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NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

GAINS LOST AND LOSSES GAINED.
By Ilorace SmitH, Esq.

‘Wisk is the Millionaire, who, while

He basks in Fortune’s golden smile,
Accounts her wealth a burthen,

Distrusts so false and blind a guide,

And dines off plate with no more pride,
Than if his ware were carthen.

Still wiser he, who, losing all,
Cau philosophically fall,
And gegolutely nerve his
Mind to mect his alter’d fate,
Dining off delf with zest as great,
As from ]‘ﬁs silver service.

The storm-toss’d mariner, who flings
His cargo overboard, and brings
To port his lighten’d vessel,
With pity views the laden barque,
Still doom’d, amid the tempest dark,
With winds and waves to wrestle.

Thus may the ruined Merchant, moored
In port, regard the lowg endured
And desperate exertion
Of him, still floating, all aghast,
Who struggles, but must yield at last,
To shuddering submersion.

Our fears of ill by far exceeg
The ill we fear, for croakers feed
On miseries ideal,
Suspense removed, the mind re-acts,
And men, who quailed at fancied facts,
Will boldly face the real.
Jan.—wvoL. LXXXII. NO. CCCXXV. B



Gains Lost and Losses Gained.

The merchant who succumbs to fate,
With honour all inviolate,
In this o’erwhelming ecrisis,
More honoured from his overthrow,
Resembles the untainted snow,
Which, as it falls, still rises.

Happy ! who, losing all his pelf,

Has found that greater prize —himself,
Who, taught that Fortune’s chalice

May from his lips be dashed—depends

On those endowments, aims, and ends,
That laugh at all her malice.

Once poorly rich, now richly poor,
Dis-acred man! a harvest sure,

From thine own mind thou reapest,
For all that gives our life its zest,
The pleasures sweetest, dearest, best,

Are evermore the cheapest.

Experience-taught, from rashness free,
Beware! and if the merchant sea
Thy course thou wquldst renew in,
Twixt Scylla and Charybdis steer,
Nor let gain’s Syrens tempt thine ear,
And lure thee to f"resh ruin,

Thus, their past errors all atoned,

Our merchant-princes, now unthroned,
May win their former stations,

Building new fortunes, slowly gain’d,

But ne’er o’erthrown, because sustain’d
On solid, sure foundations.

And England’s self, in trial’s hour,
Rousing her undiminish’d power,
Her giant litmbs still plastic,
Shall from the passing pressure rise,
With fresh develop’d energies,
And higher bound elastic. *

Yest—spite of all external foes,
*Despite the many inward £hroes

That fiercely have o’erswept her,
All-conquering England, as of old,
With unenfeebled grasp shall hold

Her world-compelling sceptre.
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LA CAMICIA RAPITA.
l’n I'

d mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here ?
Wgat'e this? Asleeve? °
Taming of the Shrew.

) L

“Iris a very extraordinary thin'g, Susan, that the laundress never will
send },lome my things right. Every week there is sure to be some mis-
take.’

“I’m sure_I'm very sorry, mem ! Ialways desires her to be so particular.”

“ She seems to pay no attention then to what you say to her. Last
week she lost one of my best cambric handkerchiefs ; the week before
she could not account for that pretty fickw, and now there’s another
article missing.”

““ Indeed, mem! Why I counted the linen over when it came home,
and it quito agreed with the bill. I'm sure the number was all right.”

“The number—-—,yes—perhaps so ;—but what do you call #kés? This
thing certainly can’t be mine. It looks as if it belonged to a man!”

“Good gracious me, mem, and so it does! Well, Inever! As sure
as I live, it’s a gentleman’s—what’s-his-name. How could it have got
there ?”

“«Through the woman’s carelessness, of course. Look at it, Susan, and
see if there’s any name or mark upon it that you may discover whose
it is.” )

“Oh dear me, mem, I should not like to touch it. I knows nothing

about gentlemen’s wearing apparel.”
 You know my things from other people’s, I hope. Stuff and non-

sense, do as I tell you. I dare say it belongs to the person’s husband.”

“Oh no, mem, that it can’t. They’re very poor people, mem. He
couldn’t afford to wear any thing half so good asthis. Look at the fine-
ness of the linning, mem, and then the frill is real Bristles lace !” :

¢ Indeed !—it’s marked, I suppose.”

« Oh, yes, mem, here in the corner. Gracious goodness, if it ain’t a
crownet most beautifully worked, and the letter Nander it. T6 think of

that 1"’
“ A coronet indeed ! and the letter N! Do you know whb she washes

for?”
¢¢ Oh dear me, no, mem,—I nevef asked such a question.”

¢« Well, make a point of asking mow. 7Take the thing away and be
sure you desire Mrs. Jones—if that’s her name—to take it back directly,
and send home my proper garment. It's perfectly ridiculous.”

The above colloquy took place one morning in the dressing-room of
Mrs. Trevelyan, a very pretty young widow who ogcupied the first and
second floors of 53, Harley-strget. In early life—when barely eighteen—
she had made a mariage de convenance, “or rather it had been made for
her, for she had no voice in the matter, an uncle, upon whom she
depended being the sole arbiter of her fate. The gentleman who
her, in spite of his sixty years and disparities not less remarkable than
age, looked forward to a long life of happiness with the beautiful Ethe~

B2



4 La Ca‘nicz'a Rapita.

linde Maltravers, and such was the charm of her disposition, and the
natural sweetness of her temper, that he might not perhaps have been
deceived, but for one of those accidents to which ﬂesE is unfortunately
heir to, and which grow thicker round our path as it draws nearer to the
goal : the fact is, he died one day of influenza, after a brief union of
little more than a year.

That he was sincerely attached to Ethelinde, the manner in which he
disposed of his property made sufficiently clear. Tic Bt her sole execu-
trix, and the succession® consisted of g, fine landed estate in Devonshire,
and the sum of twenty thousand pounds in the Three Per Cents. But
Mrs. Trevelyan did not come into the property without opposition ; the
will was disputed by the nearest male rclative, and a law-suit was the conse-
quence. This was the cause of her being in atemporary residence in London
at the time when the preceding conversation ocenrred, for had she consulted
her own inclination her footsteps would never have wandered in the month
of June from her beautiful groves and gardens at T'orcombe, in spite of
the attractions of the London season. In London, however, she was ; and
much of her time was taken up in interviews with lawyers and men of
business, so that except a late drive in the park, or an occasional party to
dinner, or at the opera, Mrs, Trevelyan saw little of the gay lifein which
she was so well qualified, both by nature and accomplishments, to shine.
Of the claimant to her late husband’s estates, she knew nothing more
than that he was a young man of rank who, like many of his-class, was
in want of money to mcet expenses and rclieve incumbrances, and she
believed he was abroad, though probably hastening homeward as the
period drew near for bringing the law-suit, ip. which he had embarked by
the advice of friends, to a close. Though naturally unwilling to forego
all the advantages of her position, which she had gained by her own
exemplary conduct, and conscious at the same time that her retention of
Mr. Trevelyan's bequest was no ruinous deprivation of the rights of the
next heir, %the]inde would willingly have agreed to an amicable com-
promise, by the advance of any reasonable sum of money to meet the
alleged necessities of the young nobleman her antagouist. But the
affair was so entirely in the hands of the lawyers that no opportunity
offered of proposing terms to the principalpand, moreover, Mrs. Trevelyan
was so uncertain of his ¢ whereabouts” that she could find no direct
means of communicating with him.

Matters were, therefore, left to take their course.

il

; Why, what, o’ devil's name, tailor, call’st thou this ?— Taming of the Shrew.

HALF-PAST seven was striking by the clock of St. James's Chureh, as
Lord Norham dismounted at the foot of the steps leading into the Al-
bany in Piccadilly. After glancing admiringly at the beautiful thorough-
brefly bay which he had ridden, and examiging, with some care, one of the
animal’s shoulders, which seemed less glossy than the rest of his coat,
Lord Norham patted the “ poor fellow” on the neck, and with a word of
instruction counsigned him to his groom, and went in to dress for dinner.

. *“ This,” he said, as he walked towards letter D., where he was housed
1 g friend’s chambers; ¢ this is one of the great discomforts of civilised
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life! To be compelled to put on a formal dress for the hours which offer the
greatest enjoyment ; to case one’s self up in a starched cravat and stiff coat
when inclination wduld lead one rather to throw both aside. These are
amongst the penalties one must pay for living in the society of great
cities. Oh, the unspeakable comfort of wearing the loose, easy robes of
the East, or the negligé of the shores of the Mediterranean! Oh, the
delicious nights on the roof-tops of Daigascus, on the deck of my own
Gulnare, or in the patios of Grenada! What a contrast to the fettered:
existence to which I have been compelled to return! But, unluckily, one
canobtain nothing in this world without money, and money I certainly want.
I wish I could have lingered through another winter in Malta, in Greece,
in Sicily, in dearest Naples—anywhere rather than have returned home,
though it is the season! But those friends, those friends—who will take
greater care of your interests than you do yourself, and who make you
follow the customs of the world, accusing you of apathy, djisregard of self-
respect, and want of consideration for otgers, if you fail to adopt their
views or act up to their wishes! But for them I should never have en- -
tered irito this troublesome law-suit. What did it signify to me to whom
my old cousin, Trevelyan, left his money! He had a right to do as he liked
with it, for he madé the greater part of it in India by the sweat of his
brow. And forsooth, because he succeeded to a landless Liouse—all his
patrimony—and made it, by his wealth, the centre of a large estate, the
lawyers must interpose and say that the nearest of kin has a claim. Not
that 1 should have had the shghtest objection to his property if he had
left it to me in his will; on the contrary, for it would have prevented me
from doing what, most likely, I shall be obliged one day to do, marry an
heiress for the sake of her monicy ; but I hate the bare of a law-suit, rip-
ping up all one’s private concerns, and laying them open to the staring pub-
lie, besides a world of misconstruction as to conduct and motives. I know
nothing of Mrs. Trevelyan, but from what I have heard, she always con-
ducted herself very well, and, to say the least of it, she deserved some
compensation for the sacrifice she made in marrying a man so old and
yellow as my cousin, They say, too, she is very pretty ; it's the money
makes people say that, I'll be bound. I'd lay a heavy wager she is not
half so lovely as that fascinating creature who was so frightened to-day in.
the Park. I wonder who she can be! The carriage had only a simple
cypher on the panels, and the servants were in.the plainest possible
livery, but she is certainly somebody ! So much beauty and such dignity
of manner cannot belong to a parvenue. 1t was lucky I rode'up as I did,
or that stupid coachman would decidedly have upset the carriage into the
Serpentine. Lwas afraid Conrad hid hurt his shoulder, as he rusheéd
past the tree into the water, but we got off with a few plunges and splashes.
She looked pale certainly, but when she smiled her thanks-her colour
came back, and even my own loved Damascus roses are not brighter than
the glow on her cheek.’

Lord Norham had by this time reached his apartraents, where his at-
tentive valet-de-chambre, an Italian, who had travelled with him for three
years, was in readiness for his toilet. The young nobleman; in a some-
what abstracted mood, proceeded with his task, but his abstraction was
not so great as to prevent him from making a sudden exclamation when

he had got about half-way through the operation.
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« Why what the devil’s this, Antonio ?” he cried out, abruptly : “I'm
not going to a masquerade!”

« Milor!” ejaculated the astonished valet. ,

¢ Yes, you may well stare; see here! Why it's something you must have
picked up in the Levant. What a ridiculous shape! It looks as if it was
made for a woman !” And Lord Norham, as he spoke, displayed a very
delicately-wrought article of rgiment of the finest linen with a frill run-
ning round the top of the most transparent cambric edged with the richest
Valenciennes lace. It was, moreover, * curiously cut,” so as to give a
very graceful contour to the upper par% of the garment, and a little way
down in the centre appeared two small crimson letters.

“Corpo di bacco!” exclaimed the Italian, who was a married man,
though he led a bachelor's life ; ¢ & una camicia da donna!”

“ A camicia is it ! How the deuce did it get here? You didn’t open
Mr. Percival’s wardrobe by mistake ; that, perhups, would have accounted
for it.”

¢ No, milor! I could not do such ting, for de Signore Percival take
his keys along vid him ven he lend your lorship his shamber.”

“ How came it here then ?”

¢ Upon my vord, milor, I do not know. Perhaps de lavandaja shall
have make some mistake, and send you home some lady’s dress instead of
your own.”

“ Well, you must see about it. Meantime give me something that I
can wear. Curious, to send me such a thing, and you not to take any
notice of it ! It’s very fine looking stuff ?”

¢« Oh, yes, milor, I nevare see noting finer, and my vife, she have a
great deal to do in dis vay at Napoli.” 7

« After all, the shape is a very pretty one. I wonder who the owner
is! I thought I saw sore initials ; what are they ?”

4“”Eccole, due lettere !-~two letters, E. T.—apd some figures, a 2 and
a .

“E. T. 24 |” mused Lord Norbam ; ““I wonder who she is! It would
be worth while trying to find out. I say, Antonio,” he continued,
a8 he finished the bow of his cravat, for in spite of his objections to
modern costume Lord Norham piqued himself on the skill of his tie, an
accomplishment really acquired at Oxford,—¢make a point of asking
the lnundress what the lady’s name is, and, do you hear, don't send the
camicia back till I tell you.”

1 shall’ recollect, milor,” returned Antonio, with a smile. « Your
lorship’s cab is at de door.” And in afew seconds Lord Norham was
whirling through the streets on his ‘way to Grosvenor Square,.the images
of pretty women and pretty garments contending for mastery over the
claims of salmis and suprémes.

III.

- Look to behold this night,
Earth-treading stars, that make the dark heaven light.
Romeo and Juliet.

\,
~.

TruE Duke of Derbyshire gave a concert that night at Derbyshire House,
at which all London was present. Ethelinde was amongst the guests, cha-
peroned by her aunt the Honourable Mrs, Rushworth, It was the first
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great party she had been to since she came to town, for she had refused
to go out generally, pendente lite, but Derbyshire House is an exception to
all rules: no one refuses to go there. It is not merely on account of the
fashion which the duke’s parties confer, the positive agrémens which they
offer, nor the kind and courteous welcome given by the noble host to his
guests, though these are nowhere to be;me¢ with in so great a degree,
but because there is a charm about themy the secret of which has never
yot been discovered, which so completely distinguishes them from all
others. At Derbyshire House the light has no glare, the music no noise,
the flowers breathe perfume only ; every one smiles naturally ; there isno
génc, no crowd ; all wear an aspect of happiness ; and as far as society
alone can make people happy, they are so there.

In spite of the uncertainty of her position, Lthelinde also felt happy.
She was young and beautiful, and the buoyancy of youthful spirits drove
back those phantoms of the future which are ever drawing near to de-
form the prospect with their gloomy shadows. But hers, though she
knew it not then, was an incomplete happiness, for she had not yet
known the pain of loving, and until that pain be felt, happiness is merely
an image reflected in a mirror.  Was she destined to remain long in
this state of ignorance ? A few minutes decided the question.

After listening with rapture to strains of the most exquisite music,
Mrs. Rushworth and Etheliude left the concert-room to wander through
the range of beautiful saloons which extend on either hand, admiring at
every step some charming picture, some perfect piece of sculpture, or
some work of art as rich as it was rare. They had nearly completed the
tour when their progress wag slightly obstructed by the tall figure of a
young man who was leaning thoughtfully in a doorway. The rustling
sound of their dresses, however, recalled his attention, and he drew on
one side to allow them to pass. In doing so, he turned towards them,
and, to Ethelinde’s surprise, she recognised the gentleman who had come
to her assistance that afternoon in the park, and he beheld the lady of
whom, in spite of himself, he had since then been constantly thinking.

Mrs. Trevelyan could do no less than bow in recognition of the
service he had performed, and it was at least a necessity on the part of
Lord Norham to speak.

“I" hope,” he said, “you have not suffered from the flurry—I sup-
pose I must not say fear—which your unmlgy horses excited to-day.”

“ Oh, you areright to think I was afraid,” replied Ethelinde, earnestly,
< for ren.li'y the situation seemed dangerous.”

“I dread, then,” Lord Norham, smilingly returned, ““lest my igno-
rance or awkwardness should have contributed to your alarm.”

“ On the contrary, I feel perfectly certain that, if you had not geized
the horses’ heads the carriage would have been overturned. It was
very kind to venture so much for a mere stranger.”

¢ That was a common impulse, though accident summoned me .to do
what I would most have preferred. But, after allyin society,—in the
world,—there are no strangerss It was decgeed by fate that I s ould meet
Zou here to-night ; the same thing would have happened had we both

een in Rome orin Cairo.” . .

“ Are you so much of a predestinarian P’ laughingly asked Ethelinde.
¢ Does nothing happen but what is pre-ordained ?”

¢ Nothing— of consequence.”
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¢ But what can be more inconsequential than this casual encounter ?”

“ Perhaps only that of this afternoon.”

¢ Nay, there you are wrong. I should be very ungratgful if I ranked
them equally.” e

“ Forgive me, I ought not to have implied any,da‘u"bt s but do not fall
into the error of over-estimating the very trifling service I was so fortu-
nate as to render you.” .

“Your creed ofy fatalism does not, I hope, exclude gratitude from the
list of voluntary efforts !”

“It would be presumptuous to assi‘g'n it so much scope. Fate only
prepares the way; it disposes of those accidents which are material ;—the
mind accomplishes the rest.”’ ’

“ But is not the mind, according to your theory, predisposed ?”

“Yes,—to the reception of a particular theme; but the same cause
often produces very opposite effects. It is like sowing an unknown
seed. The earth fructifies every germ alike, whetiir the plant which is
to spring from it be sweet or bitter, a remedy or a poison.”

“You have examined these things seriously. = Where have you
studied ?” -

* In the East ;—not always in solitude, but often far from the haunts
of men,”

“You have travelled much, then ?” _

“I have seen many places and some varieties of mankind,—but not
en6ugh for the purpose which originally impelled me to travel.”

“ And you have returned with your objects unaccomplished ? What
caused you to relinquish their pursuit ?”

“I believe,” said Lord Norham, looking intently at Mrs. Trevelyan,
“yes, I am sure, it was fate!”

The Honourable Mrs. Rushworth must have been a lady endowed
with great,good nature, or a very rare patience, to have allowed this col-
loquy to endure without offering to interpose a word ; but there are
limits even to feminine forbearance, and now she spoke.

“I see,"” she said, “you are arguing in a circle ;—besides, the Duke is
looking round him, a sign that the music is about to recommence.
Come, Ethelinde, let us go to the concert-room.”

Lord Norham bowed to Mrs. Trevelyan’s graceful inclination as she
passed on ;—I am not sure, even, that their eyes did not meet ; but he
did not attempt to follow,—at least, not then.

“Who i your new acquaintance, Ethelinde ?” inquired Mrs. Rush-
worth ; “he can only have just returned from abroad, for I don’t think I
ever met him before.” ¢

“I am as ignorant as you, aunt, who my deliverer is, and you knoyv
also as much of my adventure.” '

“ He is a very distinguished looking person at all events,” said Mrs.
Rushworth. :

Ethelinde thought he was even something more, but she said nothing.

When the carriages were cplled - that night there was at least one at-
tentive listener in the hall with many pillars wand it was not without a
thrill of pleasure, as he handed Mrs. Rushworth and her fair companion
to their brougham, that Lord Norhani -heard the footman give the word,

“Fifty-three, Harley-street.”
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Iv.

Say, what strange motive, goddess! coul 1
A zvell-bred lordg:o rob a gg:gle belle ? d compe
PopE.

Waen Lord Norham woke on the morning after the concert, the first
word which he uttered was * Ethelinde,, and a long sigh followed the
exclamation. ¢

Antonio, who was in the room, pusied about his usual avocations, hear-
;I}g his master stir, presumed that he spoke to him, and therefore addressed

im :

¢« Milor is awake?” He received @b answer, but continued, * I have
got some news about dat camicia. I have discover-to whom it belong®—
a Vexiy nice lady ! very beautiful, very rich!” .

“Is that you, Antonio ? What aro you talking about? I wish you
would hold your tongue.” )

¢ Oh, very well, milor. I only tought your lordship vould be glad to
know about de camicia.”

“ Hang the camicia,” said Lord Norham, rather petulantly; what
can it signify to me whose it is ?”

«I know vere de lady live, milor.”

¢ And I care nothing about it. If he could tell me what I do want to
know,” he muttered, it would be something to the purpose.”

“ La lavandaja—de vashingvoman—have been here late last night,
milor, and she tell me de owner of de chemise live at Nombare Fifty-tree,
Harlay Strit.” :

% What do you say?” cried Lord Norham, starting up in his bed with
a degree of energy that astonished even the trained Italian, ¢ where!—
what !”

Antonio repeated the intimation.

“ Make haste,” said Lord Norham, “give me my dressing-gown.
Etay, you were speaking of the camicia; you have not sent it back I

ope.”
8 Certamente no, milor. Your lorship say I was to keep him till
furder ordares.”

¢« True—and you have it hero ?”

“ Yas, milor.”

“ Bring it me directly.”

The order was promptly obeyed; and to any one but-a native of a
southern clime, accustomed to vehement demonstrations, the eagerness
with which Lord Norham seized fhe garment, and the thousand kisses
he imprinted on the unconscious linen, would have been matter for never-
ending astonishment. An English valet would have thought of his own
safety, or—if lie had been awake to it—of a commission of linacy.
Antonio merely waited to see how long the passion would last—it was not
quickly over, . .

¢ Ethelinde! Ethelinde !¥ exclaimed Lord Norham; “yes, here is the
dear initial, E. But what does the other letter mean? T !—T! I
beard the name of Rushworth—¢ The Hopourable Mrs. Rushworth’—
that I suppose was her mother. Well, it may be so still: her daughter
by a first marriage—no doubt of it. What grace! what beauty! I
never thought that English women could be so supremely lovely! I
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must find out all about her. I don’t think she is engaged—she did not
look as if another occupied her thoughts. Well, this law-suit has led to
something that the lawyers who devised it never dreamt of. It may
take its own course for what I care, provided I can once more see my .
own, my dearest Ethelinde !”

But the law is more prosaic than even lovers imagine, and Lord Nor-
ham was scarcely dressed before he received a letter from Essex-street,
informing him it was absolutely essential to his interests that he should
attend that morning, at eleven o’clock, ,to meet that eminent counsel, Mr.
Scatterdust, to discuss finally the question of the succession to the estate
of the late Mr. Trevelyan. The letter was signed ¢ Gabriel .Quirk,” and
prayed his immediate attention. '

R What an infernal bore!” he exclaimed, as he threw down the mis-
sive ; I suppose I must attend—indeed, I may as well go there as any-
where else at such an early hour, Of course she is not up yet. Antonio,
desire Stevens to be here with the cab at a quarter tv eleven, and let me
have some breakfast.”

We leave Lord Norham to discuss his meal with such appetite as
love has left him, and return to Harley Street.

It was twelve o’clock, and Ethelinde had not yet left her boudoir,
though she had been up some hours, and the restlessness which haunted
her couch pursued her #hen she quitted it. She had tried to read, but
could not fix her attention on the page, and now she sat at an open secre-
taire, with paper before her and a pen in her hand, but her thoughts
refused to flow, or wandered from the subject of her intended correspond-
ence. Absorbed in a reverie, which, to judge by the sweet serenity of
her features, appeared a happy one, she had suffered some one to tap
twice at her door unregarded, but the third knock roused her attention,
and she bade the intruder come in.

It was Susan, and her countenance bore the signs of recent excitement,
for her colour was high, and her eyes sparkled.

¢ What is the matter, Susan ?” asked Mrs. Trevelyan, calmly. -

I begs your paiding, mem, but I never heard tell of any thing like
it. To go for to keep a harticle of dress like that, and then refuse for
to restore it when perlitely hasked, is one of them things as I can’t bring
myself to understand. He positively ubjeects to send it back, mem !”

“To send what back, Susan ? I really don't know what you mean.”

*“Why, mem, it's all about your apparel, mem. I scolded the
laundress finely yesterday, and she promised to do her best to find it.
She knew at once who the other thing, mem, belonged to—a young
nobleman as is living in the Halbany—and in the evening she went there
and saw my lord’s wally-de-sham, and said as how she supposed there was
some mistake, and that the linning had got mixed. At first he said, in
his gibberish, for Mrs. Jones says ie‘is one of them mad forriners, that
he id.n't know nothink at all about it, but Mrs. Jones says he was a
larfing when he spoke, which convinced her that he know’d where to set
his ands on it, and she begged h?’d be so geod as to look, for that the
lady was-in want of the harticle.”

- “That was very ridiculous,” said Mrs. Trevelyan, blushing as she
spoke. I wish you would finish the stupid story. I am sorry I ever
made any inquiry on the subject.” )

4 Well, mem, Mrs. Jones was only a-doing of what she thought her
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duty, for I'd said to her, ¢ Mrs. Jones,’ says I,  don’t let me see your face
again without that there!’ and so she went again to the Halbany this
morning, and taxed my lord’s wally with ahaving of it ; for she'd been
round to every one as she washes for, and know'd it couldn’t be no-
@Where’s elsg ; and what do you think, mem, was the harnser as the him-
perdent feller give ler ?” .

“Dear me! how can I possibly tell ? To think of having one's
thoughts disturbed by such nonsense as this!”

¢ He said, mem—it’s as true gs I stand here—that his master—my
lord, mem —had locked it up in his own buro, and that he was
ordered to pay for it, for that it wouldn’t be given back to nobody but
the hoaner !” « *

“] never heard of any thing so absurd! And did she really come
away without it ?”

« She was forced to, mem. But she wouldn’t give up the other thing,
no how, mem. The wally larfed and joked in his forrineering manner,
and said, as how it was of no use to you, mem, and that she'd much
better give it up, for that he wanted to wear it his-self, as he was agoing
to the hopperer this hevening ; but Mrs. Jones couldn’t be persuaded to,
and so the trumpery harticle is come back again, mem,]”

“ I must say, I think it very singular conduct,” observed Mrs. Tre-
velyan, compelled by the strangeness of the affair to take some notice of
it. “ Have you any idea of who this young nobleman is? not that it is
of any use knowing; indeed, it would be better not to be acquainted with
his name, except to avoid him if one happened to meet him.”

¢ Oh, yes, mem,—MTrs. Jgnes knows; she did mention it to me, but I
never fpays no attention to gentlemen’s names; I can ask her again,
mem, for she is down stairs now.”

Susan departed on her errand without any opposition from her mistress,
and presently returned with the required information.

¢ Gracious, mem! Would you believe it? Jt's as true as I live, but
the gentleman, mem, is young Lord Norham, poor Mr. Trevelyan's
cousin,” ’

¢ Lord Norham !” said Mrs. Trevelyan, in astonishment. ¢ Imposible,
Susan ; Lord Norham is not in England !” .

¢ Oh, yes, mem,—he is ; he came home about ten days ago; the wally
said it was very sudding, for they was in Italy, Rome, and Naples only,
it might be, about a month since.”

“ That accounts then,” said Mrs. Trevelyan, to herself, “for Mr. Quillet’s
desire that I should remain in towp. Lord Norham carries on a strange
sort of warfare; he not only seeks to deprive me of my estate, but :z:
violent hands on my personal effects. What can he mean by it! O
the rt(if,rriage, Susan gas soon as I am dressed I shall go to Mrs. Rush-
worth’s.”

K V- .
2 1ove 8 frem my only hate.-
/ y only prong v yRomeo and Juliet.

Lorp Normaw’s groom had dismounted, and was crossing the pave-
ment to knoock at No. 53, Harley-street, when a pretty bro'
/a Brougham is pretiy sometimes, despite the association) drove rapidly up
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to the door. Lord Norham recognised not only the mazarine blue car-
riage and the spirited cream-coloured horses ‘that drew it, but caught a
glimpse of their fair owner; and recalling his servant, leapt lightly from
his saddle, and approached the carriage-window. ’ .

“I don’t know why I find myself here without invitationg’ he saidg
‘4but, I am fairly ca.udght in the act, I wished tp pay my respects
to—to—,” he hesitated for a moment, and then, with an cffort, brought
out, ¢ Mrs. Rushworth.”

Ethelinde saw his artifice, and smileg.

¢« My aunt,” she replied, * does not live here. I have just come from
her house in Grosvenor-street.” .

