of the Tartar
ruffian to allow them to return were in vain.

If Mr. Parkes failed signally
—if the only answer

was a treatment at once contumelious and
cruel—what hopes may we cherish as to the
treatment of those who had not Mr. Parkes's

facilities, but were left to combat in hopeless
silence against the obduracy of their captors ?

We are told that two of them succumbed at last

to the exhaustion inflicted on them by insufficient

food, by lacerating bonds, and other inhuman
toi'tures. We are left to our imagination to infer

what the latter may have been, and to picture
two of our countrymen sinking slowly, perhaps
by the most atrocious cruelties, almost in reach of

our triumphant forces. There is, however, a
bare possibility, to which the " Times "

adverts,
that even they may be still living, and that
the Sikhs may have brought us back a lying
report. As regards Captain Brabazon and Mr.

Bowlby, apparently nothing whatever is known.
There is no reason why tliey may not be still in

captivity at some distance from Pekin
; or, better

hope still, they may have been already released,
and we may learn this welcome intelligence by
the next mail. The interest which attaches
to their particidar fate is the greater, from the
entire obscurity in which it is hidden, and we feel

on their behalf a deeper anxiety, because we can
entertain a more reasonable hope. Encouraged by
the "Letters from Head-quarters" which are

now publishing at the very moment we are

closing our third volume, we are rejoiced to hope
yet, with some confidence, that they may eat
their Christmas dinner with their comrades in

Pekin.
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