Lord Norham appeared to take no notice of the explanation. _

¢« Allow me,” he said, “to assist you from your carriage, and,” he
added, in a subdued, but earnest, tone,#to cxplain the motive of my
appearance.” ] -~

Ethelinde bowed gravely, accepted his proffered hand, and they entered
the house together. When they reached the drawing-room she took a
chair near one of the windows, and motioned to Lord Norham to sit down
also, for she felt too much agitated to speak. "

He did not, however, accept the invitation, but stood for a few moments,
irresolute, as if uncertain how to commence a conversation which he had
sought in so unusual a manner. At length he spoke.: »

I am sure,” he began,—* that is—I hope—you will forgive the step
T have taken, in presenting myself before you without an introduction ;
but the truth is, I expected to have been able to plead as my apology, a
friendship which I formed in the East with g pelation of Mrs. Rushworth.
Had I known to whom I was speaking last night, before the party broke
up, I should not have been placed in this awkward predicament.”

“Youn have characterised it rightly,” returned Ethelinde, with some
degree of coldness; ¢ the situation is, at least, peculiar.”

¢ I am afraid,” said Lord Norham, advancing a step nearer,—*1I am
afraid I have offended you, and Heaven knows that is the last object of my

* thoughts ; but, what shall I say,—1T could not resist the temptation of
making an inquiry after you this morning, particularly when I was led
to believe that you were the sister of the man who saved my life as I was
travelling last year between Beyrouth and Damascus.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Ethelinde; ¢ were you the Englishman whose
escort fled when attacked by a party of Bedouins in the Lebanon, and
whom my cousin Charles was so fortunate as to rescue ? e wrote to
us about the adventure, but, with the carelesshess that marks every
thing he does, never told us w/o he had assisted, contenting himself wit
saying, that it was a feature of life in the desert which had led to very
agreeable consequences.” .

¢It was no other than m{self to whose aid he came so opportunely, or
I might not have lived to tell the story ; though, after all,” and this was
said with an accent of bitterness,—lifo is, perhaps, a questionable

« Surely not,” observed Ethelinde, “if it enables us to render any—
the slightest service to our fellow-creatures.”

¢ But my life, I fear,” said Lord Norham, “is destined to be & torment
to others, even ageinsy my will. At this very moment, while I am
speaking to you, I am in the act—passively, it is true—of inflicting a

-
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most serious injury upon a person whom [ have never seen, and whom,
moreover, I have every reason to respect.” o

“ But you are not such a fatalist as to believe that you have not the
power of preventing yourself from doing wrong ?”

¢ Certainly not, in my own person, but there are circumstances when
‘one is compelled to allow others to aet for one.” s ‘

“1 can conceive no combination of events so compul as to make
one act against one’s owh couscience, either in person m; deputy,—
that is to say, if you entertain feglings such as you describe. '

Lord Norimm gazed intently on the animaled spesker, and her words
fell on his ear with the conviction of truth. ' '

“You are right,” he said, *“and whatever it costs me, I will neither be
a wrong-doer myself nor suffer wrong to be done in my name. Tt will,
at any rate, console me for the brevity of this interview, which I fear will
be my first and last ; for,” he continued, with a melancholy accent, I
must once more be a wanderer,” — :

“ You will, not leave—that is—quit England, without allowing my
aunt to make the acquaintance of her son’s friend, without”—she hesi-
tated—** without giving.me the satisfaction of knowing who it was that
rendered me an essential service, to whom I am indebted, perhaps, for my
life.” -

“ And have I been so utterly forgetful of all the laws of courtesy as to
continue anouymous? Heavens! yes, I gave my card to my groom
to deliver at the door, and forgot, that you could not have received it.
My name is Lord Norham.” ]

Had a mine been suddenly sprung in the drawing-room, Ethelinde
could not have been more astonished than by this announcement. She
started to her feet, and became pale and red by turns, as the various
thoughts which that name excited awoke rapidly within her. She be-
held at the same moment the enemy of her social position, whose success
would involve her in comparative ruin, the bizarre young man who had
acted so ridiculously about the disputed garment, and—she could not dis-
guise it from herself—she saw before her one who evidently regarded her
with no common intercst. That she was perfectly unknown to him,
seemed quite certain, for he lad mistaken her for Mrs. Rushworth’s
daughter, but then what could have made him act so absurdly in other
respects ? e surely did not mean to speak to her on the subject! The
bare idea made her feel as if she were about to sink into the earth; she
would rather have lost a thousand law-suits than have run the risk of this
unhappy gestitution. Amazement, fear, mistrust,—so many contendin
emotions were imprinted on her countenance that Lord Norham gaze
on her in mute wonder. Ethelinde -#lt the embarrassment of their
mutual position, and made an effort to recover herself,

“1I was so unprepared,” shaaid, * so surprised to hear your lordship’s
name, that—that—1I beg you will éxeuse me”—and she leant against her
chair for support. s . .

¢ Gracious heaven!” he exalaimed, ¢ what is the matter? What have
I unfortunately said to cause this alarm ?” and he took her hand as she
spoke. :

P You will understand all,” replied Ethelinde, disengaging herself,
“when I tell you that I—am—the widow of the late Mr. Trevelyan !” .
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It was Lord Norham's turn to be astonished, but his astenishment soon
ave way to rapture. Ethelinde had sunk into a chair and covered her

fgnoe with her hands. He came closer to her.

¢ Mrs, Trevelyan,” he said, * dear Mrs. Trevelyan, how gladly would I
have spared you the pain of this moment, how willingly have foregone it
to remove the happiness which it has given me. Hear me, Mrs. Tre-
velyan—Ethelinde”~—she starfed at hearing him thus name her—
“dyearest Ethelinde;” again he took her hand, “ why should we be foes?
Before I knew who you were I had ceased to be so—your generosity had
conquered my selfishness—be generous again, and pardon one who never
meant to offend, who loves you, Ethelinde, dearer than life itself.”

Is it not CamdGens who sings—

-
- Let no one say that there is need
Of time for love to grow ?

And do not all who have ever truly loved admit that a single moment
suffices to colour every future hour of existence ? To such—and doubt-
less they form the smajority of my readers—I need not minutely tell
how the law-suit ended to the discomfiture of Messrs. Quillet and Quirk,
how Mrs. Trevelyan bedame Lady Norham, and how the ¢ Camicia
rapita” was disposed of. To the best of my belief the last-named sub-
ject was never adverted to, though Lord Norham smiled very myste-
riously the first time he saw the preparations making for his bride’s
trousseau.

Ag for Susan, she never ceased wondering at “the way things is
brought about.” . -

“To think,” she used to say, lifting up her hands and eyes, * to think
of my lord and my lady being interdooced to each other by means of a
Scrimmiger, as the forrin wally calls it !”

A GRAYBEARD'S GOSSIP ABOUT HIS LITERARY
ACQUAINTANCE.

No. XI.
Forsan et hac olut: meminisse juvabit,

John Taylor—His Tale of “ Monsieur Tonson”—His Bad Puns and forgotten Jests
—His Autobiographical Records—The King of Grief—James Cobb—Silencing a

Newspaper.

OF the merry crew whom I used to-encounter :n Hur's Court ot Momus,
at Sydenham, I shajl only notice one more—the late John Taylor, com-
monly called Jack Taylor, and sometimey Sun Taylor, from his having
been, during many years, the proprietor of that newspaper. 4t different
times, he was also part owner of the 7True Briton, and editor of the
Morning Post; at every period he was Prologue and Epilogue writer in
general for all the theatres of London, which, however, were not so nu-
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merous in his days as they have since become.  After this preamble, it is
hardly necessary to state, that he had an almost universal acquaintance
with authors, artists, actors, and actresses of all denominations—a fact,
of which abundant evidence may be found in the two pleasant volumes of
autobiography, published after his decease, and entitled ¢ Records of my
Life.” By some accident, the lines which he had intended for the title-page,
were omitted ; but, as they were subsequently sent to me by his widow, I
insert that portion which describes the scope and purpose of his work.

Go, faithful Record of my former days,

Regard not censure, and expect not praise.

'To rescue merit from Oblivion’s shade,

That else unknown might there in darkness fade,
Such is thy purpose, such thy leaves will show,
To honour friends, but not to wound a foe.

¢« Thus much may serve by way of proem,” for, though there might
be perfect truth in the further assertion that he had mingled largely
in the haunts of men, and that virtue might read his work without a
fear, the averments were hardly made in a sufficiently poetic form to
Jjustify further quotation.

They who could have divined his mental character from his personal
appearance, must have read him backwards like a Hebrew book. Some-
what rusty was the suit of black which always invested his tall lean figure,
carelessly powdered was his hair, deeply furrowed were his cheeks, dark
and saturnine were his features, husky and sepulchral was his voice ; yet,
this lugubrious-looking personage was always ready, however late the
hour, for a freak or a jollification, and rarely opened his mouth, except to
relate an anecdote, to repeat a witticism of others, or to attempt one of
his own. Nothing, in short, could be more grave than his aspect and
outward showing, nothing less so than his discourse and his occasional
pursuits. Let it not be supposed, however, that Mr. Taylor was a frivo-
lous character, thinking of nought but social dissipation, and the retailing
of facetie. His companiongble qualitics warranted 2 much higher ambi-
tion than that of being a successful punster, and even they who smiled at
his occasional failures as a wag, could not help respecting him as a well-
conducted, honourable, and kind-hearted man. That he should have
exercised his editorial funetions during so many years, with so little cause
of offence, is doubly creditable to him, if there be any truth in his own
averment, when speaking of Sir Henry Batc Dudley, the, proprietor of
the Morning Post, that it is almost impossible for those who have not
been occupied as newspaper editors, to imagine the folly, depravity, and
offensive qualities which must inevitably be brought within their cogni-
zance ; and that they ought, therefore, to stand excused if their temper
sometimes become soured, and their strictures assume a tone of splenetic
reproof. Let it be recorded, fo the honour of John Taylor, the editor of
so many papers, that he needed no vindication of this sort, the natural
amenity of his disposition having resisted all the embittering influences of
his pursuits. . N

And yet he had some reason for mistrusting his fellow-creatures, his
hard-earned savings of many years having béen lost by the misconduct of
his partner in one of the newspagers ; a reverse of fortune that induced
him, in the year 1827, to publish two volumes of « Poems on Various
Subjects,” for which the wide circle of his acquaintarice enabled him to

an.—~VOL. LXXXII, NO. CCCXXV. c
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rocure an extensive list of subscribers. In the whole long array of pro-
fogues, epilogues, sonnets, epistles, imitations, elegiacs, tales, and rhym-
ing effusions upon all sorts of occasions, there were but rare exceptions
from that order of poetical mediocrity, which, according to Horace, is
equally repudiated by , men, and bookstalls. Prolific as was his
muse, it i3 very possible that the reader may never have encountered
any other of her bantlings than the comic tale of * Monsieur Tonson,”
which became so popular that it was often recited at the Freemasons’
Tavern, by Fawcett, and was always received with applause; a success
which so gecply. endeared it to the writer, that he records himself in
the title-page of his biography as the ¢ Author of Monsieur Tonson,” and
subjoins the same badge of distinction to the portrait with which the work
is embcllished. How fondly he doted upon this poetical bantling, the only
one of 2 most numerous family that ever becamne known to fame, may be
judged by the following extract from his ¢ Records,”"—

¢ Several of the actors, among whom were Mr. John Palmer, Mr. Bur-
ton, and many provincial performers, called on me, requesting that I would
read it to them that they might better understand the conceptions of the
author. They should rather have applied to Mr. Faweett, whose exam-
ple would have been a more instructive lesson. As I was one morning
knocking at the door of a friend, a decent looking person, but with a rough
manner, addressed me abruptly, saying,

¢ ¢ Are you the author ofp ¢ l%onsxeur Tonson?’

T simply answered, ¢ I own my guilt.’

¢ <] thought so,’ said he, and went away with equal abruptness. And
if this may be considered a species of fame, I have seen myself pointed at
in coffec-houses on the same account.™  *°

In another place he is careful to tell the reader that the tale is founded
on an actual occurrence of former days, and that the Tom King who
forms its hero was not Tom King the actor, of whom Churchill says,
“’Mongst Drury’s sons he comes and shines in brass.” Indeed, one can
hardly read his numerous and complacent allysions to this subject, and the
effect produced by his tale, without being reminded of Swift’s * Memoirs
of P. P., Clerk of this Parish.”

Mr. Northeote, however, no incompetent critic, to judge by Haz-
litt’s published conversations with him, thought very favourably of
the theatrical poems, if the following extract from an epistle to their
writer is to be taken au pied de la lettre :—

¢ 1 can scarcely find words to express to you my admiration of your ex-
cellent Prologues. and Epilogues, so various, so witty, so moral, so natural,
and so poetic. I wish the whole work had contained nothing else, it
would then indeed have been a jewel of the first water ; but when you
make verses on Mr. , Mr. , Mr. Northcote, and Mr. ——, my
G—d! what a change! I no lozger know the same author. It seems to
me like a change in a farce, where we see & regal throne quickly turned
into & wheelbarrow, &ec., or as if somebody had blown your brains out!
If ever you write any more versgs upon me,.pray suppose me to be either
a Tragedy or a Comedy, and make a Prologue or an Epilogue for me.
But I can easily account for the great difference. When you write a
Prologue or an Epilogue, you feel all the terror of that powerful and re-

* « Records,” vol. ii, p. 27.
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morseless beast, a full assembled audience before your eyes, which keeps
you tremblingly alive in fear of immediate public shame.” But when you
write verses to flatter a fool, you sleep over them, and think any thing is
good enough.”

As the subject of this notice had his pet comic tale, to which he delighted
to refer, so had he two or three favourite puns of his own concoetion, to
cach of which he thought he might apply the decies repetita plycebit.
More than once or twice have these old K’iends revisited mine ear. Me-
thinks I now see their fond parent as he used to reiterate them in days of
yore. A smile wrenches his cast-fron features out of their forlorn grimmess ;
with his fore-finger and thumb he flicks away the snuff from his shirt frill,
as he huskily exclaims, or rather croaks, ¢ I think you knew Ozias Hum-
phrey, the artist, if not, you must have heard of him. He was fond of
raillery, and one day, I think it was at Opie's, in Berners-street, when a
little sportive contest took place between him and me, he said, ¢ Taylor,
you are an every-day man.’

“ ¢ Very well,’ said I, ¢ and you are a weak one.’

“ This retort excited a loudy laugh, as you may well suppose, and com-
pletely silenced my friendly opponent. ‘Some people call this my best
pun, but I myself don’t think it so good as one that I made to Sheridan,
who you know, married a Miss Ogle. Well, we were supping together, on
burned bones and claret, at the Shakespeare Tavern, in Covent Garden,
when the conversation turning on Garrick, I asked him which of his
performances he thought the best.

¢ Oh,’ said he, ¢ the Lear, the Lear.’

¢ ¢ No wonder,’ said I, ¢you were fond of a Leer, since you married an
Oyle.” .

From these specimens of his best puns the readér may guess the quality
of the myriad others constantly popping out of a melancholy-looking
mouth that scemed little fitted for emitting such sportive frivolities. It
was Saturn pelting you with sugar plums.

Such, however, was his store of pleasant anecdote, so wide had been hig
acquaintance with men and measures, that his hearers were well content
to forgive a twice-told tale, a wretthed pun, or his too liberal use of what
Gijbbon calls the vainest and most disgusting of the pronouns. They
could pardon him for remembering a joke too well, but it required &
greater degree of forbearance when he insisted, as was occasionally the
case after his memory had become less retentive, upon relating anecdotes
that he had forgotten. My dear friend,” I once hearl him say to
James Smith, “did I ever tell you of my famous repartee to Dubois ?
Some allusion having been made t® my original profession of an oculist,
he said, no wonder that you failed in that pursuit, for a man must have
been blind indeed who could think of coming to you for a cure. Well,
that made a laugh against me, but I quickly turned the tables upon him,
blew him to atoms, demolished him, annihilated him on the spot by a
retort I made. , I don’t recollect just now what it was, but you may
depend upon it, my dear Smith, it was a capital thing, and was received
with a loud roar.”” Such slips of memory may easily happen, especmlolz
to an elderly man, in the excitement of social intercourse ; but in the f
lowing extract it will be seen that Taylor could deliberately commit to
writing a repartee of which he had forgotten the point, taking care,
moreover, to add a voucher for its p;obalﬁe sharpuess.  “The Baron de

C
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‘Wenzel, in the earlier 'Fart of his life, had been the pupil of my grand-
father (the Chevalier Taylor), who, on hearing of the baron’s extraor-
dinary fame in London, privately hinted to him that when he was his
pupil he had not discovered such docility as to promise so high a degree
of professional repute. The baron, piqued at this remark, pointed.to his
shoes, which were decorated with brilhiant diamonds. What answer the
chevalier made I know not, but it was probably very sharp, as he was
well known to excel in reparfee.”* ~Numerous must have been the
jokes obliterated from the tablet of his memory. Pity that he did not
collect the good things which had thus eScaped his recollection, and pub-
lish them under the title of “ Unremembered Memorabilia ; or, the
Forgotten Joe Miller.” We may depend upon the * capital hits,” whose
oblivion it would have commemorated.

Enough, however, and more than enough, were preserved in the
“ Records of my Life,” by the late John Taylor, Esquire, author of
‘¢ Monsieur Tonson,” to make the volumes very picasant reading, at
least, for a graybeard contemporary like myself. ~ Among the many ad-
vantages of old age, it is not the least that we can sit in our fireside
corners, chew the cud of thought, and recall the pleasures, while we for-
get the dangers and anxieties of our by-gone years.  Youth lives in the
future, age 1 the past, and I rather think we seniors have the best of it.
When Taylor, for instance, showed me the room in old Slaughter’s
Coffee-house, where he hadso often enjoyed merry meetings with Holman,
Morton, Reynolds, Fawcett, and other boon companions, it was manifest
that the actual occurrence of these symposia could hardly have been more
delightful than their recollection, which was free, moreover, from all ap-
prehension of a morning head-ache.  As his ¢ Records” are not very
widely known, I will glean from them two or three anecdotes that may
not be uninteresting to the general reader. .

The original of Kenney’s Jeremy Diddler in the admirable farce of
“ Raising the Wind,” was a man of the name of BisB, who had once
been an engraver, and after renouncing that occupation, without adopting
any other, had contrived to support himself by borrowing half-crowns
from all whom he could prevail upon tb lend them, a practice which pro-
cured for him the nick name of *half-crown Bibb,” and was supposed to
have put in his pocket, first and last, not much less"than 2000  His
solicitations, however, were judiciously apportioned to the supposed means
of hig victims. When Taylor was young, and not very flourishing in
circumstances, he met Bisp, and commenced a modest panegyric upon
Dr. Johnson, whose death had been announced in the papers of that day,
an eulogium which was quickly interrapted by the exclamation of—¢ Oh!
never mind that old bloc head}.’ Have you got such a thing as ninepence
about you?” The same party encountering Morton, the dramatist, after
the success of one of his plays, and concluding that a prosperous author
must have pleaty of ca.sE, ventured to ask him for the loan of a whole
crown. Morton assyred him that he had no more silver than three and
sixpence, which the applicant readily accepted, of course, but said on
parting,— “ Remember, 1 interided to borrow a crown, so you owe me

eighteen-pence.”
Lewis, a provincial actor, and no relation to the celebrated comedian of

# « Records,” vol. 1., p. 15.
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Covent Garden, published & small volume of poems with the following

motto :—
The Muses forced me to besiege ’em,

Necessitas non habet legem.

He was generally known by the title of « The King of Grief,” as he
had watery eyes, which made him always appear to be weeping, and was
continually predictinf misery to himdelf. Of this tristful grumbler;
Taylor relates the following anecdote., ~ “ Mr. Younger, who was a very
friendly man, invited old Lewie to dine with him at Liverpool. Lewis
declined the invitation, alleging the indifferent state of his attire. ~ Mr,
Younger desired him to go into the wardrobe of the theatre,- and gave
orders he should receive any suit of clothes that fitted him. As soon as he
‘was properly accommodated, he rejoined Mr. Younger at dinner.  After
a few glasses of wine, which, instead of raising his spirits, depressed him,
he began weeping. Mr. Younger, with great kindness, asked him the
cause of his sudden grief—‘ Why,” said he, ¢is it not lamentable that
such a man of genius as myself should be obliged to such a stupid fellow
as you are for a suit of clothes, and a dinner?” Far from being offended,
Mr. Younger only laughed at his ludicrous and untimely ingratitude.”

Mr. James Cobb, whose operas and dramatic works were so Iong and
80 deservedly popular, was requested by Sheridan, after the destruction of
Drury Lane Theatre, to write a prelude on the removal of the company of
actors to the King's Theatrg. This was done, Sheridan introducing one
whimsical stroke. One of the characters describing the difficulty of re-
moving the scenes, properties, &c., said there was so pelting a storm at
the moment, that they were obliged to carry the rain under an umbrella.

Let me not record the name of James Cobb without a passing tribute
of respect to his memory. During the latter years of his secretaryship
to the East India Company I knew him well, and often shared the hos-
pitalities which he so liberally dispensed in Russell-square, especially on
the nights of a new piece at cither of the theatres, when he invariably
had abox. [is better-half, who always accompanied him, was apt to be
behind-hand with her toilet, and on one oceasion, when the servant
brought a message from his mistress that she would be down as soon as
she hall changed her eap, his master replied,

¢ QOh, if that’s all, you may bring another bottle of port.”

Mr. Cobb was a man of business, a successful dramatist, a good musi-
cian, a pleasant companion, a warm friend, and in every respect a most
estimable person. His industry muwst have been not less signal than his
other good qualities, for while ie punctually discharged the duties of a
most responsible office, he found time to compose upwards of twenty
farces, operas, and musical dramas, some of which, such as ¢ Paul and
Virginia,” « The Haunted Tower,” “The Siege of Belgrade,” and others,
retained their popularity for many years, and are not yet entirely banished
from the stage. *

To return to John Taylor., As he was a man of strict veracity it may
not be uainteresting to give his authority for the mode in which trouble-
some newspapers were silenced in the good old days of our own times,
when the Prince of Wales, afterwards George the Fourth (of happy and
pious memory !) was seeking to be appointed Regent. The reader will
instantly see that the allusions in the following cautiously worded extract
refer to Mrs, Fitzherbert and the Prince of Wales :—
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« Tt appeared that a Iady, supposed to be in great favour with a high
ersonage, and not merelyycoml:ggad by the tiegt:? mutual affection, had
ﬁetermined to assert claims not sanctioned by law, but which, if openl
developed, or rather promulgated,’ would perhaps have been attended by
a national agitation. It was stated in the Morning Post, that the lady
in question had demanded a peerage and 6000/, a year, as a requital for
the suppression of & fact which might have excited alarm over the em-
pire, and have put an effectual stop to all further proceedings on the
subject of the pending regenocy.” .

Permanently to silence such ill-timed paragraphs, Taylor was re-
quested, by a confidential servant of the “high personage,” to inquire
whether t eFerson who farmed the paper, and who was also part pro-
prietor, would dispose of his share, and also of the term for which he
was authorised to conduct it. ¢ The party in question,” writes Taylor,
¢ struck while the iron was hot, received a large sem for his share of
the paper, another for the time that he was to hold a control over it, and
an annuity for lif. The Morning Post was purchased for the allotted
period, and I was vested with the editorship. I may here mention a cir-
cumstance that illustrates the character, or rather the opinion of Dr.
Wolcot. When the confidential agent to whom I have alluded first com-
municated to me the extravagant claims of the lady in question, and the
Eublic commotion which she was likely to occasion, if she persevered in

er pretensions, the doctor, who was present, laughed, and said,

“<Oh! there is no reason to be alarmed, the matter is easily settled.”

¢ When I asked him what was to be done, his answer was,

¢ ¢ Why, poison her.’ o

¢ What, doctor,’ said I, ‘commit murder ¥’

¢ Murder I’ rejoined he, ¢there is nothing in it; it is state policy,and
is always done.’

« He certainly had no intention to suggest such an expedient upon the
present occasion ; but if there were any temptation for a joke it was im-
possible for him to resist it.”*

John Taylor was profoundly loyal, which explains his appointment as
editor, but when, at alater period, the life-involving charges against the
persecuted Queen Caroline were sought to be established per fus aut
nefas, he may, perhaps, have thought that their manifest object was
hardly more justitiable than the expedient suggested by the doctor.

As it would not be fair to dismiss two volumes, containing more than
600 pages, of Taylor’s poetry without quotations, I will cite the following
lines, which are doubly entitled to selection as forming the shortest of all
his poems, and as bearing reference to another of my ¢literary ac-
quaintance.”

ON HEARING THAT J. W. CROKER, ESQ., SECRETARY TO THE
ADMIRALTY, HAD FALLEN FROM HIS HORSE.

Learn from this dangerdo beware Then, if o’er sea or land} he course,

Of horses of the vulgar breed, He'll ne'er thy skilful guidance spurn,
And hence unbend from public caré, | But taste will regulate his force,

By mounting thy Parnassian steed. And Fame shall welcome hés return.

® % Records,” vol, ii., p. 267.
Ort’kSee the beautiful poems of ¢ Trafalgar” and * Talavera,” written by Mr.
€r.
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A FEW MONTHS IN SOUTHERN A¥RICA.
BY LIEUT.-COLONEL E. NAPIER.

Cuar. I

In the dense bush the Kaffir takes his stand, -

His swarthy form no gamments e'er control,

Th’ assegai quivers in the uplifted hand—
5 .~A Briton’s heart.to be its reeking goall”

T T R R S Frqﬂ"hf '4"""" MS’;“
{REeXDER] ¢ Hast thou e'er doubled the Cape? We mefin that'stu-
pendous southern limit of the vast African continent, so long an insupe-
rable barrier to every effort of the mariner of old —the weather-beaten and
wave-lashed extremity of those trackless, boundless, and ndarly unknown
regions, from whose arid and mysterious depths so few travellers have
returned, to recount the perils they may have passed, or the wonders they
may have beheld 1

We mean that dark towering mass of rock and mountain, those “ ruins
of an earlier world,” u rooted and hurled as if by the Titans of yore
against the united assaults of blustering Zolus, and of old Father Nep-
tune, whilst in their angriest and fiercest moods.

We mean that cloud-capped ‘promontory which so long baffled every
vain attempt of the navigator of former days, until the gal!a.nt Diaz, m
1486, breaking the spell, vanquished the monster which had so long
guarded this pathway to the golden flecce—the gorgeous treasures of the
East—and having accomplished this Herculean task, most appropriately
dubbed him : « Cabo dos Tdérmentos,” or Cape of Storms.

In short, we mean the Cape par excellence.

If, good friend (for I wish to be on terms with the—I hope—indulgent
peruser of these my lucubrations), such has never been thy fate ; if thou
be'est an admirer of Nature in her wildest, grandest, and most terrific
moods ; or if, may be, thou belongest to that ventdrous class, who court-
ing the terrors of the ““pale green sea,” braving the eddies of the  Nee-
dles,” the horrors of the “ Solent,” and the billows of ¢ Spithead,” goest
down to the sea in “yachts ;"—and once more ashore,—forgetting the
dangers thou hast past, proudly in sailor garb and with sailor gait, in
ample Flushing coat, or rough pea-jacket, rollest nautically along the
streets of Cowes or Ryde ; if, good friend, thou belongest to either-of the
above worthy class of readers, get thee quickly under-weigh, trim thy sails,
and boldly steer thy bark beneath the great  Southern Cross,” and “lho-i:g
Way,” follow in the wake of the *Lusitanian navigators of ol ; d
« the Cape,” and the chances are, if thou hast the goed lugk to.stumble
on a stiff “ nor-wester,” that thou gettest thy fill of admiration, and that
both Flushing coat and rough pea-jacket will be well seasoned with a
sprinkling of real spray.

Oft has it been my fate to double this said « Capg of Storms,” and each
time to have been right well buffeted by, both winds and waves, fully as
much, or rather morg so, than any landsman could possibly desire.

The terrific grandeur of a contest between the elements 1n this tem
tuous region, is not easily described, or even imagined by one who
not personally witnessed its awful effects. )

The hostile meeting of two boundless oceans, there uplifts, on this
arena of their gigantic struggle, not mere waves “ curling their mon-
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strous heads” but very mountains of li%uid brine, on whose white crests,
capped as with undriven snow, the frail bark is madly borne along ; whilst
over head, on motionless and distended wing, the huge Albatross, like the
Spirit of the storm, sweeps wildly past, watching, as it were, the approach-
ing fate of its weather-beaten, wave-lashed victim,

Next instant, the labouring craft lies deeply buried and nearly becalmed
in the yawning trough of a monster sea, lost amidst a chaotic mass of
dark, towering billows, which angrily shake their impending summits o’er
her threatened decks,fand like falling ayalanches,— precursors of imme-
diate and certain anuihilation to all beneath,—seem on the very eve of pre-
cipitating the ¢tall ship” and all her crew into the depths of the un-
fathomed abyss below, amalgamating at once man and the labour of his
hands, with the raging elements he has so rashly dared to encounter!

Such are the scenes of not unfrequent ocourrence in going round the
Cape ; but at other times these stormy regions have also their seasons of
glolc:mzrl' rest ;—a repose not unmingled with grandeur and sublimity of
its kind.

Then, under the cold, gray canopy of the clouded heavens, which
throws its leaden mantle, and spreads its leaden hue on all around, the
gallant bark, so lately buffeted by wind and wave, so madly struggling
against both, is now, with motionless hull and flapping sails, lazily cradled
on the long, unbroken swell of the South Atlantic Ocean. The silent
solitude of whose vast watery waste, is however, enlivened by numerous
denizens of its own.

The giant Leviathan of the deep—the monstrous Whale, is oft at such
times, met with in these bleak regions of the far south. Inertly floating
on the surface, the huge proportions of hi§ protruding back may then,
like the smooth, wave-worn summit of some dark rock, be first discerned
above the surrounding waters ; whilst sometimes, in, may be, frolicsome
mood, he throws up on high tall columns of silvery brine, which then stand
out in bold relief against the murky atmosphere and dark occan around.

Next, large shoals of porpoises career rapidly past the ship ; bounding
along in their meteor course, they glitter for a second to the sight, and
then as rapidly disappear ; aquatic birds hover thickly around, and the
majestic Albatross, in widely-extended circles, on motionless and out-
spread wing, sails rapidly past, and not unfrequently rests on the now still
surface of the liquid plain.

This period of ealm, though one of welcome rest and quiet to the
weary tar, i$ ﬁenerally a time of great zest and bustle for the idlers
on board, by whom an active warfare is now mercilessly waged on all the
feathered and finny natives of these dreary wastes.

Embryo generals and judges, in the various shapes of smooth-faced
ensigns and cadets, of beardless writers and young civilians, may now,
like gay butterflies in spring, b seen emerging from the chrysalis state of
their hammocks below, busily engaged uncasing rifles and double-barrels,
fresh from the maker's hands, and as yet—like their owners—guiltless
of “ smelling smoke ;” some are casting bullets, others filling powder-
flasks, or ﬁgtting percussion-caps; all, like “preux chevaliers” of old,
eager to display their maiden skill and youthful prowess ;—for Lright eyes
and winning smiles are at hand to reward their successful endeavours.*

* This applies more particularly to sccnes common on board outward-bound
iInnd;;zm]g:; the temporary home of many a fair damsecl about to join her relatives
the t.
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Meanwhile, others are busily engaged in fashioning lines, to which are
appended numerous small barbed hooks, cunningly concealed beneath
peH:ts of bread or suet ;—but these preparations, of apparently s pisca-
tory nature, are meant to decoy the featlered and not the finny tribe ;
for the Cape pigeons,* at first hovering singly around, now gradually
increasing in boldness as well as numbers, have at last fearlessly alighted
within pistol-shot astern, and some are«ven fluttering past, so near the
counter of the ship, that one venturous youth, armed with a long hunt-
ing whip, has been tempted to try on them the effect of the Jash, though
withno other result, than of bringing that of criticism on his unsuccess-
ful efforts !

But, behold ! he of the ¢ hooks and line” is more fortunate, and has got
a nibble; the poor Cape pigeon—in all his painted plumage but a mere
gull—has greedily swallowed the bait, and is quickly drawn in ; he has
safely reached the taffrail,—'tis & moment of anxious suspense, when lo !
he manages to disgorge the treachetous morsel, and flies off free and
unscathed, to the no small disappointment of all the ¢ griffs,”+

Meanwhile the owners of pistols, rifles, and fowling-pieces, though
strongly tempted to open fire on the foe, have, with praiseworthy self-
denial, hitherto refrained from spoiling the sport of * Piscator,” or, rather,
of “Hook and Line.” Many a bagrel has ﬁen involuntarily raised aud
again lowered ; many a finger has gently pressed the yielding trigger,
to be again withdrawn, as an Albatross of unusual dimensions, either settled
on the water, or slowly swept around within gun-shot range.. )

But see! at least a dozen Cape pigeons have dropped on yon handful
of shavings just consigned tﬂe carpenter to the deep. The birds are
50 close that a well-directed biscuit, cast by the weakest arm, would fall
amongst the piebald group ; so near have they fearlessly approached,
that we can e'en scan the eager glistening of their eyes, watch the quick
motion of their tiny feet ; nay, count the very briny drops so noiselessly
gliding off the smooth, oily surface of their mottled coats.

St. Anthony was surely never exposed to such temptations as now
assail our youthful friends! With common impulse,—muskets, rifles,
and pistols are simultaneously raised. But, hold ! one of the officers of
the ship now suddenly appears on deck, armed with a weapon, before
which rifles and fowling-pieces bow down their diminished heads ; and
noisy “villanous saltpetre” acknowledges a higher and more silent
})ower, in the small, unpretending tube of that air”-gun, now quickly
evelled at thefoe. A slight splashing sound is heard as the bullet strikes
the water ; it fias not, however, toughed its intended mark, but the Pinta-
does, undismayed, continue quietly to swim about ; a second shot soon
follows—and, in this case, proves a messenger of death—no splash is now
seen or heard, but a dull, subdued, indescribable sound, the collision of
lead and feathers, barely reaches the ear; one of the poor birds turns
suddenly over in the agonies of death, and a faint crimson stain discolours
the surrounding water. .

The “ musketeers,” faneyihg the alarmed Pintadoes would now natu-

® A species of the peterc) tribe known as the “pintado,” a term probably
applied by the Portuguese, and meaning * painted,” or piebald, in reference to the

black and white plumage of this bird.
+ The abbreviation of “ griffin,” a term applied in India to all “Johnny new-

comes,”
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rally fly the scene of slanighter, are in readiness 4o give them a parting
voll{y ;yhowever, instead of taking flight, they press eagerly around their
fallen comrade, no doubt for the charitable purpose of tendering help;
but no! misfortune amidst the feathered trigea meets, apparently, with
as little sympathy as with the human race! His former friends now
assail the dymg wretch with blows sad taunts—he is jostled, worried,
pecked—and, like a wounded deer, appears doomed to destruction by the
rest of the flock.

Meanwhile, the Angel of Death, or awner of that “air’-gun, has, with
unerring aim, been busily dealing forth destruction around, and the watery
plain is now thickly covered with the dead and dying,—but a slight
“cat's-paw” has just ruffled a portionwof the far watery horizon, the upser
sails soon feel the influence of the coming breeze, which steadies by de-
grees the flapping canvass, as yet affectionately hugging the upright
masts ;—the circling eddy, as seen in some dark cvllen stream, deeply
revolving in the vessel’s wake, shows that, obeying the helm, she begins
perceptibly to forge a<head. As the distance between|the above group and
the ship thus gradually augments, two or three huge Albatross—atten-
tive observers of occurring facts—presently drop heavily amongst the
minor fry, for the purpose, no doubt, of “intervention,” which, similar to
that exercised between powerful and weaker states, will end by their
taking the lion’s share, and depositing in their own maws all that remains
of the poor Pintadoes !

But, behold yon large gray fellow seems intent on other and more
dainty fare ; he has made one or two reconnoitering swoops above the
outstretched and tightened line, now carelessly held by a small cadet,
who eagerly surveys the fast-receding group. By Jove! he has settled
down close to the baited hook, which, impelled by the lately-acquired
motion of the ship, is gently tripping along the rippled surfaco of the
water. All eyes are at present turned in this direction ; and the little
fellow is in an ecstacy of hope and fear.

¢ Veer out more cable,” cries a weather-beaten tar.

With nervous trepidation the young sportsman instantly obeys the
command,— the dainty morsel remains floating and stationary for a se-
cond,—but fhat second has sealed the fate of the voracious Albatross ;
with arching neck he stoops on the tempting bait, wide opeus his curved
beak, and then gulps down at a single swallow suet, hook, and the extre-
:liity of the line, which our young sportsman feels sensibly tightened in

asp,
-The whole group of passengers stand around in the bibathless silence
of suspense.

¢ Now, then, sir, haul away,” exclaims the old sailor.

The line is, luckily, sound and strong, and the hook has fortunately
found good ¢ holding ground” in the monster’s gullet, for he throws
himself on his back, and makes all possible resistance against the water
with his webbed feet, but all to no purpose ; the breeze freshens up, and
as the gallant ship darts o’er the rippling Waters, friend Albatross is un-
willingly raised from their surface, dragged fluttering through the air,
and at-last, with out-stretched wings—extending full eight feet from tip
to tip—he is hanled on board and safely deposited on the deck, where,
after staggering about with the ungainly gait and sfupid vacant gaze of a
drunken ma,n,ie, like many others similarly cifefimstanced, commences

RN
ey
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his initiatory probation of nautical life by (listen not to it, ears polite )
instantly “casting up his accounts” to the no small amusement of his
exulting captors and great detriment of the polished degk.

Proud of his prize, the tZom:xg'ﬂ;er is, without er preliminary,
about to rush in and secure the staggering captive, when a sturdy * Avast,
there, yonng gentleman! Do you wish to have your fins nipped off 2”
sudden{y brings him up in his hasty career; his monitor, the old sailor,
throws a jacket over the head of Mr. Albatross, and thus, blindfolded,
and rendered harmless, he is carnied off in triumph, destined probably at
some future period to be stuffed, ““set up,” and become the stationary
inhabitant of a snug glass-case in the paternal mansion.

Such are, during a calm, the usual pastimes in a sailing vessel whilst
navigating the stormy Anfarctic seas; but in this our present trip
it was our fate to go by “steam,” to run short of fuel, then to encounter,
when about ‘the latitude of the Cape, a strong south-easterly gale,
against which unable to contend, we were driven to leeward of our port,
and obliged, most reluctantly, to run for shelter to Saldanha Bay.

Saldanha Bay, about sixty miles to the northward of Cape Town, on
the western coast, being completely land-locked, is the only safe port of
refuge on this inhospitable ‘and iron-bound shore, the proximity to which
is first announced by the peculiar colour of the sea, which here assumes a
dark olive tint, approaching almost to black.

‘This vast inlam{) sheet of water, capable: of containing the whole British
navy, forms one of the noblest harbours in the world, and in historie
associations is intimately connected with the settlement of the Cape.

It was first, as the namq implies, discovered by the Portuguese, and
afterwards much frequented by the early Dutch settlers of the Cape, who,
according to the journal of Van Riebeck,* carried on extensive traffic
with a native tribe, called by him the ¢ Saldanhiers,” from whom the
Dutoh obtained cattle in exchange for tobaceo, brass wire, beads, and
other baubles.

Towards the end of last century Saldanha Bay was (on the declaration
of war with the Netherlands) the memorable scene of the wholesale cap-
ture of the Dutch fleet, so graphically described by the French traveller
Le Vaillant, who witnessed the event, and who, in glowing language,
likewise relates the valour he displayed in the destruction of a huge pan~
ther near the shores of the bay. Unfortunately for the degree of credit
to be attached to this relation of the ¢lively Frenchman,” our countryman
Barrow (who, by the bye, in his writings occasionally romances nearly as
much) followedy close in his footseps, and was thus enabled to expose
many of the fabulous creations of a very. ?oetical imagination.

The latter author, who visited the Boer’s, or Dutch settler’s family, with
whom Le Vaillant was residing when this “grande chasse” took place,
says :—* The story of shooting the tiger, in which his great courage is
contrasted with the cowardice of the peasantry, 1 read to them out of his
book. They laughed very heartily, and assured mesthat though the story
had some undition in fadt, the animal had been shot through the
body by a stell-roer, or trap-gun, set by a Hottentot, and was expiring
under & bush at the time they found it, when the valiant Frenchman
discharged the contents of his musket into the tiger and despatched him.”
Let this, kind reader, be a warning, and beware of travellers’ tales, par-

# Van Riebeck, a surgeonin the Dutch East India Company’s service, was in 1650
the founder and first governor of the Dutch settlement at the Capo of Good Hope.
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ticularly when relating to adventures in ¢ Southern Africa,” where we
have now arrived. :

With all the advantages Saldanha Bay possesses as a secure and land-
locked harbour,Qai:ble of containing shipping of any size and to any
amount, it may perhaps be deemed matter of surprise t{at the open and
unprotected shores of Table Bay—in fact, no bay at all, but a mere road-
stead, and during several montis of the year, & most insecure one to hoot
—should have been fixed on as the site of the principal settlement in the
colony of the Cape of Good Hope,

The only reason assignable for this preference is the copious supply of
water, which, issuing from Table Mountain, abundantly provides for the
wants of the inhabitants and shipping ; but although no such perennial
stream falls into Saldanha Bay, a small rivdr, called the “ Berg,” which
“never fails even in the driest weather,”* discharging itself into St. Helena
Bay (a distance of about fifteen miles by land), miglt, it is ¥aid, be easily
diverted from its course, and, from the nature of the ground, made readily
to flow into the former gulf.

Barrow, morebver, asserts that “the" spring at Witte Klip (the White
Rock) about six miles to the northward of Hoetjes Bay (one of the
branches of Saldanha), seems amply sufficient for the supply of a large
fleet of ships, if collected and brougg't to the bay in pipes, the expense of
which could not exceed a few thousand pounds.™

Hence the objection of want of water might, apparently, at little expense,
be completely obviated ; and, besides, from the nature of this part of
the coast, it 13 also more than probable that fresh water is to be found in
the sand, a very few feet below the surface: but, with the usual apathy
- and indifference attached to every thing appertaining to this colony, no
attempt appears ever to have been made to ascertain so important a fact,
or any steps hitherto taken to form on this spot a naval establishment, for
which it seems so admirably adapted. .

The late discovery of the fertilising properties of guano, gave, some...
four or five years back, a temporary importance to Saldanha Bay. This
substance, the deposit during ages, of the myriads of birds of the penguin
and gannet tribes, indigenous to this part of the world, was first exported
from Ichaboe, a small island further up the coast, in about 26 deg. of
south latitude. "The great demand of the article, however, soon exhaust-
ing the supply, Saldanha Bay was next frequented for the same purpose,
and as many ,as a hundred and fifty ships, some of them of a thousand
tons, are said to have been here at the same time, takigg in cargoes
of this material, « :

The guano, which, to the depth of twenty and thirty feet, covered the
small rocky islands in the bay, was farmed out by government at 1.
sterling per ton ; the principal supply appears to have been found on the
rock of Maleassen, or Malagasen, at the northern entrance of the bay, on
the centre of which a flag-staff was planted; lines were then drawn from
this to the circumference of the island, to partition it off in so many por-
tions, like slices of a plum-cake,eof which eah was appropriated to a par-
ticular vessel, whose crew pitched tents, erected scaffoldings, and continued
for weeks together the process of shipping off the odoriferous surface of
the island, no doubt much to the astonishment and dismay of its winged
inhabitants, the penguins and gannets, who would willingly have dispensed
with the kind offices of such unceremonious scavengers.

* Barrow, vol. ii., 262.




A Few Months in Squthern Africa. 27

Whilst these undertakings were in progress, Maleassen presented all the:
life and bustle of a fair, and ¢hat of rather the * Donnybrook” species. The
crews from the différent ships here set up huts, pitched tents, and erected
scaffoldings on the spots, where they were respectively to commence opera-
tions. Above these nautical encampments, formed o{sails and tarpaulins,
thrown over spars and yards, now floated gay banners, labelled with the
several appellations bestowed upon them, guch as « Wapping,” ¢ London
Docks,” ¢ Sheerness,” and other ¢ neat and appropriate mottoes.” «

Next came sutlers and spirit venders from the Cape, who, as may easily
be imagined, reaped an abundant harvest on such ground, where scenes of
drunkenness and insubordination ensued, followed by blows and bloed-
shed ; the ship officers could no longer venture amongst these lawless.
crews, as on so doing they were invariably rej)ulsed with volleys of guano, '
pelted with dead penguins and gannets, and threatened with still worse:
treatment ; in short, things got at length to such a pass, that one of her
Majesty’s shi&)swas ordered round from Simon’s Bay, to restore something
like order and regularity in this riotous settlement,

This once effected, the guano was rapidly cleared away in immense
quantities ; government is said, by disposing of it at 20s. a ton, to have
realised upwards of 200,000L, and the profits of the speculators were also
enormous. It was sent to all parts of tﬁe world, and even at the Cape as
much as 6I. per ton was not unfrequently given, for what was considered
this universal fertiliser; in short, for a time nothing was heard of but
“guano,” and although its oleaginous nature certainly succeeds in some
soils, it may be observed that the potatoe disease, hitherto unknown, was
coeval with its introduction as a manure.  How far this hypothesis may
be correct, would perhaps be Worthy the investigation of our agricultural
societies.

During these extensive guano operations Saldanha Bay became a lively
mart, where, as before observed, speculators of all kinds resorted from Cape
Town. Cattle, provisions, wine, spirits, and wares of every sort made
their way by sea and by land to this hitherto secluded and nearly unknown
spot ; a son of Esculapius even came on * spec,” and undertook the whole-
sale cure of broken pates and bloody noses, at the rate of 5/. per ship.

His avocation was not, however, confined to these immediate effects of
drunken brawls, for whether resulting from' the disorderly lives led by the
sailors—to the inordinate use of ardent spirits—to fegding on salt provi-
sions—to the noisome effluvium of the guano,—or some other unknown
cause, scurvy and dysentery soon broke out to a fearful extent, ‘whilst other
dangerous symptoms manifested themselves in profuse bleedings from the
nose and eyes,* and Saldanha becanle,—in every sense of the word,—a
regular “ sick bay.” .

The symptoms last-mentioned, were, probably, caused by the quantities
of ammonia contained in the guano ; large lumps of this substance being
often found embedded many feet below the surface, whilst layers of mum-
mied penguins and gannets were freciluently turned up in a high state of
preservation, and, strange to ssy—a human body, equally well preserved,
was likewise discovered.

Le Vaillant, who visited this part of the world in 1781, states that the
captain of a Danish ship was interred many years before, on one of the

* The author was assured of this fact zun eye-witness, who attributed it to
the cxhalation of ammonia consequent on disturbing the beds of guano.
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small islands at Saldanha Bay, and that he was very anxious to have
examined his remains, but was deterred by the superstitions veneration of
the Dutch sailors who accompanied him, It is, tﬁrefore, extremely pro-
bable, that the body, lately discovered, may be the identical one men-
tioned by the French traveller, but as the bump of *veneration” appeats
not to have been so strongly developed with the modern guano diggers as on
the good old “ Mynheers” of yore, the Dane (if such he were) was unce-
remoniously not only dug out, but securely packed and shipped on board
& vessel consigned to Liverpool, and was there exhibited wiﬁx considerable
profit as a South African relic | )

Thus are the very dead, in this stirring age, turned to account, and
there is “ speculation” even in their “eyeless skulls,”, ’

At the time of our arrival, Saldanha Bay had resumed its original de-
serted aspect, the guano—its chief attraction—had nearly disappeared,
leaving the gray rocks in pristine nakedness ; a seaffolding or two on the
water’s edge, to facilitate the embarcation of the manure, were the only
remaining signs of the busy scenes which had of late enlivened its now
abandoned shores, and a solitary bark lay motionless at anchor in one of
the small rocky inlets of the gulf.

This, to us was a fortunate event, as she happened to have on board a
supply of coals—for, so completely had we expended all our fuel, that, to
reach the present haven, spare spars, gratings, and every chip of wood
that could be laid hands on, had, to supplﬁv our boilers, mercilessly been
consigned to the flames; as it was, we with difficulty, by “ hugging” the
coast, managed to hold our own, and avoided being obliged, by the south-
easterly gale, to make for St. Helena ; great, therefore, was our delight
to find we could here insure our onward prdgress. We required but a few
tons of fuel to carry us to our port, that quantity was fortunately to be
had from this vessel ; they were transhipped during the night, and at
daybreak next morning we were again under weigh. . .

During our short stay at Saldanha Bay, some of the party went ashore.
The country, presenting a sandy and rocky appearance, without signs of
habitation, was, however, gencrally speaking, covered with low under-
wood, where, although, as in the days of Le Vaillant, neither lion, pan-
ther, or hyana, were reused from their lairs—a small deer, not much
larger than a hare, was frequently put up, and numbers of game-looking
birds were flushed, here rejoicing in the name of “ pheasants,” but which
are neither more nor less than a large species of jungle partridge, very
gimilar to what, in India, is known as the ¢ spur fowl.”

The larger denizens of the wilderness: the elephant, the buffalo,
the qudggu, the eland, ‘and the koudou, have long since retreated before
the march of culture and civilisation, and been closely followed by the
more formidable beasts of prey, such as the lion, the panther, and hyxna,
which, a certtury ago, were often found in such unpleasant proximity even
to Cape Town, that Kolben—an old author who wrote at the commence-
ment of last century~—states that “a sentinel there standing on his post,
before his officer’s tent, was kngeked down by a lion and carried clean off.”
¢ I remember, too,” says the same writer, “ that, in the year 1707, a lion
at the Cape knocked down a middle-sized ox, and made his way with him
over a brick 'wall of a considerable height.”

At the present time lions are far from being so accommodating, and the
venturous sportsinan, in order to wage war on the king of beasts, must, at
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« leastfeross the great Karroo,* or, to have a shot at an elephant, is fain to
follow the footsteps of Methuen and Harris to the very verge of the tropio.
Even the tiger and wolf (as the panther and hyzna are here invariag:o
mis-called), have taken themselves off afar, and are now seldom met wit|
in the more westerly parts of the eolony. :

* L4 L * » L J

‘With a fresh supply of fuel, and a pilot on board, the morning after our
arrival we were again under weigh, and, b'y the grey of dawn, steered our
course out of Salﬁha Bay, between the islands, or rather rocks of Ma-
leassen and Jutten. ¢ t

On passing within a short distance of the latter its surface presented
one living mass of aquatic birds : penguins, gannets, cormorants, gulls of
every size and description; in short, the whole of the feathered Autarctic race
appeared here assembled in grave and serious debate, the ludicrous effect
of which was not a little enhanced by the grotesque sitting posture of the
penguin species, that apparent link between birds and fish.

On the djscharge of a gun, a feathered cloud arose, which, had the sun
been above the horizon, would have sufficed to obscure its rays ; and as the
mass deployed into lengthened lines and stretched in every direction,
might have no doubt afforded a fine field of speculation for a learned
augur, or orniocopist of old. Nor was the immense quantity of guano, so
lately to be found on the spot, any longer a matter of surprise ; it a ;
in fact, only unaccountable that, similar to those deposits of filth and
rubbish in ﬁg'ypt, on the outskirts of Alexandria and Cairo, it had not,
during the coursq of ages, accumulated even into miniature moun-
tains.

If, after having been so lately and much disturbed in. the former
peaceful possession of their remote and once retired abode, these aquatic
birds be still found in such quantities, their numbers may be easily
imagined, before a knowledge of the virtues of guano brought upon them
§0 many unceremonious intruders. :

Le Valliant, in his visit to Saldanha Bay, says, that on passing one of
the small islands with which it is dotted, his ears were assailed by “a
hollow sound, which had in it something very digmal and terrifying.s He
landed on this rock, which was Schaapen Eyland, or Sheep’s I s{;nd, when
¢ all of a sudden there arose from the whole surface of the island an im-
penetrable cloud, which formed, at the distance of Torty feet above ourheads,
an immense canopy, orrather a sky, composed of birds of every species, and
of all colours; cormorants, sea guﬂs, gea swallows, pelicans, and, I believe,
all the winged tribe of this part of Africa weee here assemibled. All their
voices mixed together, and modified %ccording to their different kinds,
formed such a horrid music, that-I.was every moment obliged to cover my
head to prevent it from being torn to pieces—( Quere, by the music or the
birds ?)—and to give a little relief to my ears. The alarm which wo spread
was so muelr the more general among these innumerable legions of birds,
as we principally disturbed the females who were then getting. They had
nests, eggs, am{ young ones to,defend. They were like furious harpies
let loose against us, and their cries rendered us almost deaf. They often
flew so near us, that they flapped their wings in our faces, and though we
fired our pieces repeatedly, we were not able to frighten them; it seemed

* The great Karroo is a desert sandy tract extending along the northern boun-
daries of the districts of Swellendam and George, % Karroo” being the general term
applied to a space void of vegetation and water. .
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almost impossible to disperse this cloud ;" we could not move one’ste
without crushing either their eggs or their young ones, 8o that the eart
was entirely strewed with them.” . .

Tt was a fine morning in the latter end of September,—the | _
these southern regions,—when, on clearing the entrance of the bay, we
directed our course towards Table Mountain, which, though at the dis-
tance of full sixty miles, was plainly visible on the clear and cloudless
atmosphere of the southern horizon.

After’ the severe buffeting we had lately experienced, the elements
appeared now to have sunk into their calmest and most placable mood ;
we rapidly coasted the ‘Cape district,” and whilst a gentle northerly
wind crept along the shore, scarcely ruffling the surface of the water, we
could far out at sea descry—and with no slight feelings of envy—home-
ward-bound vessels, staggering under a press of ¢anvass, and aE arently
well within the influence of the south-easterly trade, by which, in the
course of eight or ten days, they would, in all probability, be lazily
“rolled down”* to St. Helena. . ,

Dassen Rock was soon passed, and the barren surface of Robben
Island next opened on our starboard bow.

This former abode of seals (as the name implies in the Dutch lan-
guage), once used as a penal settlement to the Cape, is now tenanted by
a mixed population of rabbits, lepers, and lunatics ;—the former often
afford a day’s shooting to the sportsman from Cape Town, whilst the
latter wretched beings are confined within the walls of an establishment
lately erected for their maintenance and support.

This last haven of human misery and wée, where in former days crime
was frequently consigned to sorrow and repentance, is a dreary, desolate
spot, over which the nor-westerly winds oft fiercely howl, unchecked by
tree or shrub, whilst it is at to6 great a distance from the main-land to
afford any shelter or protection to Table Bay, from whose shores it is se-
parated by three ¢ four leagues of sea.

No wonder if Makanna, the celebrated Kaffir prophet and chief, who,—
as o just penalty for past offences and a precaution against future aggres-
sions on the co{on —was doomed to pass the remainder of his days on
this barren rock, s{ould oft in his exile have sighed for the scenes of his
youth, amidst the wild, wooded heights of the Amatola, or the green
banks of the Keiskamma, or, finally, made that bold though ineffcctual
attempt at freedom which cost him his life ;—but of the ¢ Lynx,”—for so
was this remarkable man surnamed—more will be said anon.

Steaming rapidly past these various objects, the dark, horizontal line
of the summit of Table Mountain, gra(iually heightening as we ap-

roached, presented the appearance of a gigantic wall, p%aced by the
and of Nature to arrest all ozward progress ; we brought-to at its rocky
base, and having thus in fifty days reached the long wished-for goal, our
gullant boat puffed off her steam, discharged her living cargo, and x

soon found ourselves safely deposited on Adric’s southernmost shores. “»g§ *

v

X

* A term generally used to express the steady progress of a homeward-bound
vessel in its course t¢ St. Helena from the Cape; as, after getting once fairly into
the S.E. trade, she keeps staggering on under a heavy press of canvass, and
Without moving for days either tack or sheet—a most delightful mode of naviga-
tion, particularly to ther exile, who is now taking such rapid strides towards
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OR,
MEMOIRS OF AN OLD ETON BOY.

BY CHARLES ROWCROFT, AUTHOR OF ‘‘ TALES OF THE COLONIES; OR,
THE ADVENTURE@ OF AN EMIGRANT.”

Cuar. L

It is not pleasant to confess one’s faults; and it is for that reason,
doubtless, among others, that, although I have many times begun, I
have as often relinquished the writing of these memoirs. There is
another embarrassment, also, which I feel at the commencement ; per-
sonal records, if written by the party himself, must necessarily assume
the air of being egotistical; and this involves the risk of becoming as
disagreeable to the reader as the writer. But, on the other hand, it is
clear that such histories caunot be related with the faithfulness which is
desirable, by any other than the party who alone can possess a know-
ledge of all the facts, and who has that exact understandjng of the secret
causes which have led to particular results, which can never be perfectly
known to an extraneous biographer. It is not as in chess, where the
looker-on often sees more than the players ; in the game of life it is onl
the player who knows the sgeret motives which have impelled him to
make the unacconntable moves which puzzle the bystanders. °

And this leads me to make an observation which I trust may be ex-
cused in this place ; namely, that great caution ought to be exercised in
Jjudging of other men’s actions, as no one can pretend to say what may
be the hidden reasons which might justify or excuse the particular act or
line of conduct pursued by any person; the world sees only the last link
of the chain of causes neccessitating certain consequences, and which,
without the explanation which a knowledge of the antecedent series
could give, may seem imprudent and blameable.—But, unhappily, people
are always ready to take for granted all the ill that they hear of %another,
while they demur at the good as hypothetical.

But no one can be so intimately acquainted with the inward workin,
of another man's mind, as to presume to say, with certainty, that the
particular reasons which appear on the surface were the sole causes, un-
mixed and uninfluenced by other motives, which led to particular acts.
In this respect, every man’s mind is its own mystery.

To be sure, novel and romance writers describe, with all the ease in
the world, and with an accuracy which is astonishing, not only the say-
ings and doings of their heroes and heroines, but also their secret
thoughts; nay, more; those ingenious writers have the art to make
known to us what the said hétoes and heroines would have thought on
remarkable occasions, if they had had the opportunity. These extraor-
dinary revelations of unuttered words and of unengendered thoughts,
I must say, have always seemed to me very droll; for my wonder has
been—in common with other readers, I dare say—how the narrator

Jan.—voL. LXXXIL NO. CCCXXV.
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contrived to become acquainted with the thoughts which were unknown
to the thinkers themselves. But in fiction, I presume, these contradic-
tions and discrepancies are allowable. -

But there certainly is an advantage attending narrations in the third
person, which such histories as these are necessarily deprived of; you
may praise yourself in the third person, but you cannot in the first. People
will allow you to abuse yourself as much as you please, and the worse
you made yourself out to be, the more charmingly candid they will con-
sider you; but you must take care how you touch the other side of the
picture; self-praise is always suspicious. With this consideration, no
wonder there aré so few honest biographies. It is more difficult to write
truth than fiction.

However, as my purpose is not to write a romance but a history, I
must put up with this inconvenience as well as I can. Perhaps, after
all, I should have abandoned the task in despair if I bad not happened
to light on & passage in some author, whose name I forget, which stimu-
lated me anew to the exertion, and which 1 shall transeribe for,the benefit
of my readers, and for my own justification for placing these pages before
the public :—

It would be a great benefit to society, says the writer, if those who
pretend to give accounts of their own lives would really reveal the truth
to the world, and frankly confess the various causes which have led to
their failure or Success in any particular pursuit ; and who would have
the courage also to state with sincerity the errors into which they have
been drawn, and the faults which they have committed. Such analyses
of private life, adds the author, would serve as illustrations, and as
beacons to preserve others from the dangers of the shoals and quick-
sands with which the voyage of life is unhappily beset.

It is for the object thus expressed that | have at last determined to
complete the design which for a long period of time has furnished me
with matter for meditation ; and it would be some solace to me in my
retirement if I could hope to be the means, in some degree, of usefully
warning other voyagers ou the ocean of life to avoid the rock on which
I have split.

Caar. II.

I wiLy begin really at the beginning ; and it is the more necessary that
1 should do so, as the main cvil which has pursued me through life {egan
to exercise its influence before I wgs born ; and I have pleased myself in
my fanciful moments, by endeavouring to derive excuse and consolation
from the fatality which has seemed to overpower me in the various mis-
haps which have befallen me. In fact, I began life “on tick;” my old
nurse has related to me with considerable exultation on her part, that I
was “a monstrous large child,” and what my excellent mother, having
been deceived in her calculations as to the infantine habiliments provided
on such occasions, there was g dreadful hurry and bustle when I presented
myself in such unexpected proportions. My worthy father jocosely sug-
gested that I might be temporarily accommodated in one of his jack-boots,
but the nurse scouted that idea with indignation ; and after a prodigious
quantity of excitement, which furnished abundant matter for conversation

e
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during her month of supreme authority, it was fortunately discovered that
the coachman’s wife was provided with baby linen on her own account,
of superior dimensions, and it was taken possession of accordingly.

Whether this opportune provision was the result of her having con-
stantly before her eyes the gigantic backs of our fat coach-horses and
their capacious cloths, I cannot pretend to say; but I have no doubt that
this borrowing of swaddling clothes from the equine department of the
household had the effect of imbuing me with a decided predilection for the
stables. Indeed, from this circumstance, the coachman’s wife was pleased
to regard me as a part of the stable establishment, and,almost as a child
of her own, the loan of her baby’s clothes having invested her with the
character of a sort of foster-mother ; so that my communication with her
and her hushand and the horses were of a more frequent and familiar
nature than would otherwise have been permitted. How this familiarity
with the stable-yard affected my fortunes will be seen in the sequel.

There was another accident that attended my first introduction to the
world, which must not be omitted. My father who, with many excellent
qualities, was rather careless and forgetful in money matters, had for-
gotten to provide himself with some of the current coin of the realm to
represent the doctor’s fee, which, on such oceasions, from praiseworthy
and immemorial custom, is always considered a ready-money transaction.
He was obliged, therefore, to borrow the needful f'z'om the apothecary ;
that is to say, he would have borrowed it, but the apothecary had nothing
about him but phials and potions; so that the doctor for that time was
obliged to go without his fee, which the nurse declared was ¢ unlucky.”
Here was ¢ tick” the second.

To the superstitious this beginning of life on borrowed capital might
have heen considered ominqus of my future destiny.

But it is proper for the better understanding of this history, that I
should say a few words more of the character of my father ; for moral,
like physical diseases, cannot be correctly understood, without taking into
account ¢ hereditary dispositions.” It is a delicate point, I am aware,
for a son to treat of ; but important as it is to cherish the feclings of filial
respect and duty, truth is more important still.

My excellent parent was a most honourable man, and possessed of many
good qualities, but I must own that he had one failing; he was disregardful
of money. It was in vain that primitive copy-books had told him to
« take care of the pence, and the pounds would take care of themselves;”
he had a sovereign contempt for taking care of the pence and the pounds
too. And he gave away his money as.freely as he spent it. In opposition
to that most useful maxim, which teaches that * money makes money,”
he constantly acted on the principle that it was a sort of duty on the part
of those who had money, to distribute, and not to hoard it; adopting, I
presume, on this point, the aphorism of the learned Bacon, that “ money
is like muck, of no use unless it be spread.”

Well, it must be confessed that my worthy father spread it about in all
directions; lending to the embd¥rassed, giving to the indigent, and bestow-
ing it on all sorts of charities, without strictly reckoning the proportions
of his donations in relation to his capital and income. Now, as I have
said, this, in my opinion, was a fgiling, and was caleulated to imbue
his children with false ideas of the economy of money ; and I, for one,
cameto inherit, as it were, the loose notions of its value and its uses which
I observed to be domestically prevalent from my childhood. I was
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brought up in the habit of considering money as a something to be
spent, without having its duty impressed on me by precept and example,
tE:t it was a something also to be earned; and especially that it must be
earncd before it can be spent. I have had occasion in my experience
through life, to observe, that there is an unhappy class, unfortunately too
numerous in these days, who insist on the convenience of the practice of
spending the money first and procuring it afterwards. However, I shall
have to speak more of these matters by-and-by. I must first relate my
youthful adventures. ‘

There was ong, anecdote, however, which I must not omit to mention, as
it is a curious circumstance, and tends to illustrate the fatality to which
I have alrea,(? alluded as being attached to my existence ; my very name
was borrowed from the heathen vocabulary. ~The reason of this may be
best explained by the following dialogue which took place between my
father and mother shortly after I had gladdened the paternal mansion by
my arrival.

Cuar. III.

“ My dear,” began my mother to my father, as he sat by her bed-side
talking over such family affairs as he judged it suitable to giscourse on to
an invalid, *“it’s very odd ; but I ean’t for my life decide on & name for
baby. It worries me night and day !”

¢ thought you had decided long ago,” said my father.

¢So I had ; but then I had the idea it would be a girl, and you see
it’s a boy, so that the hunting for a name is to begin all over again!”

« Suppose you call him by my name,” suggested my father ; “1t’s usual,
isn’t it ¢

“ Good heavens! my dear, how can you think of such a thing! What!
call the poor little dear ¢ Jenkin ;’ it would besa cruelty to the poor child
to let him be Jenkined all the days of his life. Think of what you have
suffered yourself !”

¢ That's very true,” replied my father, feelingly.

« Haven’t I always been obliged to call you by your surname,” con-
tinued my mother, “although 1t seems unnatural sometimes to do it;
but how could I call you ¢Jenkin ¥ ”

My futher was silent ; although a man 1ay be afflicted with a caco-
phonous name, he doesn’t like to have the charge of it brought too point-
edly against him.

T always think,” resumed my mother, ¢ that it’s more affectionate in
a family to call one’s husband by his Christian name; although some
think it is not so stylish ?”

“ Well,” said my father, with a slight shade of testiness in his tone;
“there are plenty of names to pick anﬁ choose from. Call him any thing

ou like—only have done with it.”

¢« Well, then, do you propose a name; poor little fellow, he seems quite
wretched without éne! No one knows what to call him.”

¢ Suppose we say Williamy” said my fa'ther.

& Then he will be called ‘ Bill;’ I hate that word ¢ Bill.””

« G?or )y thenli" " d

¢« 1t's the eke s name ; tiggt won’t do.”

¢ Thomasg??’m per »

¢ I shouldn’t like him to be called ¢ Tom.’ ”
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“ What do you say to John ?”

“It’s as bady as the others ; it always comes to Jack, and that sounds
to my ears so horrid vulgar. Besides, somehow one’s footman is always
called John; and then that’s always awkward and makes confusion. To
be sure, we can make one’s servant change his name to any one that
doesn’t interfere with one’s own; but really,” continued my mother, get-
ting excited and a little angry at the dithiculty, ¢ there ought to be a
law to prevent the common people from using the same names as ourselves!
Why don't you go into parliamept, my dear, and propose something of
the sort ?”

“ A seat in parliament is an expensive thing to purchase, my dear,”
replied my father, ¢ there’s our neighbour, Trentham, his borough cost
him five thousand pounds besides the beer ; to say nothing of the bore of
making speeches at the election, and calling the rascals that you buy with
{our money, ¢ Worthy and independent electors,” and so forth,—But this

has nothing to do with finding a name for our boy. The shortest way,
after all, will be to call him Jenkin,”

“ 1 would rather die!” said my mother, “ What, do you think that
poor innocent boy would be able to do with such a name as Jenkin tacked
to him all the days of his life? No! Tom, Jack, Dick, Bill—any name
but that ! I should never be able to look him in the face after such an
infliction !”

““ What the devil!” my father began; but, checking himself imme-
diately, in consideration of my mother’s delicate condition; ¢ For Ileaven’s
sake, my dear,” he resumed, “ choose for yourself. Here,” he continued,
taking a prayer-book from a shelf, and blowing the dust off it ; ¢ here’s
the list of them all ; I will read them through from top to bottom, and
you can stop me when you come to one that you like.”

“Idon’tlike any of them,” replied my mother, pettishly ; ¢ they are all
so common ; I should like cur boy to have some name to distinguish him
from ordinary people ; something uncommon.”

There was a print of Leander crossing the Hellespont opposite the bed,
for which my father had a great affection from its having becn Jong in
the family, but which my mother abominated, as it always gave her the
iden, as she insisted, of catching cold ; but on this occasion it was the for-
tunate means of bringing the matrimonial discussion to a conclusion. My
father and mother had both fixed their eyes on it musingly. The exi-
gency of the case, perhaps—for the difficulty of finding a name unpol-
luted by vulgar appropriation threatened to leave me without any name
at all—mspired my father with a bright idea.

% What do you say,” said he, “to Leander? That's a classic name.”

¢ And uncommon,” said my mother.

¢ T never heard any one called by that name before, certainly,” said my
father, “ but it’s a well-sounding name. at any rate.”

“You don’t think it would be considered indelicate ?” said my mother,
turning her eyes to the picture, doubtingly. )

¢ Not a bit,” said my father; “our boy, though he may bear the name
of the hero, won't go about in the streets in that style.”

“Well ;” said my wmother, hesitatingly ; «if you don’t think there’s any
thing improper in 1t —” P

¢ Nonsense,” said my father; “it’s as good a name as any other,. for that
matter; so, if you're content, let it be so settled.”
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And so it was settled ; and with the joint consent of the consulting
parties, the hero of the present memoirs was, with the proper ceremonies,
named Leander ; differing from that celebrated enthusiast, however, in
one particular, that whereas the ancient hero passed much of his time, by
all accounts, in & cold bath, his namesake passed most of his life in hot
water.

I shall pass over the time between infancy and that stage of boyhood
which qualified me for a public school, although there are many creditable
anecdotes of my precocity and sagacity extant which could not fail to in-
terest maternal bosoms.  But I do violence to my own feelings, and
suppress them. My reply to an invitation of my nurse to have a “bone’
of a chicken, when I could just lisp, *“ Yes—with some meat on it,” was
certainly very clever, but I do not dwell on these points lest I should
fatigue the general réader. There was a story of mine, also, dbout two
gravel-carts, which, unlike the celebrated *story without an end,” which
has received so large a share of popular approbation, had neither ending
nor beginning, but which was considered so remarkable an indica-
tion of early genius, that I believe it was the main cause of confirming my
father in his purpose of sending me to a public school, in order that my
talents might have the opportunity of being progerl developed. As to
my saying, on the occasion of my wearing for the first time a splendid
new beaver hat, with a feather and looped up in front, on an illumination
night, when the bells were ringing joyfully, and the crowds of people
were pleased to exercise their most sweet voices in loud huzzas, for they
did not know exactly what ; I repeat, as to my saying, * What a fuss the
people make about my new hat!” I consider that exclamation has received
more applause than it deserved. But, as I said before, I shall pass over
these matters, and proceed with the narrative of my school.experience, as
the habits which I acquired there had so powerful an cffect on the course
of my after-life.

Neither shall I give more than a passing word to the fellowship which
existed between me =nd a long-tailed pony, of which, through the inte-
rest of my friend the coachman, before I was eight years of age. I became
the acknowledged possessor. But I shall never forget the sorrow of the
parting which necessarily took place between me and “Rory” when I was
sent to Eton College, two years afters The parting from my father and
mother I bore, as I was told to bear it, “like a man ;” but the parting with
the pony was a very different affair. T was convinced at the time that
he felt it as much as I did. This was my “first grief;” however, I con-
soled myself gradually for the separation; and, I remember, I used to
cherish the figure of Pegasus which adorned the title-page of an “ Ovid’s
Metamorphoses” which I borrowed from a third-form boy, from the re-
semblance which I fancied it bore to my own pony ; and I attribute to
the circumstance of that accidentnl illustration the decided predilection
which I conceived for the i)oetry of the Latin classics. But the event
of my introduction.to public life at Eton is deserving of a separate

chapter. ¢ y
CHar. IV,
It is now many erars since that, memorable day when I made my
\}

entry, with much dignity on my long-tailed pony, at the renowned
College of Eton. This indulgence of a last ride on the pony, wasa
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sort of compromise which I made with my mother, and I do not doukt
helped considerably towards the facility of my departure, for the first
time, from home. She was very much affected at the separation, not
being quite reconciled to my being launched, at so tender an age, in the
vortex of & public school ; and she was earnest in impressing on me the
importance of never getting wet feet, as she had heard that the environs
of Eton were of a marshy description; ,and of remembering always to
put on my ni%‘ht-cap when I went to bed, an admonition wiich, am
sorry to say, I much neglected, gs the said night-caps, having been ex-
pressly constructed for the occasion of a manly fashion—that is to say,
shaped liked a sugar-loaf, with a white cotton tassel at the superior
extremity, for what reason I have never been able to understand —1I found
them so convenient for keeping marbles in that they were always appro-
priated to that or similar uses. She particularly cautioned me, also, to
take care not to sleep in a damp bed, a caution which was very proper,
but which, in my case, was superfluous, insomuch as I do not remember
that it ever mattered to me or affected my rest in the least, whether my
sheets were damp or dry, for, in truth, I always made but one sleep of
it—and never was able to “enjoy my bed,” as the saying is, for as soon
as I laid my head on my pillow I fell fast asleep, and never woke till I had
to get up the next morning—except on one occasion, when I was put in
the black list, and had to ruminate on the anticipation of the very dis-
agreeable consequence of the next morning ; but of this I shall have to
speak in its order.

My kind mother added to her verbal admonitions various reminiscences
of home in the shape of a huge cake of a superior quality, and sundry

ts of jam as substantial consolations. These matters, with my other

uggage, were despatched the day before by the stage, and their appear-
ance excited no little merriment among my new associates, and I was in
danger of being complimented by the appellation of “ mamma’s boy,”
which it cost me three severe fights and some teznporary damage to the
bridge of my nose to get 1id of. .

At last, however, atter repeated embraces, and & promise to be kept
sacred on my part of writing home once a week, I wags permitted to leave
the paternal mansion, my father accompanying me on horseback the
whole of the way, attended by the coachman, who had obtained special
permission to take the place of one of the grooms in consideration of
his attachment to my person. .

As the distance was more than thirty miles, we dined on the road,
although I must say, notwithstandipg my outward appearance of forti-
tude, I had not much appetite, and the pony, the coachman said, was
“off his feed.” However, the liberality of my father at the little village
inn, about five miles from the college, formed a favourable introduction
for me, of which I took advantage in after-times; but I must not an-
ticipate. .

All journeys must come to an end at last, as some one has sapiently
observed, and so did ours ; but somehow, as my ride came nearer and
nearer, my heart became fuller and fuller; and somehow I could not
enjoy satisfactorily the picturesque scenery which my father pointed out
to me in the neighbourhood of Windsor.  The atmosphere appeared to
me a little misty, and my pony went sluggishly, as if he, too, partook
of my irresistible depression.
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. And now, like a stone rolling down-hill, which, although not quite a
new simile, is the best that I can call to mind at the moment, our pace
seemed to grow quicker as we approached our term. We rode through
the town of Windsor, and my father desired me to remark the mag-
nificent site of the castle, which I endeavoured to do, but I cannot say that
I was particularly penetrated by its appearance at that time ; we clattered
over the stones down the steep street, which some presentiment told me
led direct to Eton, crossed the bridge over the Thames, the theatre of
my future exploits, before I expected if, and stood within the precincts
ofythe college.

“ Now, my boy,” said my father, “ you are in Eton.”

I called up as good a smile as I could, but I fancy it was a very poor
one; and I must confess I heartily wished I was at home. I do believe
that if I had been on my own legs 1 should have stood stock-still; but being
borne like an involuntary agent by my pony, 1 was carried on irresistibly to
my fate. I looked around me, however, to seec what surt of a place I
was in, and I saw nothing to alarm me ; but still it was ¢ going to
school ;” and the sensations engendered by that occurrence, are, I have
reason to believe, never of an agreeable nature. But on we went.

Passing Christopher’s, celebrated for its ¢ bishop,” on our left, we
skirted the sausage-shop on the same side, and rode by the domiciles of
Yonge and Bethell, flanked by Knapp’s and the long wall on our right ;
thence pursuing our course, amidst a silence and solitude which struck
me as mysterious and awful—but as it was during school-hours, all the
boys were otherwise engaged—we passed Waight’s, turned Mother Trot's
at the corner, and passing by Sumner’s on our right hand, and leaving
Drury’s on our left, we pushed our way to ‘the very outskirt of the in-
habited portion of the Etonian domains, and drew up in the court-yard
of a square brick mansion, which was tenanted by a lady of the name of
Angelo ; and albeit she was a ¢ Miss,” one of the privileged « dames”
of the college.

A man-servant appeared ; we dismounted from our horses ; my father
introduced me to the iady who was to stand iz loco parentis on the female
side, and after the usual compliments he took his leave, taking me with
him to *¢ Christopher’s” to have a glass of wine before parting. We were
shown into rather a gloomy-looking room fronting the street, and a
bottle and glasses were provided with a promptitude which showed that
the waiter was used to the order.

My father sat down and pulled up his top-boots, which he regarded
meditatively for a brief space, and then addressed me gravely in the fol-
lowing terms:—

¢ Leander, you are but young as yet, but you are old enough to under-
stand me. 'l?ilis is the first time that you have been from home, and

our mother is very anxious about you. Always be a good boy, and
attend to what your tutor says to you ; and take care that you don’t cut
your fingers with yopr hack-knife; I remember your mamma was very
particular about that. And remgmber that you are now at the first school
in the kingdom; it was founded by Henry VI ; the very first, and the
most expensive, I understand; Harrow and Westminster are good,
Harrow especially ; I know that, because I was brought up there myself,
and there was one of the best packs of hounds—however, thatis not to the
question now ; you must attend to your studies. Greek and Latin are
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the main points here. Every gentleman must understand Greek and
Latin ; that is, he must have studied them in his youth so as not to ap-
pear ignorant when things are talked about in Greek and Latin, such as
Homer and Virgil. People don't talk Greek and Latin now, at least I never
heard them, and that is why they are called tho dead languages. But
they are very useful, nevertheless, in a variety of ways, not necessary for
me to mention at present, because your tutor will explain all that to you.
And one thing that I have to impress upon you, is always to speak the
truth, and always to act like a gegtleman. Don’t quarrel, and don’t fight,
if you can help it ; I know that your mother has cautioned you about
that. But, at the same time, I don’t wish you to be a poltroon ; so that,
as I say, don't get into a fight if you can help it, but if you can’t help it,
why then you must act according to circumstances. Don’t borrow money
of your schoolfellows ; that’s a very mean’thing to do; bnt always lend to
any one that wants it ; we ought always to be free and generous to one
another, and people always have a contempt for a miserly disposition.
But you must not spend your money extravagantly, that would be
wrong again. In short, you must spend your money like a gentleman.
And of course you will not get into debt ; in fact, you are too young for
the trades people to allow, you to do it. People in a certain station of
life are obliged to get into debt ; but little boys have no business to do it.
And that's all I have to say to you. Oh! your mother wished me to
say something about your reading. T understand that the common parts
of education, such as reading, and writing, and that—and arithmetic—I
must not forget arithmetic-—are not much attended to here. These things
are expected to come of themselves ; it is the classics that distinguish
gentlemen from the common people.  You will learn fencing, and
dancing, of course, and French; but you must not allow them to interfere
with your Greek and Latin. And remember to wind up your watch
regularly, always in the morning at breakfast, that’s the proper time ; at
night—-after dinner—one is apt to neglect it; bur you are too young to
understand those things. And you will find it very useful for keeping
school hours; and remember that punctuality in engagements is one of
the distinctions of a gentleman ; besides, if you don't keep to your time in
being at school you will be punished—flogged, perhaps, which is a very
disgraceful circumstance, besides being painful—sometimes it is very
painful. However, I hope that will not happen to you. Indeed, it is a
practice which I do not approve of, and never didapprove of, I remem-
ber all the boys at Harrow were against it ; but I suppose no other mode
of correction can be found that is go handy and gives so little trouble.
One of the masters at Harrow used to call it a ¢short cut to the know-
ledge of the Greek and Latin classics ;> but it would be improper for me
to treat such a subject with levity ; but your mother was very fretty about
it before we came away, and so you will take care to keep out of that
scrapl, I am sure, for her sake. And now, my dear Yoy, I shall wish
you good-bye.” oL

With these words my fatherrose, and placingin my hands a one-pound
note, which seemed to me at that time an inexhaustible suﬂply of wealth,
he took leave of me, not without emotion, although he thought to dis-
guise it by a careless and cheerful manner, which, however, my young
eyes saw through, and which made my heart feel very heavy. My father
walked back with me to my dame’s, followed by the coachman with the
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horses, and, after an affectionate parting, the coachman shaking hands
with me as with his own son, I was left in my new abode, the last thing
that I saw being my pony’s tail as it whisked round the corner.

1 was now alone ; I felt a strange choking at the throat, which indis-

osed me to the conversation into which my good-natured dame, with
Hindly intentions, endeavoured to beguile me. But I would have burst
rather than have allowed a tear. to escape me, and I endeavoured to find
consolation in the anticipation of the sports in which I should now have
the opportunity of engaging, with numerous companions, and with the
feeling of the unwonted supply of money which I fondly cherished in my
breeches-pocket, and which already seemed to be endowed with a sort of
restless power of locomotion, as if stimulated by the air of the place
with a spontaneous desire of circulation. But of this I shall have to
speak in due course. I must first describe my reception by my school-
fellows, and the greeting which awaited me in the ceremonies of induc-
tion incidental to a *“new boy.”

These details will not appear trivial to those who are desirous of
becoming acquainted with the progress of a boy’s life at a public school ;
and when it is considered how indelibly the character of the man is
affected by such early impressions, it may be ugeful to record the results
of my own experience, as it may assist the judgment of those whose at-
tention is directed to the subject, in forming a comparison between tho
benefits of public and private education. Indeed, my own opinion is,
that many of the errors which are prevalent among the higher classes of
this country, and especially the vice of expenditure, which is transmitted
by imitation from tEe higher to the lower, may be traced to the early
defects of omission and commission induced by the system prevalent at
our public schools ; and this remark applies as well to the moral as the
scholastic portion of the system.—1I will take the opportunity of explain-
ing how the process of teaching is conducted, and say a word or two on
the domestic economy of the school. :

The public school of Eton is not, as many suppose, a single building,
in which all the boys are collected under one roof, and watched over in a
body ; the school, properly so called, consists of two large school-rooms,
with one or two smaller places of assemblage, at which the boys of the
upper and lower school, respectively, attend at stated times “to say
their lessons:”” the lessons are learnt, or supposed to be learnt elsewhere.
The boys reside at different houses kept either by ¢ dames” for the most
part, or by the tutors. Every boy on his entrance is placed as a pupil of
one of the tutors, all of whom must have passed through the college on
the foundation, and who are, without exception, well-bred gentlemen of*
superior attainments. These tutors form also the body of ‘masters,”
who attend at the school-rooms to hear the lessons ; and they are pre-
sumed to take care that their pup‘ls are properly prepared at their own
houses in their véfious tasks.  This duty, however, was in my time fre-
quently neg‘lected..

Besides these tutors, there were other mlasters, licensed by the college,
but extraneous to it, who taught the vulgar accomplishments of reading,
writing, and arithmetic, such matters being considered beneath the atten-
tion of the classic * tutors,” who confined themselves to Latin and Greek,
including, above all, the highly-prized accomplishment of making Greek
and Latin verses, which was the criterion of college merit, and considered
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superior to all other attainments. In addition to the instructors already
mentioned, there was a French master appointed by the college, and one
or two other permitted French masters and private tutors, of whom the
authorities took no other account than to be satisfied with the general
correctness of their character and demeanour.

Thus, the boy resided, that is, slept and took his meals, at the house of
his dame, or, as I have already said, in sowie instances, at the house of his
tutor ; and journeyed backwards and forwards from his dame’s or his tu-
tor’s house to the school-room, in all weathers, rain or sunshine, which,
while it tended, as it was considered, to make him more hardy and
manly, was a fruitful source of the illnesses which such exposure could
not fail to occasion. And the mode of living at the dame’s or tutor'’s
house was this ; sometimes, but rarely, a boy had a room to himself; in
the majority of cases, and almost always when there were brothers, two or
three, and even four, boys inhabited the same room, which was of rather
small dimensions. In this room they sat during the day, when they ¢at
at all, and invariably passed their evenings. How the evenings were
often passed I-shall have to describe by-and-by. In this room they also
slept ; turn-up bedsteads standing in it, which were closed during the day.
This was a bad arrangement, obviously ; but so.it was; and such was the
apartment in which many of the sons of the highest nobility in the king-
dom have passed the best part of their juvenile days.

As to the moral superintendence of the boys thus placed, there was
little or none. In their own rooms they did as they pleased ; and,
indeed, in my time, any manifest spying into their doings on the part
of their dame would have, been considered an intrusion, and would
have been resented in some way, accordingly. So that, in fact, the boys
were left almost entirely to themselves ; and were exposed to the eaprices,
or the tyranny, and to the bad examples of one another, almost without
cheek or control ; and so long as they made no disturbance by fireworks or
other gunpowder amusements threatening the blowing UE of the premises,
they were allowed to pass their time in quarrelling, fighting, cards, and
drinking, pretty much as they pleased, and left to settle their disputes as
they best could among themselves; the strongest, asis usual in such com-
munities, establishing his dominion over the rest, asis the custom in sys-
tems of autocrasy in all times all over the world. It must be admitted
that this was not the best way to conduct a moral education ; but at a
public school it is not a moral, but a classical, education that.is aimed at ;
and doubtless that object, at the expense of all the rest, is sometimes suc-
cessfully accomplished. N .

Now I must protest against being wilfully misunderstood on the point
of what is called “classical education,” meaning thereby, as the term is
popularly interpreted, a Greek aud Latin education; I have too much
respect for those noble languages, and am too strongly impressed with
their “utility to wish to depreciate the merit of their acquisition, or the
honours of their professors ; but from my own experience I must be. per-
mitted to say that their study’ at public sehools, and at Eton especially,
was too exclusive; Ido not find fault with bois being taught Greek and
Latin, but I object to their being taught nothing but Greek and Latin,
and to its being supposed that the stuffing them with the dead languages
is o sufficient preparation for the active duties of real life, whether legisla-
torial or otherwise. It is not the use, but the abuse, that I complain ofi
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However, as it is not my intention to write a treatise on academical edu-
cation, I shall say no more on this point, for the present at least, but allow
the subject to develope itself as I go on. My object is to illustrate the
evil of that habit of mind which the customs of a public school are apt to
engender on that most important part of the personal economy of a man’s
life, his private exchequer; for, aflc)er all, in public, as in private life, with
nations, as with individuals, maney is the primum mobile of all enter-
prise; and whether in the pursuits of the occupation of peace, or in aggres-
sive or defensive war, is the foundation en which all operations must neces-
sarily be based, and, under all circumstances, is a subject which will force
itself on every man’s attention.

The great evil of the present day, as all must have daily oceasion to
observe, is the undue prevalence of ¢ Tick.” This nation went to war
“ on tick,” and now is feeling the baneful and seemingly insurmountable
inconvenience of being laden with a heavy debt. TLat which has been
so'recklessly done by the nation collectively is imitated by the inhabitants
of these realms individually. All is one universal system of ¢ Tick ;”
landlords are to be helped to cultivate their lands on tick ; the colonies
are to be supported by “ Tick;” our princely merchants, following a most
princely fashion, are to be saved fromn bankruptey by a most complicated
system of tick,. One part of the empire borrows from the government,
and the government borrows of the money-lenders, and the money-lenders
borrow of the Bank of England, and the bank pursues a sublime system
of tick by issuing notes which the government, and the bank, and every
body besides knows, it has no possible means of paying if asked for;
and so, every thing goes on merrily enough in a continual circle of tick,
till all of a sudden pay-day comes, and then the nation and individuals
ascertain to their extreme astonishment that they have been living beyond
their income, and they all find themselves in a pretty mess. And then,
while some political economists declare that all the mischicf is owing to
the erroneous system of tick, other political economists aver that the diffi-
culty has been created by a restriction or a suspension of the glorious prin-
ciple of tick; and contend that as that career has once been entered on,
there is no help for it, but to go on in everlasting tick, and leave our
descendants to pay off the debts which we leave to them as their inheri-
tance, as well as they can.

But I am forestalling my subject a little ; T shall have to say enough
about this sgme tick in the course of my confessions in its relation to
myself, and to describe how tick in war (and this reminds me of an anec-
dote concerning my being taken puisoner in the Peninsula), and tick in
love (by-the-bye, that purchase of the rope-ladder on tick was one of
the most memorable of my adventures), and tick on various occasions,
operated on my fortunes through life.

I must return now to my scho.lboy adventures, on which, perhaps, I
love too much to dwell, but which recalls to me the freshness of my early
life, arid always makes me feel young again in their relation. Besides,
it is necessary for the object of this work, that I should describe with the
heoessﬂ minuteness my experience at a public school, as the evil effect
of a bad habit engendered there forms the purport and the moral of my
tale ; for I date my own continual embarrassment in life, and the embar-
rassments of many others, from the vicious practice prevalent in my time
of that most expressive word to Etonian ears—¢ Tick.”
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THE CHA'B ARABS.
BY W. FRANCIS AINSWORTH, ESQ.

A Nook of Land—Anglo-Turco-Persian Political Commission—Origin of the
Cha’b Arabs—Tenure of the Country—Sheikh Suleyman and his Piratical
Exploits—Town of Mohammerah—Its Salubrity, Trade, and Importance—
Jealousy of the French Consul at the Predilection of the English for this Port
—Navigation of the Daurak Canal—Night in she Marshes—Metropolis of the
Cha’b Arabs and Court of Sheikh Thamar.

IN one of the most remote corners of the world, on a bit of alluvial
soil, marshy, grassy, and sandy, as it passes into rock and desert ; in an
angle formed by the scriptural and classic streams, the Oreatis, the Ulai,
the Pasitigris, and the Euphrates: fertilised in its heart by the drainage
of a whole river, the antique Iledyphon—which the poets of olden time
would have represented asa nymph dying in the embraces of that gloomy
king whom all the goddesses refused to wed—there dwells a tribe of
buffalo-feeding, degenerate, and once piratical Arabs, hitherto little
known, and who, but for the said piratical habits, the restlessness of mo-
dern travellers, whom nothing can escape, and the miserable policy of
a French consul in setting the Turks and Persians by the ears, would
probably have long enjoyed the same enviable obscurity.

But English adventurers entered into the heart of this remote country;
French jealousy saw in this act an immediate intention on their part to
possess themselves of the country ; Turkish soldiers devastated its rising
little port, the Bakhtiyari mountaineers replaced its fallen sheikh, the
Persians retorted by invading the metropolis, and a mixed Anglo-Turco-
Persian commission has been sitting for two or three years at Erzrum, in
Armenia, to decide as to whom this fragment of the Delta of the
Euphrates, with its villages, castles, and palace—its rice-grounds, its
buffalo pastures, and date-groves—and its poverty-stricken inhabitants
shall belong. Tt would have been a most desirable thing if the Cha’b
Arabs, as the tribe in question is designated, could have decided the
knotty question themselves, and proclaimed their independence alike of
the Sublime Porte and the equally sublime Shahinshah. Unfor-
tunately, their numerical strength was not equal to the task, so they
remained and still remain in the unpleasant position of a bone to be con-
tended for by Sunni and Shia’h dogs, who tear away at both sides at
once. .

We have not seen the blue-book which chronicles the labours of the
commission ; no doubt it will be called for during the present session of
Parliament by a Chisholm Anstey, or an Urquhart, when impeaching a
Secretar’y for Foreign Affairs, or by some laborious financier, to whom even
the Cha’b Arabs shall not remain a mystery, if expenses have been in-
cuired in dragging them from obscurity ; but we have visited their
couutry on various occasions, traversed it in almost all directioms, held
long conferences with its sheikhs, in their ancient palace and citadel, have
sympathised with them when flourishing, and pitied them when trod
down by the iron tramp of oppression, and the Cha’b Arabs are not a
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mystery to us, nor shall they be so to others, if they will follow us, first
in our historical, and then in our peripatetic notes.

The Cha’b Arabs emigrated from the Arabian coast of the Persian
Gulf, and they were, therefore, of independent origin. They were
buffalo-herdsmen, and hence they settled on marshy territory, first in the
district of Wasit, subsequently founding the town of Kobban, in Daurak,
and which town is mentioned by the older Arabian geographers.

They soon afterwards ascended the Jerrahi (Hedyphon), and pitched
their tents around an artificial mound—a ruin of some Susanian fabric—
and upon which arose the modern town of Fellahiyah. The Afshars ob-
jected to this encroachment on their territories; but the Cha’bs excused
themselves by saying, that the pastures of the Jerrahi were better suited
to their buffaloes than Kobban, where they did not prosper. Soon after-
wards, a ditch was dug round the mound, upon which the Afshars again
remonstrated. The Cha'bs answered, that the ditch was constructed to
preserve their buffaloes, which were carried off almost every night by their
neighbours. The Afshars were obliged to be satisfied. The following

ear, a stout mud-wall was raised within the ditch, and the Afshars find-
ing that the Cha'bs were resolved to live in independence, invited the
chief of a neighbouring tribe to assist them in expelling the Arabs from
the country. This chief entered the field in the spring, but, falling ill,
was compelled to return, and the expedition was deferred till the autumn.
In the interval, the Afshars concluded a peace with the Cha’bs, which
they intended to break as soon as it was in their power to do so.  Of this
the Arabs were aware, and they formed a design of defeating them before
they could receive assistance. They aceordingly made a feast, to which
the Afshars were invited. As they were ¢ating, the €ha’bs fell upon
them and slew them to the number of fourteen, all of whom were chiefs.
The Cha’bs then applied to the Wali of Arabistan, residing at IIawizah,
who was the most powerful chieftain in the Delta of the Euphrates, to
assist them in driving out the Persians. ¢ We are Arabs,” said they,
* and, consequently, the sayyid is a brother. It is better that we should
be his subjects; we are willing to render the same services and pay the
same tribute as the Afshars,” The Wali consented, and marched against
the Afshars, who were expelled from Datirak, and took refuge at Lehrowi,
where they built a castle, which, according to Layard, still bears their
name.

These Walis of Arabistan, although vassals of Persia, were of Arabian
descent, the’ founder of the family being a sayyid, or descendant of the
prophet, who quitted Medinah to settle, first at Wasit, in Chaldea, and
subseqyently at Hawizah, on the leoaspes, about the year 1350. There
were, at that time, four Walis in Persia, who were considered as the chief
vassals, or semi-dependent princes of the Shahinshah, or King of Kings.
These were the Walis of Luristan, of Gurjistan, or Georgia, of Kurdistan,
and of Arabistan. Shah Abbas the Great abolished the title of Ata Beg
of Luristan, and conferred that of Wali on the chief of the province, which
denomination has ever since bgen retained+by the descendants of Husain
Khan, tpe first who received the title,

The Cha’b Arabs did not, however, long remain peaceful occupiers of
the land they had seized; for, at the accession of Shah Abbas to the
throne of Persia, Imam Kuli Khan, governor of Fars, headed an expedi-
tion against them, and forced them to return their former possessions to
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the Afshars, compelling them, moreover, to pay a certain tribute to the
crown of Persia. :

Taking advantage, however, of the state of anarchy which succeeded
the death of Nadir Shah, the Cha'b Arabs repossessed themselves once
more of the country of Daurak, forcing the Afshars and sundry Turko-
man tribes that pastured their flocks in the same territory, to decamp,
and made themselves complete masters of all the countries that inter-
veued between thg Euphrates, the Karun, and the Hindiyan.

The name of she Cha’b Arabs became first known in this country
about the latter part of the last century, in consequence of their piratical
exploits on the Persian Gulf.* They had then attained their highest
power under the intelligent and enterprising Sheikh Suleymau. This
sheikh, the founder of the present family of the Ali Bu Nasiv sheikhs,
constructed dams across the rivers, dug canals, built houses and villages,
planted date groves, and encouraged commerce. But, above all, he
sought to aggrandise his dominions. He subjected all the less powerful
tribes in his neighbourhood, and extended his conquests in the direction
of Bassora, where Niebuhr} describes him as having in his time pos-
session of all the islands and territories adjoining’the Shat el Arab.
The possession of the mouths of the Euphrates led this powerful chieftain
to turn his attention to navigation. He constructed his first ship in
1758 ; and, in 1765, he had already ten large-sized vessels and seventy-
six small ones. With these vessels {;e made war upon all European mer-
chantmen that came to trade at Bushire and Bassora; and he captured,
among others, several English ships. He particularly assisted the tribes
of the coast, south of Hindiyan, in destroying the Dutch factory at
Kharaj, and he also made Nimself master of several large districts in
Persia.

At length Kerim Khan, the successor of Nadir Shah, invaded his
territories with so strong a force, that he was obliged to fly, with his
treasure, beyond the Euphrates, The Persians, alter sacking Fellahiyah,
advanced westward, and broke down the dam which had been constructed
to force the waters into the Kobban mouth of the river, but the plague
having broken out in the army, it was obliged to retrace its steps. No
sooner had the Persians wit&lrtwn, than the Turks of Baghdad and
Bassora advanced in their turn against Sheikh Suleyman, for violation

Dof their territories ; and, thus tossed between two antagonist powers, the
sheikh had no alternative but to seek an alliance with one, and he gave
the preference to Kerim Khan, from whom he subsequently received, in
return for signal service rendered to the Persians at the siege of Bassora,
cession of the town of Hindiyan and'its dependencies in perpetuity, but
somewhat in the nature of a feudal tenure, on condition of paying 1000
tomans yearly to the Persian government.

So long as the sovereigns of Persia have been strong enough to enforce
payment of this tribute, the Cha’b Sheikhs have met the demand ; but,
whenever they thought they could withhold their allggiance, they never
failed to do so. 'This has led to constant pptty warfare between the Arabs
and the Persians, At the commencment of Fet’h-Ali-Shah’s reign, they

* Vincent’s “ Commerce and Navigation of the Ancients,” &c., vol. L, P. 427,
Fourth edition, 1807. '
1 “Voyage en Arabie,” &c,, tom. 1L, p. 160. Swiss edition of 1780.
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kept aloof, but Mohammed AL Mirza, governor of Fars, having sent an
expedition against Hindiyan, they were obliged to pay tribute partly in
cash, and partly in a stipulatéed number of their noble breed of horses.
In a similar manner, after the accession of the reigning shah to the
throne, and while Colonel Shee, in command of the forces in Farsistan,
was besieging the fort of Guli-Gulab, then in the bands of the warlike
Mamaseni tribes, Manucha Khan, governor of Fars, summoned the Cha’b
Arabs to supply the troops with provisions. The Sheikh made answer,
that as there existed no precedent of the Cha'b Arabs ever having pro-
cured Sursat, or provisions for a Persian army, he could not comply with
the demand; but after the fort had surrendered, he changed his mind,
and in addition to the required supplies, paid several thousand tomans to
the governor of Fars.

Atthetime of Sir John Macdonald Kinneir's visit to Persia, that isabout
forty years ago, that traveller describes the revenues ¢f the Cha’b Sheikh
as amounting to five laks of piastres (50,000L) a year, and says that
he could bring into the field five thousand horse, and twenty thousand
foot.

The first time I’visited the Cha’b Arabs, I joined the Euphrates
steamer, then lying off the town of Mohammerah, in a Persian open
boat, in which I had made the traverse from Bushire. The bustle of this
little port, and the picturesqueness of the environs, charmed the eye at
once. The Pasitigris, or Karun, after emptying part of its waters into
the Khor Bahmehshir, a wide and noble estuary, flows on in a limpid
stream by the Haffar chanmel to the Shat el Arab. This channel is an
artificial cut, and is about three-quarters of a mile in length, from three
to four hundred yards in width, and it receives three-fifths of the waters of
the Pasitigris. It has depth of water for vessels of any burden. Its
banks, when not occupied by buildings, are fringed with an undergrowth
of liquorice plant, acacias, and pomegranates, behind which are continu-
ous groves of stately palms. On the south side was an extensive mud
fort, enclosing a frw dwellings tenanted by Karayid, Sheikh of the
Nasara, and his followers; on the north side was the town of Moham-
merah, consisting, at the most, of a few wretched hovels, and, a kind of
temporary bazaar, constructed chiefly oBmatting and date fronds; but as
the town had been declared a free port by the Sheikh of the Cha’bs, a
most active bustling trade was thriving, the Haffar was crowded with
every variety of shipping, there were great heavy brigs from Oman,
clumsy Persian bagalas from Bushire, Arab boats from Bahrain and Ko-
weit, and craft of motley rigging from more distant seas. So, also, in the
town itself, an infinite variety of costume and physiognomy presented itself.
The white-turbaned, loose-robed, clear, and smooth-skinned opium dealer
from Surat and Bombay was a novelty to us. Red and yellow shoe mer-
chants from Cairo, Fez dealers fr m Tripoli, tobacco vendors from Shiraz,
Tajiks, Turks, Arabs, Armenians, and Kurds were more familiar, but
still filled up the canvass with distinct forms and striking contrasts. Add
to this, that from the deck of the steamer,‘the swift flowing waters of the

* Karun, the broad channel of the Bahmehshir, and the lake-like expanse of
the.great Shat el Arab, with its boundless forests of palm trees, could be all
brought under the eye at the same moment, reducing town and forts and
bustling traders to the semblance of an ant-hill in motion amid such a
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silent expanse of waters, palm forests, and interminable plains, and it will
be felt that Mohammerah was a site calculated to make an impression
never to be effaced. And it was so healthy, too! The sky was as bright
as the waters were clear and limpid, not a cloud furrowed t{e horizon, not
a sightless object or a streak of mud sullied the current, on¢e drunk by
none but kings, and the air was pure as sky and water ; we had not a
sick man on board, and the lightness and activity around imparted cheer-
fulness to every one. Lieutenant Selby bears equally strong testimony
to the salubrity of the place, which is of so much importance in a country
so low and flat as the Delta of the Euphrates.

I am enabled (he says)* from a personal knowledge of it (Mohammerah) for
some years, to bear witness to its superiority in this respect over any other
part of the adjacent country ; so much so, that when, during the hot months,
duty called me from Baghdad to the town of Basral, or its vicinity, I inva-
riably remained at, or near, Mohammerah, to which, in a great measure, I at-
tribute the entire absence of that deadly fever which committed such havoc in
the second expedition under Captain” Lynch, at its outset, and which can
only be ascribed to its having been compelled to remain so long at Basrah.

The salubrity of the one place, and the unhealthiness of the other, are
easily accounted for. Bassora is situated a mile from the river, up a stag-
nant canal, and is, for a great portion of the year, surrounded by a mias-
matic marsh and inundation. Again, the temperature of the Karun and
Euphrates is very different. The Karun, fed by the melting snows of
the Persian Apennines, loses, in its short and rapid descent of about one
hundred and sixty miles, little of its freshness and invigorating cooluess.
In the month of August, when the Shat el Arab has attained a tempera-
ture of 91 deg. Fah., the Karun never exceeds 80 deg. Hence, probably,
the celebrity of its waters, No wonder that Colonel Chesney should
have preferred this locality, possessed at once of such great natural and
artificial advantages, for a station to Bassora. From its admirable
position, having the Karun to the north-eastward, by which it communi-
cates with the fertile provinces of Khuzistan, and the possessions of the
Cha’b sheikhs ; the Shat el Arab, to the north-westward, by which there
is an uninterrupted communication with Bassora, Kurnah, Hillah, Bagh-
dad, and, in fact, all the countries watered by the Euphrates and the
Tigris, and a passage to the sea by both the Khor Bahmehshir and Shat
el Arab ; its merchants well informed, energetic, and enterprising men,
and the people active, and much less bigoted than the Turks, Moham-
merah must even yet, after its invasion and devastation by Turks and
Persians, rise up from its ashes, and become one of the most important
places on the rivers of Mesopotamia. ©In a naval, a military, a commer-
cial, and a sanitary point of view, it is unrivalled.

Unfortunately, however, the opening Mohammerzh as a free port, had
induced the traders who had previously resorted to Bassora, where the
duties are very high, to resort to the latter place, which had not o.nliy
caused a great diminution in the custom-house revenues of Bassora, which
were very considerable, but likewise of the revenues of the Pasha of
Baghdad, which are in part derived fromr the same source. Ali Riza
Pasha having terminated fais campaign against the rebel chief of Rawan-

¢ Journal of R. G. 8., vol. xiv., p. 223.
Jan.—~voL. LXXXII, NO. CCCXXYV, E
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duz, demanded nothing better than an excuse to destroy this rival port
on the Euphrates, and at the time of our visit, nothing was spoken about
but a proximate invasion of the Turks,

M. Fontanier, French Consul at Bassora, who fanned the flame of
cupidity, with the zealous breath of international iilealousy, says of Colonel
Chesney’s taking up his quarters at Mohammerah * that it was an insult
to the Turks for Colonel Chesnley to establish himself in a hostile town,
without even notifying such an intention ; and to choose for the centro of
his operations a spot, the prosperity of which, right or wrong, the go-
vernment wished to destroy. It was still worse to make conventions
with the rebel Sheikh of Mohammerah, and to promise him the protection
of Great Britain.”

Now, with regard to the latter reckless statement, I believe that I was
with Colonel Chesney on the occasion of every visit made either to Haji
Jabar, Sheikh of the Mohaisen, and Ahmed, Sheikis of the Haiyadar,
sub-tribes of the Cha’bs, and both then dwellingin Mohammerah ; as
well also to Sheikh Karayid who resided in Southern Mohammerah, and
T do not believe that any such hopes were held out to those chiefs.

With regard to the right and wrong of the question, we have already
seen that the country was originally held by the Afshar Persians ; that
when the Cha’b Arabs expelled the Afshars, that they did so with the
assistance of, and while acknowledging the supremacy of the Persian
governor of Arabistan, and that from the time of Shah Abbas the Great
they have paid tribute and acknowledged fealty to the Persian govern-
ment. If there was any right in the question, it was for Shuster to com-
plain of being defrauded of its dues, and not Bassora. When the news
spread that Ali Riza Pasha had really left Baghdad to iuvade Moham-
merah, Muhammed Taghi-Khan Bakhtiyar was directed by the Mo’tamid,
or chief of Kirmanshah, to offer the sheikh assistance, provided the sheikh
furnished the troop« with the necessary supplics on their march, and as
long as they requirid them ; but, unfortunately, the sheikh was lulled
into security by the misrepresentations of Ajil, and Abd al Riza, the
Sheikh of the Bawis, who had been tampered with by the Turks, and he
refused this offer of aid.

Ali Riza Pasha, according to M. Fontanier’s own account, did not know
whether Mohammerah belonged to Persia or Turkey. Toan ambassador,
deputed to him to explain that the port belonged to Persia, he could return
no answer.’ The French consul accordingly came to his aid.

1 was apprehensive (says M Fontanier) of other proceedings of the same
kind, and had my fears, too, lest the Yersians, taking advantage of the unsatis-
factory answers of the pasha, should assert that the-right was on their side.
This would have been a reason for attacks and hostilities that national ani-
mosity would too readily have prompted, and which would, moreover, have
afforded the English such a pretext as they ardently desired for inducing the
belligerents to accept their intervention. With the help of Herbelot’s Biblio-
théque Orientule, in which I found an account of the Clakabs, and with what I
already knew of the history of the country, I avas not long in drawing up a note
setting forth the indisputable rights of the Porte. M. Raymond translated it
into Turkish, and went to deliver it to the pasha, accompanied by Ibrahim
Agha, whom I had occasien to send to him, to present the compliments cus-
tomary at the season of the Ramazan.

The reasons for the interference of the French consul are of a far more



The Cha'd Arabs. 49

wide-embracing character than would appear at first. M. Fontanier’s

political foresight enabled him to see far into the future.

It appeared to me (he says, alluding to the taking up of quarters at Moham-

merahg that this was a neat way of settling two very important questions, and

of acquiring, by a dexterous manceuvre, the domination of the river. .
And elsewhere he says his remarks upon the subject were not much

relished by Colonel Chesney. .

I was, moreover, well ~ware that it would have sunited him better to have
been allowed to arrange his plans in secret, and that it would have been a glo-
rious triumph for England to tind herself in one day, to the great astonishnent
of Europe, mistress of one of the noblest rivers in Asia !

The second time that I visited Mohammerah was after the disastrous
attempt made to ascend the Euphrates at low water, when the cross-head
of one of the pumps broke, and obliged us to retrace our steps. Colonel
Chesney having started for Bombay, in the Hugh Lyndsay, the steamer
Lupkrates prepared to ascend the Karun to Ahwaz, and at the same
time a party was got up to penetrate into the interior of Daurak, and
visit the sheikh at his citadel, after which the steamer might be joined
by crossing the country to the north-eastward.

This party consisted of Colonel Estcourt, Captain Charlewood, Mr.
lassam, and the author, and we started in a small native boat, propelled
with poles by two Arabs. The first day we ascended the Karun, a dis-
tance of twelve miles, to the spot where formerly an artificial dyke turned
the water juto the Khor Kobban, but which, from its being now nearly
dried up, is called the Karun el Amah, or the Blind Karun. We turned
down this channel a short digtance, to where it is joined hy the Daurak
Canal, which is derived from the Jerrahi or Hedyphon, and was, in the
lower part of its course, barely six or seven feet in width. Between this
canal aud the Karun were the ruins of the village of Sablah, at this
time deserted and uninhabited. Beyond all was a level, monotonous,
grassy plain, across which we plied our way, cheered by the songs of
our Arab boatmen, till night overtool us, and with it labour ceased, and
the harsh notes of the Cha’bs were succecded by the equally unmelodious
sereech of the night heron. Colonel Estconrt was one of those happy
individuals whose constitution and habits of life enable them to despise
creature comforts.  Animal sensuality was so entirely superseded by
spirituality, that he could spurn the coarser appetites, and as he had in
Syria lived for months upon sweet and sour milk, so in Susiana he ap-
peared determined to try the effect of pure air in supporting the animal
economy. Certain it is that not even a biscuit had been put into the
boat when it left the steamer, so that at nightfall, to myself, who hold
social conveniences in high respect, the prospect was as gloomy to the
stomach as it was to the eye. Luckily, Rassam, who came in for part
of the upbraiding that ensued upon ﬂ}l,is notable nocturnal discovery,
announced the existence of a small packet of coffee. This was a gleam
of sunshine to the gathering clouds, and we jumped hshore to search for
the usual fuel of the Arabs, the dry droppings of quadrupeds of every
description. While engaged in this ignoble research, two shadows popped
out of the darkness. The shadows were as instantly challenged, for as wo
had not seen a human being since we entered the Cha’b country, 1t was
deemed rather mysterious that they should thus make their appearance

E 2
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close to us at night. One of the shadows, accordingly, on being called
to, approached us ; the other remained in the distance, looking like a

illar 1n the horizon. ) .

« Please, noble sirs,” muttered a soft feminine voice,  we wish to ask
your permission to light a very little fire in your neighbourhood.”

We laughed. We were accustomed to this kind of question in the
steamer, where it not only frequently happened that the natives asked
permission to light their fires under our protection, but also in sad pros-
titution of all manly feeling, would ask germission for the females to carry
on their daily labours in our presence. The use of diminutives as “a very
little fire,” when asking a favour, is touchingly expressive in the Arabic
language, and cannot be exactly rendered in ours.

We lay in our clothes all nig{t, and the ecarly dawn enabled us to light
another firc, and get a cup of coffee before we started on our journey.
We had also given some coffee to the poor Arab peasants. It was, as
the day before, a tedious navigation in a grassy plain—there was not a
thing to be seen. Nothing earthly would, indeed, have willingly re-
mained in such a desolate country. ~As we proceeded onwards the land
became more marshy, and a few shrubs and patches of reeds decorated
the banks of the canal. From these an occasional water-snake glided
into the stream, flocks of white egrets dotted the plain, plovers flitted
above, and soon the colossal heads of buffaloes werc seen peering at us
with their great staring eyes up to their flanks in mud and water. We
were now fairly in what appeared to bein inextricable marsh. A flock
of wild ducks took their way directly over our heads, and we shot, and
with the help of the boat, bagged a brace. _ This, under existing circum-
stauces, was a very satisfactory incident.  As evening was approaching,
the marsh was succeeded by dry banks with groves of palms, amid which,
the cottages of the Cha'b Arabs were nestled. The canal had now at-
tained a considerable width, and the aspect of things appeared to us,
probably by contrast. to be perfectly enchanting. Many of the cottages
came down close to the water-side, and their picturesque outline was
deeply shadowed forth in the calm pellucid stream.  Men, women, and
children came out into their little gardens to see the strangers go by,
while from above beams of golden blue light were showered down with that
radiance which is so peculiar to a sun-set seen through the green fronds
of palm trees.

Twilight overtook us in this delightful davigation, when suddenly our
attention was called to a new feature in our journey. A palatial edifice
of imposing magnitude was seen is the dim and uncertain light to rise
out of the waters. It came upon us like the stately fagade of one of
those noble palaces, that alone would impart renown to the city of the
Doges. The illusion was strengthened by the boat stopping at a water-
gate, one of the Arabs knocking loudly at the arched folding-doors. It
was a long time, however, beﬁ)re the knocks were answered, when at
length attendants and liihts came, and we were admitted into a gloomy,
sub-palatial aqueduct, which we were glad %o exchange for an apartment.
Even this, however, Wwas a desert within four walls, for it had not a rag,
a chair, or a table within it, nor a pane of glass to the windows. Luckily,
it was fine weather, and chilly, but not cold at night. I had lost no time
in picking up acquaintance with one of the attendants, who, I thought,
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scowled a little less than the others, and drawing the ducks forth from
obscurity, promised bakshish, if they were produced in a condition fit to
be devoured. Colonel Estcourt and Mr. Rassam went to sleep. Charle-
wood and myself waited patiently, and without a murmur, till midnight.
Light after light had disappeared from the palace precincts, doors were
closed, not a sound was heard, save that of a gentle nasal harmony, to
which no melodz was imparted by distdnce, and the ducks were, most
probably, at the bottom of the canal. We never saw them again.

I laid down upon the hard bodrds, and was dreaming that I had re-
ceived an invitation to dine with the Lord Mayor, and had turned round
twice with impatience at the dilatoriness of tg;e turtle-soup, when I was
awoke with the intelligence, that the Sheikh of all the Cha’bs wished to
receive us. The Arags are very early risers—they go to bed with the
fowls and get up with them. It was just daybreak, but our toilette was
soon made, and we were ushered across the court-yard to the state-apart-
ment, which, although of considerable magnitude, was already densely
crowded.  Sheikh Thamar sat in the right corner. He was a man in
the prime of life, wore a turban instead of the usual Arab head-dress,
and received us with the utmost civility. At his left hand was his vizier,
Haji Mashal, of Nasara, who, as a pilgrim, also wore the turban. On his
left sat Mir Madhkur, Sheikh of the Sherifah, and who, as descendant of
the prophet, wore a green turban.  Next to Mir Madhkur sat Ajil, the
principal Sheikh of the Bawi trige. Little did I think at the time of this
our first introduction, that this Sheikh would soon be shot dead in that
very apartment. Beyond Ajil were two Persians in their black lamb-skin
caps and national costume. » They were envoys from the Mo’tamid, or
governor of Kirmanshah, and had their suite in the room. To the left of
the Vizier Haji Mashal sat the sheikh’s secretary, and his writing mate-
rials occupied the cushions at the head of the room, and thus interposed
themselves between the faithful and their infidel visitors, who were ceremo-
niously conducted to the left side of the apartment, each, after the usual pre-
liminary compliments, having to be introduced personally, and his rank, pur-
suits, &c., detailed at length. The bottom of the room was occupied b
that dense erowd of attendants and spectators, which is tolerated on all
public occasions, for when it is supposed that any thing that concerns the
tribe is on the fapis, patriarchal manners do not allow the sheikh to ex-
clude the most destitute of his subjects. Conversaticn is, accordingly, at
such public receptions made up of common places. I was very glad when
it was over, for llJ)reakf'ast, consisting of dates, dried raisins, cheese, and
sour milk, was then served up in out apartment. It was our first meal
for forty hours! We had not half satisfied our appetites, before Sheikh
Thamar, with his vizier and secretary, pounced in upon us to receive his
presents, and to talk politics. All ceremony was now cast aside,.and some
agreeable and interesting conversation took place.

This over, we went out to explore the muzif, or palace, and the town.
The imposing aspect of the former had sadly diminished before the aflare
of broad daylight, and the crumbling material pygsented that usual ap-
pearance to the eye which is so happily lost in a drawing. ~ The town of
Fellahiyah is surrounded by a mud wall, with equidistant towers, mostly
in ruin, Tts main defences consist in its many deep canals and water-
courses. 'The citadel occupies the summit of the artificial mound, and is
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also in a ruinous state. It was not without feelings of deep interest that
we recognised among the guns several of English manufacture, obtained
probably by acts of piracy and the robbery and murder of our unfortunate
countrymen.  Sheikh Thamar affected the character rather of an inde-
pendent prince than of an Arab Sheikh, and was undoubtedly, for an
Arab, a remarkable man. The country owed much of its prosperity to
him. Agriculture and commerce were encouraged, and those engaged in
such pursuits protected. Canals and water-courses, upon which the cul-
tivation of the country can alone depend, were kept in good repair, and
new works of the kind frequently undertaken. Caravans and travellers
through his country were well protected, and cases of plunder were very
rare. He had not only rendered Mohammerah a free, and consequently
a flourishing port, but he had also made Fellahiyah, in a great measure,
the dépdt of merchandise supplied to Shuster and Dizful, and to the
province of Khuzistan. Merchants connected with him were satisfied
with the protection he afforded, and did not consider the dues levied by
his tribes exorbitant. The annual sum paid by him to the Persian govern-
ment was only 3400 tomans (1700L), an incredibly small sum, when the
extent of the tribes and the productiveness of the country are considered.
Seven tribes—the Ali Bu Nasir, Idris, Nasara, Mohaisen, Bawi, Beni
Temin, and Haiyadar—acknowledged the authority of the Cha’b Sheikh.
The second of these contains eighteen family subdivisions, the Mohaisen
eleven, and the Bawi fifteen.* Sheikh Thamar is generally respected by
his subjects, and he exercises unlimited authority over them, cxtending to
the infliction of death and other punishments. The tribes have lost much
of the genuine Arab character, and their blood has become mixed with
that of Persians, and Bakhiyari and Mamaseni Kurds. They are also
Shin’hs, or followers of Ali, and thus connected with the Persians by the
ties of religion, as well as of country.  The Persian envoys at the court
of Sheikh Thamar favoured ns with some most malevolent looks during
our perambulation ol Fellahiyah. It is probable that they supposed that
we advocated the rights of the Turks over the country, a supposition to
which a certain countenand® was lent by our wearing the Osmanli red cap.

The account of our journey from the city of the Cia.’b Sheikh to Ahwaz
on the Karun, and of the twofold invasion of this unfortunate country,
must be left to another chapter. Suffice it here that M. Fontanier is in
error when, in his notice of this excursion, he says, ¢ some of the members
of the expedition, having attempted to proceed by land whilst the steamer
was going up to Karun, were seized and not allowed to continue their
Jjourney !” '

® Layard in Journal of R. G. 8., vol. xvi., p.37. Inthis able report thenames
of the subdivisions of tribes, villages, and canals in the Chah country are all
recorded.
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SUBJECTS IN SEASON.

Currstmas and the New Year are nsually suggestive of “ tipsy rout
. e . . !

and jollity,” the merry-making of appetite, and the many appliances
wherewith the parting guest is sped and the coming one welcomed. On
the present occasion we may, peghaps, depart slightly from the common
practice, and, instead of holding sweet converse with standing dishes  for
all time'—perpetual boars’ heads, garnished with eternal rosemary—
choose subjects more particularly in season at this moment than perhaps
they ever may be again.

The war still raging between the Bullionists and the advocates of a
return to the paper system, which has so long agitated the empire, may
not appear a very promising®theme for discussion in pages such as these,
and—to prevent any rash act on the part of the reader—we beg to say
that we intend to take no part in it, further than as it may afford us the
means of showing that cven currency has uscs that are sweet to those
who know how to make a right use of them.

With regard to a paper circulation, we limit ourselves to the wish that
the New Monthly may, on each returning New Year’s day, be more
widely circulated than on the last; and, touching a metallic currency,
that the substantial joys which.it has the power to diffuse, may every
day become more familiar with all who, like ourselves, embark their
hopes and efforts on paper.

% What is gold ?” is triumphantly asked by pamphleteers and speakers
at public mectings; and they put the question with such a withering
force (or note) of interrogation, that the poor author who chances to
have a solitary sovereign in his purse, feels almost ashamed to think that
he harbours so much evil about him. ¢ What is gold ?” cry its de-
nouncers, in the very tone of Pilate, when he doubted truth, and, like
him, as Bacon says, they will not wait for an answer, or hear of any
that their own pamphlets and speeches do not give.

It is impossible to reply as one could wish to these gentlemen, because
they have made the word “ gold” a cheval de bataille, whereon they ride so
furiously, that it is utterly hopeless to endeavour to keep their meaning
in view; nor can one say much more for the arguments of the leaders of
the anti-papyrus movement, whose great aim appears to be to make it
clear to the meanest capacity that “,nothing is but what és not.”

On both sides it is a war of systems, in which you who manage to pay
the income-tax, and we who do wot, take just as much interest as we
should in the cause of quarrel between the inhabitants of Blefuscu and
those of Lilliput, could the little and big-endian controversy be once
more established. Let the money-market be “tight” or « easy,” let the
Bank increase or diminish its rate of discount, we, like the ass in the
fable, have no concern in thé matter. The embarrassments of “a cele-
brated Hebrew firm,” or the resolutions of the  Bank parlour,” may

nise the millionaires of Lombard-street, but us they affect not.
Neither the one nor the other, as far as we have been able to learn,
have been in the habit of looking upon our “paper” (highly as we
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esteem it) as “good,” and we can therefore afford to think of what
befals theirs with perfect indifference.

“But this is very short-sighted,” says Sir Oracle, adjusting his wise
spectacles on the bridge of his wiser nose; “don’t you perceive that in a
commercial country, like ours, the ramifications of trade affect the whole
community #*

. “The community !—granted. But that is precisely our reason for
not being affected by the failure of the great house of Ingot, Scales, and
Company. When those eminent mer ate ortolans at luncheon, and
moistened their throats after dinner with Tokay, what was there in
common in our relative positions? We were not so well off as the
madman of Seville, who said he had dined on the mere fumes that
issued from a cook’s shop ; and to ask us for sympathy in the necessity
which obliges Messrs. Ingot, Scales, and Company, to content their
natures (as we do) with a mutton-chop and a glass of beer, when we
never so much as rejoiced our cars with the®lash of their ivory balance-
handled knives and forks, is worse than asking the aforesaid madman for
payment for the dinner which he had not eaten. No; we envied not
the prosperity of those wealthy bullion-merchants, who never consulted
us as to the advisability of their investments, and why should we be
bored with the adversity which has overtaken them ? You might just as
reasonably expect that we should mourn over the inability of the Queen
of Portugal to pay her tradesmen, or set up a post-mortem howl at the
frightful sufferings of George IV., when Prince-Regent, when a too-
complaisant ministry could not—although they robbed Mr. Troutbeck’s
heirs—find money enough to refurnish the Pavilion !”

“ Ah! I see,” returns Sir Oracle, taking off the spectacles, which have
given him so great an insight into human nature—¢ ah! I see—you are in-
tensely selfish,” and having warmed himself thoroughly at our fire, and
cheered himself at our cost, with a biscuit and a glass of port, he walks
off to tell the first mutual acquaintance he meets that so and so * has,
after all, a devilish bad heart ; he’s a young man, sir, who can’t come to
any good. I can’t persuade him, sir, to think like other people !”

The reader, now interferes, observing that he thought we meant to
redeem our promise on the currency question !

We fear we were somewhat rash m saying what we did, for no two
people are agreed about the “right uses” of money., The wish to have
money is the prominent desire of our nature, and that it is so, can scarcely
be better illustrated than by the story of the two midshipmen at church,

“ What do you do?” asked the lpast sophisticated of the pair, ¢ when
you put your head in your hat as soon as you get into the pew? I
always count ten, and then look up again.”

“Count ten ! replied the other, with an air of supreme contempt, “ I
make a much better use of my time than that ; I make a point of praying
for four thousand a year, to be paid quarterly!”

Now, for the means of applying the wealth, acquired by this or some
other equally pious process :—. ¢

We were once playing at billiards at a public table in Fleet-street,
only a few doors from Temple Bar, and some one, in the security of win-
niﬁg the game, having offered the magnificent odds of “ a hundred thou-
sand pounds to one,” the marker, a heavier kind of youth than is ordinarily
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to be met with in these places of polite resort, and somewhat dreamy
withal, ejaculated, ¢ A hundred thousand pounds! Ah! Iknow what I'd
do if T had 'em.”

 What would you do ?” we inquired.

“Why,” exclaimed he, a rush-hght gleam of imagination flickering in
his dull eye, © I'd be cad to an omnibus, or else I'd keep a lot of cabs!”

This slave of the lamp, whose ideas® of the natural world were all
absorbed in the vast thoroughfare at his master’s door, had quickly devised
his scheme of happiness, and allo&ing for diversity of taste, adopted only
the general plan. Captain Harkaway would establish an illimitable
number of hunters, and hounds, and drags, and sporting boxes ; Fitzblaze
would “do the complete thing about town ;”” Lady Dora Mowbray would
build ¢ such a love of a palace on the shores of Lake Como ;” Mr. Exeter
Hall would send out stores of knowledge to all the benighted ; Messra.
Kidd, Napp, and Compy. xvould extend their relations from the Gold
Coast to the shores of Brazil: and the meat of Sir Epicure Mammon
should ¢ all come in in Indian shells.” In short, every body, if they had &
hundred thousand pounds, would do precisely the same as the billiard-
table marker : follow the bent of their inclinations. 'We should then ver
soon discover what the theorists mean by their declamations ; the “ blunts,”
the “flimsies,” and the “stiffs” would cease their long-winded harangues
(for when a man has got money he becomes practical), the world might
be allured to rest in peace ; and that is where we leave the question.

The next remarkable guest of the season is the Influenza. It has not
presented itself merely in that snivelling form which creates a sudden de-
mand for cambric handkershiefs, warming-pans, diluents, and Dover’s
powder, bat has broken out violently in an eruption of Christmas books,
almost all the writers of the day—-save the founder of the system and one
or two others—having got a babe at nurse. Pleasant little animals many
of them, no doubt, will prove ; cheerful little creatures, wearing shining
crowns of holly and misletoe, and adding zest to other Christmas fare. Let
us enumerate a few of the principal :—

Mr. James introduces “ The Last of the Fairies.” The sprite will be
weleome, not only for the sake of the enchanter whose potent wand has
brought it within the charmed ring, but—if there were no other reason—
because it is the last.  Bishop Corbet bade farcwell to the goblin crew
more than two hundred years ago, but they are a race whom, after all, it
is very difficult to quell ; for were they not wondrously teuacious of life,
they had long since been smothered by the clumsy attempts of the Athe-
neum to revivify them, The experfment resorted to in that journal is
any thing but an improved substitute for ether, but then the Atkeneum
understands no process save vivisection. Hans Christian Andersen, on
the other hand, who knows so well how to weave garlands for the elfin
band, may probably have something to say to induce us to retract our
wish. Like poor Hood, he may have another « Plea for the Fairies” in
the “ Christmas Greeting ”” which he sends to his Erfglish friends. _Let
us assure him, before the volume reaches ds, that there are none in El}g-
land so cold of heart as not to respond with fervour to his honest Danish
greeting. Mr. Rowcroft's ¢ Triumph of Woman” will have added to his
own triumphs. A name, long honoured alike in literature and wheresoeyer
studies shed dignity on the earnest labouts of his life, comes next—hight
Samuel Warren. Without bearing the special designation of a Christmas
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book, ¢ Now and Then” is essentially one of that class—the best of its
kind, and deep in its pages will many of our readers be before this inti-
mation meets them. Mrs. S, C, Hall reverses the seasons for our plea-
sure, and, in the midst of ¢ dark December,” leads us forth beneath the
glowing skies of June, to listen to a fairy tale of love called  Midsum-
mer’s Live,” the promise of which sweet time is kept to the eye by Maclise,
Stanfield, Creswick, and a largerarray of goodly artistical names. Who
will not readily dip into the “Jar of Honmey,” freshly imported from
¢« Mount Hybla” by Leigh Hunt ? Cértes, all who have a love for what
is poetical, and beautiful, and true ! Leigh Hunt is the type of Samson’s
riddle: ¢ Out of the stroug comes forth sweetness.” This charming
work was originally published in dinsworth's Magazine. Last on the file,
but foremost in the anticipations to which it gives birth, we read the name
of Michael Angelo Titmarsh, the biographer of ¢ Our Street.” What
thoroughfare has our modern Panurge chosep wherewith to identify him-
self ? Unhappy Baker-street already lies withered beneath his sneer, and
half its gentility has fled; flaunting, utilitarian shops usurping the place
of the dull dining-rooms which he so much abhorred. Is the region Bel-

avia ; ‘does the binoscular gaze of our friend stray among the terraces
of Hyde Park, or, haply, does it wander where Hebrew matrons, * capped
and jewelled,” like their husband’s watches, give marvellous dinners to
admiring Christians in streets dependent for their fame on fashionable
squares ? Let it be where it may, depend upon it, we shall recognise the
inhabitants, and vouch for their sayings and doings.

Angther subject in season just now is, the “bright look out” we are
advised to keep on our coasts, lest we should awake some fine morning
and find the whiskered Gaul warming his coat-tails on our hearth stones,
and helping himself to an uninvited chine, or sirloin. ~ With what sen-
sations should we read in the Times the following announcement, of what
—thank God—never happencd before, but once :—

All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds out

But Dover Castle : London hath received

Like a kind host, Duke d'Isly and his powers !
And yet our own duke,—than whom no man ever better knew what he was
saying,—tells us to prepare, or such a state of things may readily come
to pass. A great many who knew nothing of the military abilities of
our lively neighbours, and who think ¢ Waterloo” a choke-pear that
must mar all subsequent appetite, are apt to entertain the belief that if
the French were toland in England, they would do no more than that
celebrated army of theirs immortdlised in song, which, led on by their
gallant king,

March’d up the hill, and then marched down again!

These gentlemen are slightly in the wrong. Having once ascended
to the top of Pisgah—the Sussex downs for example—and seen the land
of promise which Would then lie stretched before them, the Zouaves of
France would be in no hurry to turn their backs upon it ; and if such
were t0 be the case, we should earnestly recommend the bold spirits of
Brixton at-onoe to man their mill-crowned height, —the proud warriors of
Petkham to muster their array on the green of Camberwell and the
‘Causeway of Newington ; while, on the stern suburbans to whom the
defences of Clapham and Kennington are confided, we should urge the
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adviee, so sadly neglected in their neighbourhood on Vauxhall nights, to
“ keep their powder driy.”

The general excuse for the defenceless condition of our shores, is two-
fold. In the first place, we are said to be such intense lovers of peace,
that we caunnot bring ourselves to believe in the possibility of war ; and
in tho next, that the hereditary endowment of every Englishman being,
the capability of thrashing three Frenchnien, there is no occasion to give
ourselves any trouble about the matter, until we actually find our foes at
arm’s length. '

The proof of our fondness for peace is to be found in the stainless
annals of our commercial intercourse with the different quarters of the
globe, and in that mildness of spirit which has

Butchered half the world and bullied t’other,

as if it were possible for a small island like ours to have obtained her vast
amount of territory solely by dint of persuasion. And with respect to
the facility for ¢ doubling up” “those Mounseers in brass,” as the poet
calls them, it must be observed that whenever the ¢ mill” takes place,
John Bull must expect any thing but a fair stand-up fight ; he will be
taken at every disadvantage, and find that something more than mere
‘“pluck” is necessary to enable him to ‘“serve out” his adversary. To
be fore-warned, the proverb says, is tobe fore-armed, and— provided minis-
ters accept the warning and act upon it—we may be “ quittes pour la
peur,” and experience no worse visitation from our neighbours than the
longo-bardic irruptions which people the Quadrant while Mr. Mitchell keeps
his theatre open.  Soit dit, ep passant, that the worthy lessee has begun
carly and well with Messrs. Montaland, and Fechter, and Mademoiselle
Baptiste ; the first having made an excellent début in “ Le Jeune Mari,”
and the two last sustaining their parts admirably in Emile Augier’s new
drama of ¢ La Cigue.”

It is to be hoped that the mania for dwarfs has passed away with the
disappearance from our shores of that dreadful little humbug, Tom Thumb,
but monstrosities arp still the order of the day. While we write we ﬁer-
ceive several strange announcements in the daily papers. Amongst them
the proximate arrival of a ‘“renowned giant” from Spain—a lineal
descendant, no doubt, of one of the windmills on the plains of Montiel,
or possibly a far-off cousin of the warlike Brandabarbaran of Boliche, who
also fell beneath the conquering lance of the Knight of La Mancha, or, as
he is said tobe a native of Guipuscoa (by name * Jogchim Eleizegui”) he
may, perchance, claim kindred with the stalwart but stupid Ferragus whom
Roland cheated out of the sccret of his invulnerability, and then took his
life. Be he of what family he may, he comes under the auspices of Louis
Philippe, and is described in the advertisement as “ a perfect giant.”

A faultless monster, which the world ne’er saw.

Another intimation of the similar kind is meant for.the ben.eﬁt, we pre-
sume, of “the country geutlemen.” It is an exhibition of African ¢ mam-
mals, birds, and reptiles,” at the cattle show at the Baker-street Bazaa?.
Fate forbade us from being present at the show, but we confess our curi-
osity was rather excited by this announcement on the part of Mr. Louis
Toser, “THE African Traveller.” Has he fattened up his lions on eil-
cake, taught his ostriches to prefer rapeseed to horse’s shoes, and increased
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the bulk of his boa-constrictors with barley-meal and milk, instead of
the flesh of kids and sable piccanninies ? A caravan of fat wild beasts
is at any rate a rarity. By-the-bye, we should be glad to know what
affinity there is between Mr. Toser’s reptiles and ‘¢ Marsh’s newly-
invented dibbling machine,” the sight of which is included in the shilling
charged for seeing the mammals, &c.!

While on the subject of fatfening animals, and before we bring this
article to a close, we must advert to a singular idea which appears to have
lodged itself in the brain of one of our lively police magistrates ; the
functionary who distributes justice at per head at Hammersmith. Here
is the case which has attracted our notice :—

EaTinG A Cat.—At the Hammersmith police-office, yesterday, Zen men ap-
plied for the advice and assistance of the magistrate. On Thursday evening
they were in the Black Boy public-house, in the Potterics, Notting-hill, when
a man named Harns came in with what appeared to be a trussed rabbit, which
he offered for sale for 9d. They mustered their money together and bought
it, and seunt it in a dish with potatoes to the baker’s, and made a kearty supper
of it. They had, however, not long eaten it before they all felt very sick, and
they were obliged to apply to a surgeon for emetics. They had since ascer-
tained that what they hag eaten was a cat, which Hams had skinned and dressed
up as a rabbit for fun. They wished to know how he could be punished. Mr.
Paynter said he knew of no law under which the offending party could be
punished. If it could be proved that he had cruelly killed the cat, he might
be punished under the act for preventing cruelty to animals.  Cats were not
considered to be unwholesome food, and they were frequently eatcn in France and
other countries. The applicants left the court apparently much disappointed.

‘We pity the unfortunate men, but what we want to know is, where did
Mr. Paynter acquire the knowledge which he imparted with such consol-
ing assurance to the miserable ten, still suffering from the effects of the
cat. “Cats,” he said, “ were not considered to be unwholesome food.”
Where is the authority to be found for this dictum ? Who amongst
the ancients or moderns recommends feline cookery ¥ We have
searched in vain through Caréme, Ude, Beauvilliers, Francatelli, and
Soyer. Mrs. Glasse is as silent on the subject as Meg Dods ; and even at
the Reform Club, where strange dishes are ordered by Irish members, we
never heard of cats being a favourite article of food. ~We have tried back
through many bills.of fare, but an openly declared “ civet de chat” never
yet made its appearance. Mr. Paynter, howevers takes refuge in his con-
tinental experience. Cats, he gravely declares, are “ frequently eaten in
France and—other®countries.” Unzappy France ! For centuries she
laboured under the imputation of Wreakfasting on frogs, and now nothing
will satisfy Mr. Paynter unless she dine on cats. It is true there is a
story told of a certain Frenchman who told an acquaintance he had dis-
covered an extremely cheap mode of living in England, which turned out
to be by dining on cats’-meat, but this evinced nothing of a national pre-
dilection, nor had it, in point of fact, any thing to do with the domestic
animal in question; We apprehend Mr. Paynter must have been fresh
from the pages of Le Sage or' Quevedo when he delivered this judgment.
There was some ingenuity, however, in his saving clause, ¢ France—and
other countries.” Other countries ! Yes ! there are countries where Mr.
Paynter himself might be eaten, unsauced ; but we imagine he would not
offer this possible case as an inducement to the labourers of Notting-hill
to become Anthropophagi!
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LEGENDS OF SALZBURG.
By Jorx Oxenrorp, Esq.

Ix the legends of Salzburg we must not so much look to the city itself,
as to the Untersberg, or, as it is sometimes called, the Wunderberg, which
stands at about a league’s distanc®. This mountain is 6798 feet high;
its surface abounds in wood, game, and all sorts of medicinal herbs, wiile
marble and precious ores may be found beneath. The legends respecting
this mountain, are abundant indeed, and marvellous to an nncommon
degree. -

In the first place, there is a whole cluster of stories relative to a subter-
ranean emperor, and resembling in principle that of ¢ Peter the Goat-
herd” (the hero of one of Grimm’s well known tales), who found the
Emperor Frederic Barbarossa holding court among the mountaips, and
amusing himself with nine-pins. The adventures of Peter were after-
wards transferred, by Mr. Washington Irving, ‘to “ Rip van Winkle,”
and Hudson, the navigator, was made the substitute for the old Swabian
emperor. The notion of a sovereign, or hero, who goes on living long
after the cessation of his visible existence, is to be found in various
countries, and much information on this subject may be gathered from
Croker’s ¢ Legends of Ireland.” In Wales, there is a castle, * Owen
Lawgoch.” the ancient lord of which was recently found by a peasant
slumbering amid his followers  In the Isle of Man, under Castle Rushin,
a similar discovery was made. The hero of old French romance, ¢ Ogier
le Danios,” yet slumbers beneath Cronenburgh Castle, and can be awakened
on occasion, and the three founders of the Helvetic Confederacy, called
by the herdsmen the ¢ Three Tells,” are in a cavern near the Lake of
Lucerne, taking a nap, from which they will wake in some case of great
cmergency. Need we mention Dom Sebastian of Portugal, aud the Bri-
tish Arthur !

One of the most remarkable stories about the Emperor in the Unters-
berg, is contained in a little book, which is current in the district, and
which relates to one Lazarus Aizner.

In the year 1529, this man, with the priest, his master, and two others,
going up the Untersberg, came to a chasm in the rocks, called the « High
Throne.” Beneath the rock stood a chapel, on which they read an in-
scription in silver letters. When they had returned home, they talked
over this inscription, and the priest requested Aizner to return to the spot
and copy it. Aizner accordingly set out for the mountain, one fine Wed-
nesday in September, and found the following inscription hewn in the

rock :-—
S.0.R.C.E.T.8. A. T. 0. M.

If the reader expects we aresgoing to tel] him what these letters mean,
he will be much disappoiuted. It will be sufficient to say, that friend
Lazarus, who does not seem to have been a very fast hand at copying,
was so long in taking down the inscription, that ;;e could not think of re-
turning the same evening. e, therefore, very wisely laid himself down
to sleep on some soft moss.
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The next morning, when he was going home again, a bare-foot monk,
. who was saying his prayers out of a book, and had a huge bunch of keys
on his shoulder, appeared before him. After a few introductory questions,
this strange monk asked Aizner to accompany him, when they went up
to the ¢ High Throne,” and came once more to a chasm, which was
closed by an iron door. This the monk opened, and in they went, the
monk first telling Lazarus not to utter a word to any one inside, however
he might be accosted. Lazarus might say what he liked to the mounk
himself, who seems to have been one of those monopolisers of conversation,
whom we often find at dinner-tables, and who are jealous when a speech
is directed otherwise than to themselves alone.

And what did Lazarus see inside the mountain? Why he saw a tall
tower, and a clock, iplaid with gold, according to which 1t was the hour
of seven. Then, again raising his eyes, he saw a majestic building, with
a double steeple, very like a convent, standing in » beautiful meadow.
A spring of cool water was by the convent, and around it stood a ver-
dant wood. Then they came to a church, which was so large that
Lazarus could hardly sce from one end to the other, and which, accord-
ing to the monk’s information, contained two hundred altars, and more
than thirty organs. This information was of course believed by the
good-hearted Lazarus, who, had he becen in London, would doubtless
have received with faith the legend of “ Four-and-twenty Lord Mayors’
Shows all of a row.” But wonders did not stop here. Sitting in a
chair, in obedience to his guide’s dircction, he saw more than three
hundred monks, old and young, come down a flight of steps, all singin
the hours, with great devotion. We regret to say that they all had the
bad manners to stare poor Lazarus out of*countenance, as they passed
by him. Mass was read at all the altars, and all the organs played at
onge, and other instruments chimed in, and, altogether, the like was
never heard.

Now, had any of our readers stepped through a hole in a rock, and
seen all this, and heard all this, he would doubtless have thought himself
amply rewarded for his trouble. But our monk was an exhibitor on
a grand scale, and thought he could never show &ough, like one of
those conscientious showmen of modern times, who will allow you to see
a wax-work, a learned pig, an Indian chief, and a rattle-snake, all for a
penny. He took Lazarus down a flight of eighty steps, into a large
dining-hall, and gave him a repast of ﬁle usual convent diet, and a cup
of wine. At the time of nones they returned to the church, which was
again full, and then they strayed into the library, in which there were
curious old books, written in obsolete characters, and out of the windows
of which Lazarus saw several people walking about. He asked who
these were, and was told by the monk that they were old emperors,
kings, princes, bishops, andy other people of all ranks, but all good
Chnistians, who, in the last days, were destined to fight for the true
faith.

At vespers they went again into therchurch ; then they refreshed
themselves in the convent; and then they went to the compline (second
vespers). After this, a long train of monks, armed with books and
lanterns, marched two and two to the high tower, by which Lazarus had
entered the Untersberg. Here six doors appeared on each side, and the
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monk named twelve churches in the vicinity, to which these led, viz., the
church at Salzburg, that at Reichenhall, and others. .

“ Now,” said the monk, “we are going to St. Bartholomew’s, by
Berchtesgaben.”

Upon this, one of the doors flew open, and the whole party, Lazarus,
the monk, and all, went through a fine broad passage.

“ Look ye, Lazarus,” said the monk, “now we are going deep
under the lake.”

He meant the Konigssee (kipg’s lake) by which the church of St.
Bartholomew stands. 'There matins were sung, and the party returned.
The following day was passed just in the same manner, except that the
visit \;van.s paid to t{e cathedral at Salzburg, instead of St. Bartholomew’s
church.

While again in the library, they saw an emperor among the people,
decked with crown and sceptre, and with a beard that reached to his
waist. Lazarus was informed that this was the Emperor Frederic Bar-
barossa. He also saw other deceased princes, and even some of his living
acquaintance.  One never knows the etiquette of these mysterions
questions.  Lazarus thonght there was no great harm in asking what
those living folks were about in the mountain, but the monk informed
him that his question wag in bad taste, and added the practical reproof
of a box on the ear.

A week had been passed in this way, when the monk said, ¢ Now,
Lazarus, it is time for you to depart; but if you like to stop with us,
you are at liberty so to do.”

Lazarus, not being of an intrusive disposition, answered that he would
rather go. Coming to the°tower, he again saw the hand on the clock
pointing to seven, and heard many wondrous discourses from the monk,
who told him to describe all he had seen and heard, but not till thirty-five
years were passed ; and finally gave him his blessing. )

When Lazarus returned to his home in Reichcnhall, he was quite silent
as to his adventure.

It is by no means certain that the emperor in the Untersberg is Frederic
Barbarossa. Some give the subterranean honour to Charles V. To his
beard great impdMtance is attached, and this, according to some legends,
twines «/most three times round a marble table at which he sits. When it
reaches the last corner for the third time, the day of judgment will come.

A pear-tree, which stands on the Walserfeld, near Salzburg, and which
has long been dry and withered, is made to bear reference to the legend
of the emperor.  This tree, according to an old prediction, wilt one day
bear fruit again. 'WherPthis happens, the enchanted emperor will leave
the mountain with a troop of warriors, and a great battle will be fought
for the Christian faith. Warning of this event will be given by the tree
shooting forth leaves, but the fruit will be the signal for the battle, on
the occasion of which, the ruler of Bavaria for the time being will hang
his shield upon the tree. The fight will be most terrible, the comba-
tants will be ankle-deep in blood, all wicked people will be Lilled, and
the good will be saved by the giants of the Untersberg.

These giants of the Untersberg are not mere personages in a vague
prophecy, to be seen some time or other. Peasants in the vicinity' of
Salzburg have been heard to say that they have seen such giants in their
youth, and that they were beings of a very respectable sort, advising those
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who met them to cultivate a virtuous life, if they would escape misfor-
tune. There are also wild women in the Untersberg, distinguished for
their beauty, who sometimes take a fancy to children, and occasionally to
geutlemen of mature age. Go where you will, about the Untersberg, you
knock against a wonder.,

The imagination that can enlarge can also diminish, and we find in our
marvellous mountain not only giants, but dwarfs—mountain manikins,
In the year 1694, a certain waggoner was nearly as lucky as friend La-
zarus Aizner in the discovery of curiogities. He came with a waggon-
load of wine to Niederalm, a village by the Untersberg, when a manikin
appeared from the mountain, and offered to give him more money for his
load than he would get at Hallein, the place of his destination. The
waggoner made the very reasonable excuse that the wine was ordered,
but the manikin understood but little of such commercial objections, and
catching hold of the horses’ manes, told the waggoner that he would
take him to—he would not kiiow where.

The waggoner, frightened out of his wits, submitted to his fate, and
left the guidance of the horses to the manikin, who led them nearer and
nearer to the Untersberg.  Then seating himself in the waggon, he fell
asleep.

When he awoke, he saw before him a castle built of red and white
marble, surrounded by a deep moat, and approachable by seven draw-
bridges. Presently he perceived also, a number of manikins, inhabitants
of the castle, and among them their butler, who bore many keys, and a
beard of remarkable length. Was this manikin butler the emperor in
disguise? Gentle reader, we do not know. We know, however, that he
was a good, hospitable fellow, for he bade ‘the waggoner a hearty wel-
come. Some of the manikins led the horses to a stall, while others took
the waggoner himself into a well-lighted apartment, where he was
served with sumptuous fare on magnificent plate. Then he was con-
ducted down a flight of huge steps into a most superb apartment, of
which the floor was polished marble, the walls and ceiling covered with
gold, and the windows crystal.  In the middle of the apartment stood
four colossal giants in metal, with chains upon their arms like captives,
while high above them, was the figure of a mountain mfnikin, who held
the four chains in his hand.

“ Do you know the prophetic meaning of all this?” said the manikin-
guide to the waggoner.

% No !” said the waggoner to the manikin-guide.

And what was the worst of it, the manikin did not enlighten him.
Decidedly Lazarus Aizner’s monk was worth a®lozen of the waggoner's
manikins.

After going through another room or two, and seeing a few more cun-
riosities, the waggoner was conducted to a vault, where 180 dozen ducats
were very handsomely paid him for his wine, with the comfortable pre-
diction that he would always thrive in business.  His horses were again
put to the wa.g%;n, and as one of them happened to be blind, the manikins
took a stone, which glimmered with blue and red, and restored the animal
to sight ; after which, they made a present of the stone to the waggoner
that he might effect the like cure on the horses of his poor neigh-
bours. He was conducted out of the castle by three persons whom he
had not seen before, who wore black cloth, green velvet caps, and red
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feathers, and who utiered the remarkable prophecy, that when white and
red hats were in fashion, a period of general calamity would commence.
Like Lazarus Aigner, the waggoner did not tell all he had seen imme-
diately, but kept it a secret till the time of his death approached. . The
180 dozen ducats neither increased nor diminished.

The manikins of the Untersberg not only receive but also pay visits. At
a village wedding near Salzburg, on¢ of them made his appearance,
joined the party, danced with such grace as to win the admiration of
every body, and gave three datgen to the bridegroom, and as many to the
bride, telling them they would be provided for as long as they lived if they
put the coins with their other money. He.gave three pfennige of simi-
lar virtue to a ferryman who rowed him from the spot, together with a
little stone which was to secure him against drowning. And sure enough
the ferryman afterwards tumbled into the water, and lay beneath its surface
for a quarter of an hour without réceiving the lenst damage, while his three
coins multiplied so fast that in a single day he had a trough full.

These stories of the manikins, and their liberality, are closely connected
with others about the enchanted treasures in the Untersberg. One of the
most striking of these relates to a citizen of Salzburg, named Hans Gruber,
who once eating his supper by the side of a brook near a spot called the
‘““stone wall,” saw an iron door inethis wall suddenly open. A monk ap-
peared, and asked him three times to go in, but Hans stoutly declined the
mvitation. The monk then offered him a gold chain which he wore upon
his arm, but Hans still refused to enter the door, while at the same time he
begged a link of the chain as a present. Liberality is the order of the day
in the Untersberg, and the monk flung not one link, but three, which Hans
caughtin his hat. And lucky it was he was so expert a hand at catching,
for if he had made & miss, he would never have been able to stir from the
spot. At least, so said the monk. Hans just caught a glimpse of some-
thing like a new world, or some such trifle, through the door before the
monk slammed it in his face, and three days afterwards was highly de-
lighted to find his three links multiplied into three and thirty pounds of

1d. :
goNor was this the only adventure which befel Hans Gruber iu the
Untersberg. One day he came to a stone crag, from which gold-dust
was falling as in a stream. Putting a pitcher uunderneath, he filled it
with the precious metal, and on this occasion, also, saw an open door,
which for a moment revealed to him a new world, illuminated by a day-
light of its own. ’

Near the ‘stone wall,” rendered so illustrious by the discovery of
Hans Gruber, two woodmen once saw a heap of charcoal shining in the
sun. As this was no sgot for charcoal-burners, each of them took a few
pieces as a curiosity. Passing by a pond on the way home, one of them
idly flung his charcoal into the water, and did not a little regret it, for,
in ‘& moment, he saw the surface of the water glittering, as though it had
been overlaid with liquid gold. The other woodman, had observed this
phenomenon, and prudently took his charcqal safe home ; when, lq! int:o
pure gold every bit of it was turned. The first woodman, serceivmg his
comrade’s felicity, hurried back to the stone wall, but found in the place
of the charcoal-heap, a heap of snakes, who looked upon him as indig-
nantly as our readers will look at us, if we inflict upon them any more of
the wild tales of the Untersberg.

Jan.—voL. LXXXII, No. CCCXXV. F



THE ASTRONOMER’S LECTURE.

A LEGEND OF OXFORD,

By TtoE REv. ANDREA DE SanTA CROCE, M.A.*

T.

Axry Oxford gazed upon the bills!
And each man told his neighbours,

And the student laid aside his books
And the artisan his labours.

m.

And the “ boating man” gave up his oar,
And the “ batting man” his cricket,

And fellows came down in cap and gown,
Every man for his ticket.

348
Theignorant, they went to learn,
The learned went to scoff;
One went to put his knowledge on,
And one to show it off.

1.
But sing, oh Muse! the cause that drew
From shops, and stalls, and attics,
The town, and members of the U-
niversity of Oxford, too,
From Greek and mathematics.

v.
It was a lecture ! one that taught
Of sun’s and world’s elysian !
How comets by the tail were caught
By the professor’s power of thought
And telescopic vision!

VI
And the neighbours came accordingly,
(A long word fills my song)
They blunder up the dusty stairs,
And in the passage throng.

VvIL
All dismal wss the lecture-room,
Tts squalidness was shocking,
*T'was lighted by a pan of greasé .
And twisted cotton stocking !

VIIL.
Ang at the further end there rose
A scaffold like a screen,
*T'was full of chinks, and there appeared
Some feeble rays between.
X,
A man, T judged so by his voice, ©
His face we none could see,
Next came in front and made a speech
Uninterruptedly!

How anewlight dawned upon
Oxford. € P

. And how the same was incon-
tmenlm- followed by great and

Albeit, with divers reasons and
intentions.

Invocation to the muse, pray-

. ing for information.

The information given, and a
hint of more information to
come.

Result of promises which may
usually be termed “verbal
pastry.”

How science and dirtiness
may and did co-exist

And how light begins to dawn.

The hero appears, or rather is
heard, and 7ot interrupted.

Formerly of Brazennose Coliege, and now Prov. Gen. of the Society of Jesus,
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X.
Uninterruptedly, I say,
For he was quite at home,
e told us what the planets do,
And where the comets roam!

XI,
IIe told us how the sun wasround!
And made a monstrous blaze,
Whereat his hearers all agog,
Sat speechless in amaze!

XII. *
But when he said the moon had seas,
And many a hill and river,
‘Why, they took him for a conjuror,
And their flesh began to quiver!

XIII,
But ah! our modern telescopes
Cut such romances shorter
‘We know she’s but a rocky waste
Devoid of clouds and water.

No harvest smiles. No ripening grape,
Puts forth its purple cluster,

But fierce volcanoes boil and glow,
And furnace breezes bluster.

I have a notion of my own
I’ll publish by-and-bye,
About the uses which the moon
Is put to, in the sky,
Besides the lighting up of Earth
In Ileaven’s cconomy.
XVI,
I rather think the guardians
Of certain Unions here,
And many a workhouse master, too,
And many an overseer,
Will find in chaste Diana’s orb
Their right and proper *sphere.”

XvIr,

And since but half her silver orb®
Is known to mortal eye,

Perchance the further hemisphere
In endless calm may lie.

XVIII.
And there may be the fabled fields
Of Heaven that the poets sing, .

And mountains rise to the dark blue skics,

And sparkling fountains spring.

XIX.
And there by day and night rejoice,
The spirits of the blest;

They had trials and woe, in their life below,

But now they have peace and rest?

XX.
And tears are wi{;ed from every eye,
And they calmly wait the dawn, .

When the trumpet’s blare shall herald the glare

Of the resurrection morn.

A fact worthy the attention of
the refermed, House of Com-
mons.

Marvellous revelations which
have marvellous effects.

How a philosopher is taken
for a conjuror becanse he was
no conjuror :

But made a great mistake on
Iunatic matters,

Dismal state of affairs for the
man in the moon.

_ Plan for multiplying the man
in the moon, and utilizing the
moon herself.

Hints from Andover and ¢o
Somerset House.

An astronomical fact, whereon
hangs a political and poetical
theory.

Showeth how the Elysian
ficlds are not to be looked for
in Paris.

But in a more elevated loca-
Jity.

And how long and pleasantly
shall

* Only one-half, and that unvarying, of the moon’s globe, is visible on earth.
F 2 ‘



66

XXI.
And in their grand philosophy
This mighty truth they prove,
That human love and love divine
Are all the same above.
XXI1.
And there—oh deeply loved ! thine own
Appointed place I see,
And the loveliest of that lovely band,
Shall yield the palm to thee.

XXIII.
And they shall follow in thy train,
From dewy morn till even,
And thou shalt shine *mid the stars divine,
Like the moon in the midnight heaven.

XXIV.
But on the other side, methinks,
Some frightful fiends I know,
And on spits they are turning, and turning, and
In the molten lava’s glow. [turning,
And a demon, in order to keep them from burning,
‘Who bastes them from below.

They are foes of mine and foes of thine—
But I name them not—and why ?
Thy tears would fall on the foulest of all,
And their sorrows would pass by.
XXVI.
The spits would cease their turning round,
"The sulphur cease its flow,
And the demon would lay his ladle down,
And baste them no more below.
XXVIIL,
But nothing of this said the lecturer,
Though he lectured “like a brick,”
And had I said as much to him
He’d have called me a lunatic.
XXVIII.
And now a secret sign he gave,
And lo! uprose the curtain,
Tt seemed a much worn blanket, but
Of this I can’t be certain.
XXIX.
He coughed, to clear his tuneful throat,
And, with triumphant cry,
Shonted, ¢ Behold my grand, unique,
Transparent orrery.’ .
XXX.
Oh! what a grisly ring was there
Of beasts with aspect sour;
I thought at first the brutes had *sciped
Their dungeons in the Tower.

XXXI,
The Ram was like a Guernsey cow,
‘Whigh the Bull ame trotting after,
Driven by the Twins—two ragged boys—
‘With shouts of savage laughter.
' XXXII.
Next crawled the Crab, a hideous thing,
Like Brobdignagian spider;
And the little Lion roared behind,
As though about to ride her.

.

The Astronomer’s Lecture.

The inhabitants dwell there
in philosophic charity.

Touching the appointment of
a queen, whom every reader
may elect for himself.

And if the reader be a lady,
she may place the crown on her
own brow.

Concerning persons booked
for sumething uncomfortable,
and a new mode of cookery

Which is not to be found in
Ude, Francatelli, or Mrs. Glasse.

How to stop the diabolical
cookery aforesaid.

Showeth wherein the poet
and the philosopher do not
coincide.

Progress of the lecture and
freedom from interruptions.

Blaze of light and glory upon
an astonished audicence.

Zoological suspicions of pri-
soners set at liberty.

How the Bull took the Ram
for & Guernssy cow, and ran
after the same accordingly.

How the Lion wanted to catch
the Crab.
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XXXIII,
To see the Virgin pained me much,
A tawdry, flaunting quean;
You would have sworn she was about
To make the signs thirteen!
XXXIV,
Then came the Balance; right were they
To stick that in the sky; .
For Justice long from earth has fled,
And holds her head too high!
XXXV,
We have “actions” cnough, and “ suits” to spare,
In law and Chancery;
But would they not open their eyes, and stare
In Westminster Hall, or “ anywhere,”
If you insisted on just and fair,
And genuine equity ?
XXXVI,
The Scorpion nervous scemed, and vexed,
A stranger to repose;
And since no other he could sting,
Ilc tickled his own nosc.
. XXXVII.
The Archer, for a centaur meant,
IHalf man and half a bear,
Held firm his bow against his breast,
To shoot against the air.

XXX VIIL,
And next there stood a nondescript—
He said it was a goat—
Two horns it had, like coiling répcs,
That twisted round its throat.

XXXIX.
Then followed a black-bearded Jew,
‘Whose toil was somewhat vain ;
He poured dry pebbles from a pot,
To represent the rain.

Last, swam in space (though not in sauce),
Two huge outlandish fishcs;
*Twould pose a cook to tell their names,
Or clap them into dishes.
XLI.
By this tremendous circle bound,
The solar system shone—
1 should bave said ’twas meant to shine,
The light was almost gone.
XLIL
The sun, by constant winding round,
Sustained a dismal fall;
From which he waddled when he moved,
Or would not move at all.

XLIII.
Besides, some urchin with a stick
Had poked him in the face,
And showed a farthing light behind,
In tallowy disgrace.

XLIV.
’Twas well that few who saw him knew
That hole was made in spite;
They said he'd got a shining spot ;
And what they said was right.

Sad scandal about the Virgin
Queen—no doubt, Ellzabeth!

Scales—not Alderman Scales
—shown to be in heaven !

Libellous observations on law
and lawyers.

Proofs that ¢ the Scorpion
girt with fire,”’” does try to blow
his nose with his tail.

The Archer practises archery,
and shoots the kare.

‘The “ What is it,”’ or Hervio
Nn'no, in the Celestial Zoologi-
cal,

Showeth how a distinguished
member of the Hebrew persua-
s10n was ‘*dry.”

Fishes—sce Taylor’s adver-
tisemcnt—but no sauce.

How the brjlliancy of Sun
and planets was obscured,

And by what means,

But how “& loophole” was left
for the light to come through.

Innocence and simplicity of
an Oxford auditory.
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XLV,
And Mercury was just as bad,
If truth I must declare;
I know not if he once was round ;
But now—he was worn square !
XLVI,
Her beauty much could Venus boast ;
She flopped all to and fro, .
‘With dirty spots upon her face,
As black as any crow !

XLVII.

Next came the Earth, stuck on a skewer,
The which about she spun—

Oh dear! what creaking noise she made
While grinding round the Sun?

XLVIII,

The Moon, unlike the jolly face
In learned Moore you find,

Looked somewhat grim,—and I suspect
One of her eyes was blind.

XLIX.
But be this as it may, the next
Was Mars, in proper station,
‘Who glowed as red as an alderman
In a city inflammation.

Poor Jupiter, in rolling on
Too fast, his moons had lost ;
They stuck against an ugly post,
Which had their orbit crossed!

I never knew he was a shot,
Yet shot-belt had he on,

But ’twas so0 old and full of holes
That all the shot was gone!

Next glimmered Saturn, his vast ring
‘Was all besmeared with black

I wonder if the cause is named
In that year’s almanac?

LIII.
The little distant Georgian star
Like little Jacky Horner,
Amused himself by looking out
From his snug and quiet corner.

LIV,
A comet must not be forgot,
‘Who left his tail behind,
And wandered about to find it out
But no tail could the comet find. -

Lv.
Those were the good old days, and slow
‘Was change in earth or heaven;
‘We reckoned our metals and planets alike
And the number of each was seven!

LVI.
Now with our mighty telescopes
‘We sweep the hemisphere,
nd a new comet every week
And twenty planets a year.

Great fall in the mercury—
betokening & storm.

Showeth how wrong Paris was
in his judgment, Modera Paris
preferred Madame Junot, and
made her Duchess of Abraotes.

Noticeth a small planet in
which we all have a small stake.

More cbout the Moon.

Libels the Court of Aldermen.

Showeth how Jove lost his
followers.

And how his claim to be a
shooting star was like to bw
allowed.

How Saturn wore a mourning
ring, perhaps for the loss of
« Zime.”

A simile, with the Christmas-
pie left out.

A celestial O’Connell looking
after his tail.

Advantages of the good old days
before upstart planets claimed

Independence — days  now
passed away for ever.
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'Lvir.
Proud of the show, and ready primed
‘With poetry and prose,
The astronomer resumed his flight,
An owl among the crows!

LViIL.
He sung how fust ’twas jumble all,
P& Earth, water, mixed together,
Spread out beneath the sun like soup,
Or a sea of liquid leather |

. LIX.
How from the mass huge globes shot off
At once in wild commotion,
And light arose amid the storm,
And flashed upon the ocean!

How those who had an eye might see
(If any then had eyes)

A thousand suns resplendent burn,
A thousands systems rise.

LXIL
How Earth was stored with boundless good,
Rich vales and sparkling fountains,
Birds flew to fill the groves with song,
Beasts came to roam the mountains:

LXII.
The fish swam gaily through the scas,
Bright insects sipped the flowers,
And man had empire over all-=-
Endowed with godlike powers.

LXIIL.
.sang that though heaven’s arch was vast,
And awful to behold,

And brightly spangled every night
With suns of molten gold,

LXIV.,
Yet still that equal wonder lies
In things minute on earth ;
That nature teems with variour life,
And scarce discovered birth.

LXV.
That microscopic aid reveals,
New worlds in every rose,
In every gem that studs the leaf,
In every flower that blows.

LXVL
‘The mite is not surpassing large,
I1is bristles somewhat small;
Yet when he scratches one of these
A thousand cities fall.

LXVIL
Earthquakes and mite-quakes thus may be o
Proportionately right ;
One clears base vermin from the globe—
The other from the mite !

LXVIIL
He sang—but what I cannot tell—
1 started at the sound
Of the audien-e struggling to get out,
Through darkness most profound !

How the philosopher philoso-
phised. ’ -

Speaketh about soup, ‘e
potage ne se remplace pas,” vide
Carte—Moreau, Palais Royal,

Teaches the use of the globes,
and digremses to lighthouses.

Optics, opticians, and oculists,

Golden age of which poets write,

Turned into a brazen age by
man |

Bhoweth the effect of Lord
Roase’s grand telescope.

And of the oxy-hydrogen mi-
croscope.

Pointing out the animalecule
in the rose-leaf.

And the mite populons in
Cheshire,

A shrewd conclusion as to
South-American population !

How the whole terminsted ia
darkness!
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THE PEARL FISHERY,

PART OF THR OUT-8TATION § OR, JAUNTS IN
THE JUNGLE."

By J. WrLyams, GryiLs, EsqQ.

I 1AD long looked forward with a large stock of anticipated delight to
the coming of my *tour” of duty to accompany the detachment annually
sent, for the protection of the oysters at Aripo, the scene of the pearl
fishery, in the northern part of Ceylon ; and tremendously Cleopatra-ish
were the ideas my simplicity had imbibed of the profusion of pearls with
which every spare receptacle I posscssed was to be loaded on my return to
head-quarters. How far my expectations were realised may be conjec-
tured, in some measure, by the assurance on my part that, rather t{xau
undergo such an ordeal again, I would comfortably sit myself down and
behold, with the most gendine unconcern, all the oysters that dwell be-
neath the waters under the earth deliberately walk from their deep
sea home, and incontinently cast their pearly treasures into the face of
each individual ¢ swine” in Christendom, before I would budge one inch in
the (liirection of Aripo, to avert such a precious calamity, or such a porcine
insult.

Beginning with starvation, succeeded by shipwreck, and concluded hy
a fever, tﬁo Tﬁonths of my life were. victimjised for the sake of these un-

ateful,shellsfish, ofawhich months the reader shall have a passing vi
;f‘erst he,+te0,"in some dnguar?:(in‘honr, should be tempted tt}J risk g}‘lis“%

*.and health by a voluntary visit to the Sierra Leone of Ceylon.

It was ten o’clock, on a very dark night, that 'safy/me, accompanied by
a brother officer and thirty men of Ceylon rifles, safely lodged on board
a schooner bespoken for our voyage to Aripo,; the time of accomplish-
‘ing which journey was supposed to occupy agout. two days at the utmost;
and at cleven o'clock we were going .through the water gloriously ;
although, apparently, directly into an American. whialer that was lying at
anchor in unconscious innocence just a-head of us. In another second

-'there~'was a-crash, but immediately after’away we went again, rather
curiously decorated with a flying jib-boom and its appendages, doing duty
at our foremast-head for a pendant.« The Yankees had not observed us,
so we made ourselves as happy under the circumstances as we could. It
was abop‘lt,two.hourm afterwards that we were alarmed by some hideous
shouts, apparently issuhg*fron: the sea under our taffrail, .as, the wind
having died away, we wierstowly progressing through the water, which pre-
sently manifested their®gigin in a boat-load of Yankees, come to lotk after
their missing jib-boom.” 1t soon became a matter of difference of opinion
between their boat’s érgw; aud fnyself as to whether we should ‘ back our
fore-topsail,” and let thegn overhaul us or not, and considering it afforded
8 special demonstration of my juvenile valour (being then hardly eighteen)

id of displaying it to the troops in charge, I soon had thirty rifles,
+with bayonets fixed,-on deck, to dispute any interference with the *oyster
guard,” whose honour, ’as forming a part of her majesty’s service, I felt
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myself bound to protect ; so that the reader will not wonder, that, when
the Yankee mate had reached the main-channels of our vessel and got a
footing there, he dropped *like a hot potato” back agsin into his own
boat, and gave orders for an instant retreat; whilst we, catching ‘at the
moment the land wind, which then came off shore, toddled away like a
crab in a hurry, making two miles to leeward to every one we made a-head.
We did not know this at the time, fortunately. Isay fortunately, as, had
we been aware of it, we might hive prevented it, and thus have come in
for an action for damages laid at our door for a forcible expulsion of our
midnight visitors, who, after waiting ten days for us, and then feeling
satisfied we had gone to the bottom (at which, no doubt, they were almost
as delighted as if they had secured their damages), thought it no use
wasting any more time, and left the case till they should revisit the
island—when T hope they may get it.

Awaking at daylight next morning, great was the surprise of every one
to find himself out of sight of land !—On we went, all through the day,
yet no shore became visible. At last, it was supposed we had got round
Cape Comorin, aud were drifting off into the South Pacific; a very
pleasant prospect for a Christian with two days’ provisions on board!
On the following morning we were exactly in the same predicament; and,
to make matters worse, at noon one of those intense, breathless, calms
came on, that one sees nowhere but in the tropics, stagnant and death-
like,—whilst the rays of the sun, from overhead, came down with the
intensity of being concentrated into a focus; actually boiling up the tar
between the deck planks, and flaying the skin completely off our faces
and arms, it being impossible to go below, and equally impossible to bear

thing in the shape of clothing (except necessaries), on account of the
%ng sultriness of the atmosphere.

Not a breath of wind is stirring,
Dread the hush as of the grave—
In the weary waste of waters,
Not the lifting of a wave !

Our crew consisted of the captain, a seaman, and a boy ; and on‘the
evening of the second day, the latter was ceized with cholera. ' Ie lived
in tortures for about twelve hours, and as soon as the breath was out of
his body (cholera then becoming infectious), we fastened 4 bolt of pig-
iron to his corpse, and launched him over the gangway. In g second,
the water that had been so deadly cdlm before, was broken into a perfect
whirlpool of foam, and the sharp dorsal fins of a wilderness of sharks,
fighting for the prize, soon pointed out to us the dead boy's destiny.

In the morning of that day, the soldiers had; of their own accord, put
themselves on quarter rations of rice,—there was no. want of water at

resent ; but as for the commissariat of my brother-officer and myself, it
Ead entirely vanished ; leaving us only a pound or fwo of brown sugar,
and a bottle of pickled onions to live on, till we were rescued from our
present position. : ..

It was now apparently a matter of difficulty to work the ship with so
few hands; and IPwas not a little surprised when the native officer of the
men with me, came up and informed 'me that at least twenty out of the
thirty soldiers on board were as much in their element afloat as on
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the parade-ground, having been pirates in the Straits of Malacca durin
their earlier years! Only too glad to secure their continued good-wi
and allegiance, I let them take the helm, make sail, and manage the
vessel ; and if they had not done so, Heaven only knows what would
have been our end.

As soon as our funeral was ever (and & most unceremonious one it
was), we had & puff of wind (enough to keep up the favourite superstition
of sailors) but at night it died away again, and two days and nights had
elapsed, lingering into the grave of Time, spent by all in an agony of
suspense, starvation, and pain, before a black cloud burst over us, and
cooled our burning and bursting veins ; during ‘this time the men had
about three thimblesful of boiled rice each day, whilst we tasted nothing
but the brown sugar and pickles.

It was now the fifth day, and things were beginuing to assume a
most serious aspect; 80, holding a council of war, we determined to turn
the vessel's head directly north, and the first land we saw to run for ;
then, disembarking with loaded rifles, to plunder the place of all that was
to be found therein, and having found out our locality, to put to sea
again,

At last the south-west monsoon began to creep towards us over the
waters, till, catching our sails, we ran along before it at the rate of
about six knots an hour. At noon there was a cry from the foretop-
mast-head of “land right ahead !” and in half an hour every man was on
deck and accoutred in readiness for' an expedition. The land lay so ex-
ceedingly low that at the time it was first seen we must have been within
six miles of it, and as we neared it quickly and silently, not a breath or
sound was heard on deck from a man on board ; each stood fixed and
noiseless as a statue, straining his eyes to catch the sight of & dwelling, or
any living thing, but in vain.

A sharp, harsh grating, as if our chain cable had run out by accident,
a fearful shock, and a rush of waves astern, was the event of a moment,
and we were stranded on a coral reef! Luckily, we had one nutshell of
a boat, which was at once got out, and the land being little more than a
mile ahead, the first party pulled off for it. At times I could see them
get out of the boat on. to the yeef, and Lift her over the shallows (so little
water was there on their summit), and as they lowered her again she
would be in forty or fifty fathoms. We soon ascertained our position to
be such that it was i ible for us to sink ; we had run into a perfect
channel®or bed of coral, to the whale length of our keel, so it was one
comfort to know that we might yet live to be hanged, although our chance
of getting off, after the plunder that we anticipated, was most completely
knocked in the head,

After landing the men in six journeys, I found myself on shore, on a
low sandy island, covered with a few shrubs only, and which might have
been circumambulated in a quarter of an hour. This was another poser,
for had it been one of the Cannibal Islands themselves, I doubt if the
adage of ““dog not eating dog” would be longer tenable, nor would I
haye given'much for the piekings of his Majesty’s bones after we had been
allowéd a first attack on ﬁl:n Taking my gun, I commenced a {survey,
sending the men in all directions te hunt for any living thing they might
find. At last I discovered a house in the very centre of the island, and
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made my way straight for it; but on srriving at it, found it was
only & temple, most probably erected by some shipwrecked fishermen or
sailors out of the coarse timber of their wreck, &c., and after feelin
the images carefully, to ascertain if they might chance to be constructeﬁ
of any thing edible (how we wished even to find a gingerbread idol
amongst them; wouldn't we have gubbled down his godship ?) we took
our departure in sorrow and despair. *

Two very lean sparrows flitted across my path, but they looked so
wretchedly poor that I let them ¥epart in peace.

On arriving at the beach where we had Janded, I was nonplussed by
observing all the Malays stretched out in skirmishing order along the
shore on their hands and knees, and apparently digging sume treasures
+ from under the sand, which operation was presently elucidated by observ-
ing several forage caps full of cockles by the sides of some of the soldiers.
As the landing from the ship had taken up many hours, it was now
beginning to grow dark, so the bugle sounded the retreat, and every man
brought in his cap, handkerchief, and hands, full of these shellfish (not
aman, I firmly believe, having himself eaten one, until his share was
afterwards doled out to him) and having piled them in a heap on the sand,
the men formed a circle around, and chaunted a hymn to ArLam, before
commencing the repast.

The moon had risen above the waters in one round ball of fire, ap-
parently of double the size that it appears in our own hemisphere, and
as its beams fell on the white sails of the stranded ship in the distance,
and illumined our shipwrecked group in their adoration to the Prophet, it
left an impression on my amind that a thousand years of earthly vicissi-
tudes could never efface. I could not help imagining, however, how
different might probably have been the scene, had 1 been thrown in such
a situation with the denizens of more civilised nations, with whom, I am
much inclined to believe, Allah would have heen far less noticed than
the cockles, and when again, I fear, it might have been said with truth,
¢ There are not found that returned to give glory to God, save this
stranger.” For the following two days and a half I was as staunch a
Mahommedan (barring the giving up wine) as ever drea?t of the black
eyes of a houri.

The hymn over, the men were ranged in a row, and about a quart of
cockles dealt out to each. (I see, my dear reader, you are dying to perpe-
trate a pun, and to affirm that there could be no more appropriate food for
“muscle-men” than cockles); and for my own part, I candidly own
to have never enjoyed a rei:st so deliciously as I did that hatful of raw
shell-fish, every one of which was swallowed alive of course, after
being wmnchﬁy open by being placed back to back with his neighbour
and slightly twisted round, a proceeding that at once revealed the plump
interior of both at the same time. .

We had brought a large barrel of water ashore with us, so, haviog
made the most sumptuous repast we had tasted for fany a day, we were

roceeding to lose sight of our troubles irf sleep, when the cry of * a sail”
rought us at once to our feet again, and sure enough our hymn was not
unheeded, for scarcely three miles off was a schooner scudding past the
island at the rate of six or seven knots an hour! In a second I had the
rifles, which were already loaded, unpiled, and, at the word of command,
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thirty reports rang simultaneously through the still night air, followed
by a cheer that might vie in extent of sound with the preceding explosion,
and which we soon had the unspeakable gratification of seeing answered
by a blue light on board. Continuing to fire off rifles at intervals, we

ve notice of where we were located, and the schooner having come as
close to the land as she safely could, sent a boat on shore to see who we
were, and what was the matter. *

She proved to have been one of the last vessels that had proceeded up-
wards with troops, now on her return, but so devotedly were we all en-

ged with our treat at the time she was passing, that it was next to a
miracle she had not sailed by unnoticed. We moreover learnt: that we
were on one of those very small islands at the head of the Gulf of Mauarr,
and not six hours’ sail from our destination. As it was too late to cmbark
at once, owing to the: dangerous nature of the coast and our ignorance of
the tides, we waited until daylight before the first boat-load put off, and
at 10 A.M. we were on our way once more to the fishery, leaving the Bas-
sein Merchant (for such was the title of the tub that had got us into this
serape), on the reef; but whether the ¢ merchant” gver resumed business,
or became a bank-(of coral)rupt, I neither know nor care.

At five that evening we were received in the open arms of our more for-
tunate comrades, whoiad long given usup ashaving goue to the bottom, and
the feeling of delight at our preservation was such as I never saw equalled;
the English soldiers vying with the Malays asto who could show most at-
tention to the rescued riflemen, and if the seductive voice of John Bull, in
proffer of his wine-cup that night, did cause certain transgressions of the
commands of ¢ Allah,” all I can say is, that Allah must be a much more
unforgiving and stubborn old deity than I take him for, if he did not
h‘ﬁive the offence in respect of the occasion.

eader, mygood fellow, would you enjoy a dinner in perfection ?—if so,
Tl give you a never failing receipt, viz., fock yourself up for a week with a
quart bowl of brown sugar and a jar of pickled onions as your sole com-
panions, and if on the seventh day you don’t become aware of the enjoy-
.ment of a Christian-like feed, all I can say is that you will be a great deal
better out of this world than in it. But now for the oysters.

From the dirty little village of Aripo (which is only populated, I believe,
during the pearl fishery, and which seems to be founded entirely upon
monstrous oyster shells), about two hundred boats start out to sea every
morning, each boat carrying two divers, two assistants, and a Malay rifle-
man, with loaded arms, to protect the oysters from being robbed of their
treasures ‘before they have reached ¢he shore. When this fleet has ar-
rived at its destination, about four miles from land, the diving commences;
and as there is always an armed vessel stationed in the neighbourhood for
the protection of the oyster beits, a person may look on from under an
awning therein, and enjoy the whole scene in a very dolee far niente sort
of way. .

Toyenable the divers to reach the bottom, of the sea, which is from ten
to’twenty fathoms in depth where the oysters are found, a long rope is
woven round a pulley at each boat’s cross-trees, to the end of which is at-
thetied a large stone, weighing two or three hundred weight ; this stone
is poised over the side of the boat, and the diver standing upon it, and
taking with him a hasket (also attached on board by a rope), gives the word
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to ‘“let go,” and at once sinks with the stone to the bottom. This is
again wound up, and the diver is left below to scrape as many oysters as
he can into the basket during his submarine sojourn. When this is ac-
complished,. he loosens his hold of the rock or’sea-weed that he had clung
on to below with one hand whilst he filled the hamper with the other,
and immediately shooting up to the surface is again taken on board, the
hamper or basket full of oysters being hau]:f up at the same time.
Then the second diver goes down, and so it goes on till 4 o’clock r.M.,
when the boats return with their {freights.

Being personally acquainted with the gentleman who had the manage-
ment of the fishery in the year I was stationed there, I used, when off
duty, to go out in the government boat, which was fitted up with every
convenience inethe way of awnings, &c., and taking every necessary
luxury with me, in addition to a diver, I divided the day between feasting
and hunting for pearls in the oysters which were.brought up by this
man especially for my own use, and many a lucky prize I sometimes
came across.

When the fishery was nearly over for the day, we used to give prizes
to the man who would rgmain longest under water, and on one occasion
Iknew a man to remain gelow for one minute and fifty-eight seconds, but
he was so eshausted when he reached the top, that it was a long time
before he could be brought to.

All these divers were Malabars, and brought up to the habit of diving
from their infancy, so I doubt if they are to be surpassed anywhere,
although I well remember reading, in my younger days, in a standard
work which, Ibelieve, was an © Encyclopedia” in about thirty volumes,
that it was usnal for pearl divers to remain twenty minutes under water
without inconvenience! an assertion that, for the benefit of others who
may be impressed with the same idea imbibed from the same source, I
- should wish*the promulgator to be requested to prove in his own person.
What makes me so well remember the circumstance, was my standing
out at the time, single-handed, in all the obstinacy of ten summers, against
the « Encyclopedia,” on the point ; a piece of temerity that was chastised
by a two hours’ earlier dose of bed than usual, to my utter disgust.

As soon as the boats are sufficiently loaded with oysters, a sailing
match takes place for the shore among them, and a very good idea of a
monster regatta it gives one. The troops on duty are now drawn out on
the beach, to see that the oysters are not appropriated by any one, before
being sold by auction, or placed in the government store. This is a
large quadrangular space, guarded hy foug lofty walls; the floor being
an inclined plane, intersected with numerous gutters, through which small
streams of water are continually running from a reservoir in which the
oysters, not sold by auction, are placed to rot and open. )

As soon, however, as the oysters have been landed, as many as possible
are put up in small lots and sold; and a very amusing part of the businegs”
it constituted, being a complete Iottery, as one might purchase five pounds,,
worth of oysters without being recompensed by a single pearl, whilst the
private soldier investing his penny or twopence in the purchase of half a
dozen, might find a prize valuable enough to purchase his discharge, and
keep him in clover for the remainder of his existence. I recollect one man
(an English corporal) comingto me with a pearl he had extracted from his
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nnyworth of oysters, which was #s large as a chesry-stone, and for which
Ez asked me five shillin, As T believed I ecould get the owner at least
5001 for it 1 persuadegls:‘im to forthwith accompany me to & pearl mer-
chant in the bazaar, who, on examining it, offered forty rupees (4l.) for
it. Unfortunately, it was a black, discoloured, pearl, although perfectly
round. Had it been white and transparent, ie said he would have
caught at it for 10,000 rupees (1000/.), so mueh depends on the shape
and transparency of a pearl in its value.

But determined to make a profit or lovs in ourown private dealings, each
officer might be seen sitting outside his barrack-room every morning with
about a couple of hundred oysters piled on one side of him, and a bucket
of water on the other, backing his lot, to the amount of his day's pay,
to contain more pearls than that of his neighhour, while the witnessing the
avidity with which every one wrenched open his oyster in hopes of trea-
sure was most amusing,

Formerly the government used to keep all these oysters itself, and
have them opened in the store by men chosen on purpose, instead of
selling them by auction ; but these fellows got so expert, that even
although they were closely watched, they woulg manago to jerk a pearl
from the oyster-shell into their mouths without being detected, and
swallow it ; a proceeding, however, if discovered, that erailed a very
summary magdg of punishment under the haunds of a native doctor. The
oysters that are not now sold are placed into the reservoir before-men-
tioned that stands in the store, and here they die and open of them-
selves. Ths pearls then immediately drop from them, and are carried
by the water continually fowing through the reservoir inta the gutters,
until they are caught by a small gauze network, through which the water
passes, leaving the pearls behind, and they are then picked up in large

uantities. Very few of these pearls, I understand, are sent home, all
z.nding a sale on the coast of India, among the richer class of natives.

When the fishery is “about half over, the nuisance commences. All
the oysters that have been placed in the government store to open, begin
to putrify under the rays of a burning sun, and thesteneh surpasses any
pestilence ever inflicted on the earth. Then commences fever, cholera,
dysentery, and all the concomitant ills of foul air, filth, and heat. For
miles and miles in the jungle will the disgusting effluvium be carried in
the direction of the wind, and to prevent being too nearly exposed to it,
the barracks are situated at a distance of two miles from the place, yet
even there it is at times intolerablé, particularly at night. Had the-

sters been eatable, wa might have assisted to lessen the number left to
decay, but they never are eaten by natives or English, being very dis-
similar to our own oysters, and few of them: being smaller than a dessert-
plate, so that ome oyster, if 2 man were bold enough to make a trial,
would make half a dozen patés, or an entire “seallop” of itself.

. Our mess-room consisted of a tent erected on'the sands, not at a great
~distance from the surf ; and there being a tolerable supply of game in the
neighbourhood, no sooner was the ardwous morning oecupation of pearl-
hunting over, than an early *tiffin” would follow, and every one would
-salipforth in pursuit of adding some little delicacy to:our table in the

Bat, talking of dekicacies - made a discovery thers, that had I done the
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same at home, and beén born a eook instead of an ensign, Caréme him-
self would have done homage to me.

It happened one day, after having been out and finding nothing for
several hours, that on tumbling up some rocks to get a good view of
the sea, I came upon an animal never. encountered before in all my
excursions, and which, at first, rather astonished me. The first thing
I did was to drop in a bullet over the shot already in the gun, and shoot
him. On coming up to the animal, I found, to my horror, that I had
shot my own crest (a most unlucky omen, I should fancy), and a ¢ Porcu-
pine,” in all the fretfulness of a hundred quills, lay dead before me.
However, I absolved my conscience for the murderous deed, by consider-
ing what an appropriate addition it would make, after being stuffed, to a
family lobby; and advanced to lift him up to carry home for this pur-

ose, a proceeding I fouud easier to imagine than to perform ; until,

&y tying his legs together, and in this way slinging him across my

gun, I managed to get along pretty comfortably, with the exception of a
sharp priek or two now and then.

It was uuder these circumstances that I unluckily fell in with a large
shooting party, and my sfgering along with a porcupine on my shoulders
formed a source of caricatures and jokes that never left me whilst I re-
mained in the island. A luminous idea now struck me, that, instead of
having him stuffed, I would most decidedly eat him (metamorphosing him
from stuffée to stuffer), so ensconcing myself in a quiet nook of the Jun-
gle, I soon stripped him of his quills, amg, having gained the cook’s affec-
tion by a present of two rix-dollars, we put him’into @ pie, and served him
up that night at mess! I had the ‘‘ helping” it, and passed it off as veal-
pie (as it most resembled that in appearance), and all I know is, that I
began to be very much afraid I should have none left for myself, as every
body present became a customer; at last, I did secure a morsel, -and
nothing more exquisitely delicious did I ever taste in my life—so ex-
cellent was it, that had there been a pie apiece, I believe they would have
all been demolished—for the major, wio was our commandant, and a grext
gourmand, immediately asked the mess-cook where he got his meat,
which worthy immediately pointed at me, and said, “G-——, saib, give
it, present.”

Of course every one looked to me for an explanation ; as, how I could
get better veal than any one else was a mystery. 'I then told the party
that it was the porcupine ;” and never shall I forget the horror depicted
in most of their faces : some turned as pale as ghosts, and yelled for
petits verres of cognac, whilst pthers tried to laugh at and disbelieve
it. However, =0 excellent was it, that I was determined, if possible, to
have another pie, and the next day I found a nest of porcupines in the
neighbourhood of the scene of the former one’s destruction ; and although,
on the second production of the dish, I was only joined in the delicacy by
a very “green” ensign, still, before a fortnight was over, one by one
became a convert, ¢ G——-g dish,” or “ porcupine pie,” got to such
& premium—the demand exceeding the supply—that the animals became
exgmueted ; and no more * materials” could ge got within a dozen miles,
the ¢ fretful” animal having become, no doubt, too * crusty” to show out
with only the prospect of a pie before him. L

I here had an opportunity, one morning, of practically d«ndﬁ:ﬁ
the truth of the opposite theories, entertained by the celebrat
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Buffon and the showman of Bartholomew fair notoriety,* as to the
power of the porcupine of harpooning .a distant object with his quills;
and I would just as soon stand as target for a toxophilite society, as I
“would before a society of porcupines, B‘l‘:arring the distance. A brother-
officer of mine had a spaniel completely transfixed with a porcupine’s
quill; and, although I did not personally éee the quill shot, I saw the
dog lying dead in the same place that it was shot at, with the quill
driven about eight inches in, behind the shoulder, and completely drill-
ing a hole through the heart, as it afterwards proved on dissecting the
dog. It was perfectly impossible that the quill could have been thus
forced into the body of the dog without being shot at him with very
considerable force; and my friend, who was close by the animal at the
moment, asserted that the dog was at least a couple of feet off from
the porcupine at the time, and that three or four quills flew off in differ-
ent directions at the same instant. As this is a matter finding mor
infidels and heretics than true believers, I have thus particularised
it, and am ready to uphold my case (by “y* wager of battell”) if he
chooses with any sceptical heathen in Christenflom.

The country in the vicinity of Aripo was flat agd uninteresting, although
in penetrating it to the extent of two or three miles there was no lack of
game, such”as hares, partridges, snipes, &c. Crocodiles poked their
noses out ofr gvery pool one came across, but they would never attack one,
and if a shot was sent at their heads they would merely disappear altogether
until the danger was passed. Tortoises in dozens used to cross our path,
but they were very small ainl perfectly useless. A few miles further in-
land is a celebrated monkey territory, wheye the tribe grow to a larger
size than anywhere else, and where a story is told, and 1 believe truly, of
a certain functionary in the island who had the misfortune to fire at one of
the animals in hope of carrying home his carcase to be stuffed. Ile had
no sooner fired than the whole forest rang with the most heart-piercing
cries, and in & very short space of time he saw an army of monkeys, some
standing nearly five feet in height, arrayed against him, whilst some at-
tended to the wounded brother. Of course he lost no time in beating
a retreat, but was soon overtaken by the exasperated animals, one of
.whom walked deliberately up to him.and took away his gun, and having
thus punished him, allowed him to depart in a whole skin, which was
more than he deserved, for there is something so cold-blooded, so useless,
so uncalled: for a slaughter of the prototype of man in a poor defence-

. less monkey, that a person ought at least to be Aalf hanged for such an
act. If you happen to know anycCeylon man, my dear reader, mention
the story to him, and he will tell you the person’s name—if you are in-
quisitive. ; .

The oysters at last coming to an end, or, being tired of a game at which
there was no reciprocal fun, havisg issued marching orders to all that sur-
vived, the place is again deserted by-every one except the troops, who re-
main till the last captured oyster is thoroughly decomposed, and then in

* For the benefit of the reader unacquainted with the view of the case held by
thiwworthy, it may be as well to set. it forth in his own eloquent and expressive
words. Speaking of the porcupine he is showing, he says, * Buffoon says the
Tittle animal shoots his quills; but Buffoon is a fool and a liar. He no more shoots
his quills than I my arms nor legs,”
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case f:hei (the troops) are net in the same state themselves, are permitted
to quit the scene until their tour of duty comes round again; but as soon as
the fishery is over the-most dangerous time begins, for the -putridity of
millions upon millions of oysters impregnates the air to such a degree, that
I would defy the most obstinate hmpet that ever clung on to a rock to
escape going into hospital, owing to the effluvia. Men drop dead on duty
from its effects—shrubs are entirely witlitred, and, asin

¢ The Dead Sea air,
+ Nothing lives that enters there ;—

Consequently, whilst yet it wanted & week or ten days to the expected
recall of the troops, I found myself carried over the waves in one of the
native catamarans in the direction of home, with as respectable a speci-
men of a typhus fever on me as one might be contented with for the re-
mainder of his life ; and after having undergone three months’ suspension
between two worlds, my ghost was at lengti allowed to revisit the mess-
room of the regiment, where, by dint of making itself perfectly at home,
it in time assumed a more tangible and corporeal substance, which, it is
happy to say, it now emjoys, and means to retain as long as it possibly
can. -

And now, my dear reader, our * Jaunts” are at an end for the present,
at all events. If you have been enduring enough to accompany m~
throughout, I fear you must be getting weary of the jungle, and anxiouwr
to leave its wilds for more refreshing and civilised scenes, so I will haw-
mercy on you aud let you ge. : .

Should you, however, still feel inclined to keep me company through
similar scenes, or over the less romantic plains of Hindostan, I am sure you
have merely to hint your wish to ¢ our Editor,” who will, doubtless, forth-
with issue a geueral order commanding a compliance with your request.

But I cannot help wishing that you had corporeally, as well as men-
tally, accompanied me on these * Jaunts in the Jungle,” for two reasons,
charitable and selfish.

In the former case you would be, wise as you may be now, a far wiser
man ; nor would you be so incredulously inclined to put down every ex-
traordinary fact, of which you may not have been yourself a witness, as
being but the result: of man's inventive faculties;—whilst in the latter
casc, I (delicious idea!) can picture the seductive billet-doux you would
forthwith despatch, insisting, when 1 came that way, of my sharing your
¢ potage,” and passing an opinion on ¢ that particular bin of extraor-
dinarily old port,” over which, as we toasted our toes before a Christmas
fire, ere adjourning to music and muslin, we might recount all our es-
capes, re-silay half our victims, and thank Heaven that we were now left
safe and sound to tell the tale, still possessing the mens sana in corpore
sano, the energies of youth in an unscathed frame, and attributing thereof
the cause that— . )
We've trusted aye to Providence,
And sae will we yet!

Jan.—voL, LXXXII, NO, CCCXXV,
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HISTORY OF BARBADOS.*

Aspect of the Island—Springs and Rivers—Climate—Thunder-storms, Water-
spouts, and Whirlwinds—Hurricanes—Connexion of Hurricanes with Earth-
- quakes and Volcanic Action—Insect Pests—The Sugar Ant—The Chigo—
Geology of Barbados—A raised-up Mass of Coral—Rocks composed of the
Siliceous Shields of Microscopic Animals—+Civil and Social State— Narrative of
Events—Sugar Question.

TaE “ History of Barbados” would appear to be an object of interest
chiefly to those who are attached to that small island by birth, by ties of
blood, or otherwise. The rose or the violet growing in his own garden, has
more charms for him who raised it, than the stately palm in the princely
conservatory ; and thus it is in history: the incidents which occur in our
birth-place create a higher interest than the great events in neighbouring
countries, though forming an epoch in the history of empires.

But this is not the case in the present instance. The * History of Bar-
bados” is by no means barren of events which have materially affected
the British empire. It was there and in St. Christopher’s that England
founded its first colonies in the southern part of America ; it was there that
the first sugar-cane was planted upon the soil of the British dominions; it
was there that many of those attached to the royal cause, during England’s
civil wars, sought and found an asylum, until the chivalric opposition of
this small spot to the mandates of Cromwell roused his ire and vengeance.
Nor is this all. If the navigation-laws led to.England’s supremacy on the
seas, this small island was the cause that conduced to their adoption.

Barbados is the most windward, or the most eastern of the group of
islands which are known to English geographers under the name of the
Carribee Islands, Its name is curiously enough derived from the number
of a species of fig-tree, from the branches of which great mats of twisted
fibrous roots bang down, and which were compared by the Portuguese
to luxuriant beards (Barbudos). It is quite erroneous to say that no men-
tion of this island occurs prior to 1600, Sir Robert Schomburgk has shown
that it is met with, under the name of Baruodo, in the map of the world
by Michaelis Tramezini, in 1554, and there is great probability that it was
known as early as 1518, The island forms a kind of irregular triangle
nearly twenty-one English miles long, and fourteen in width. It approxi-
mates, indeed, closely, both in size and shape, to the Isle of Wight. It
is almost encircled by coral reefs, artl, although the shore rises boldly to
a height of from thirty to fifty feet on the northern point, generally we
find Jong lines of sandy beaches, which are only protected against the
encroachments of the sea by cural reefs. Mount Hillaby, the highest
elevation, is'a few feet more than 1140 feet above the sea.

The ground rises from the west or leeward coast in very distinct suc-
cessive terraces, to the central ridge, and there terraces are interrupted by
ravines, called gullies in the island. If we turn to the east, an aspect of
a quite different nature E:'ﬁsents itself; we see before us a mountainous
country in miniature; hills of a conical form radiate from the central

* The “ History of Barbados ;" comprising a Geological and Statistical Descrip-
tion of the Island ; a Sketch of the Historical Events since the Settlement, and an
Account of its Geology and Natural Productions. By Sir Robert H. Schomburgk,
Ph.D. Longman and Co.
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ridge, and chiefly from Mount Hillaby in a north-eastern direction towards
the sea-shore, and their sides are rugged and worn by the heavy rains
and mountain torrents. This district has been represented as similar to
the Alfpine country of Scotland; which name has been adopted for it.
One of the most picturesque sites in this region, is the parish church of
St. John's, which is built only a few yards removed from a precipitous
cliff, at a height of 823 fect above the sea, and stands boldly out in relief:
a solitary palm-tree, the emblem of Christian faith overtowering it.

There is not a superabundance df water in Barbados. A few streamlets
have been hono with the high-sounding names of rivers, There are
also subterranean channels, and water is readily obtained by sinking wells,
even on the sea-shore ; but the inhabitants have to have recourse to rain-wa-
ter, collected in the cavities and basin-like hollows of calcareous and coralline
rocks lined with clay. There are, also, chalybeate waters, as at Vaughan’s,
Spa, and Cheltenham. The ¢ boiling spring” is considered one of the
greatest natural curiosities of Barbados. It is a small cavity not more
than two feet in diameter, from which an inflammable gas escapes, which,
on the application of a flame, burns with a pure whitish light. If the
shallow excavation is filled up with water, the gas passing through it
gives it the appearance of boiling, without any real change of tempera-
ture. There are, also, springs of petroleum, or mineral tar, which is
much used for domestic and medical purposes.

Barbados is considered one of the most wealthy of the West Indian
islands, yet its climate presents remarkable variations. The month of
January 1s one of the most delightful in the year. It is generally dry, the
sky is of a deep azure, and the breeze, whic{; setsin at an early hour, sel-
dom aHows the thermometer to rise above 81 deg. Fahr. February par-
takes of the same character; occasional showers refresh the air, and the
thermometer ranges from 71 deg. to 82 deg. March is dry. The ther-
mometer ranges from 72 deg. to 83 deg., and slow nervous fevers set in
towards the end of it. In April, dry warm weuather prevails; but occa-
sional showers refresh the air. The commencement of May is dry and
warm, but towards the latter end frequent showers fall, and heavy rains
st in. In June, the clouds are heavy ; lightning, followed by thunder,
sets in, with frequent showers. Bilious and putrid fevers begin to mani-
fest themselves.  In July, vast masses of clouds rise on the horizon, and
bring in their train severe lightning, followed by loud peals of thunder:
rain descends at times in torrents: the heat and stillness of the air are
quite oppressive : the thermometer ranges from 76deg. to 86 deg.: dy-
senteries become more frequent, and are sometimes epidemjcal. August
is not so wet : southerly winds, if there be any breeze, prevail. Septem-
ber is very wet. Dysentery and slow fevers continue. The thermometer
varies between 77 deg. and 85 deg. October is still wet and sultry, but
towards the middle it becomes drier, and refreshing breezes generally
set in after thunder-storms, and gradually close the rainy season. In
November, the air becomes copler, but heavy rains fall occasionally, and
dysentery and catarrhal fevers still prevail.® “The last month of the year
partakes much of the first, The brisk and cool winds from the north-east
render it healthy, but it has been known some seasons to rain every day,
more or less.

The greatest and most unenviable peculiarities of Barbados are the
frequency and the variety of the devazstating meteorological phenomena

@
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for which it is so pre-eminently famed. “There is,” says Sir Robert
Schomburgk, ¢ no other island in the West Indian Archipelago where
thunder-storms are so frequent and attended by so much damage as in
Barbados.” The quantity of accumulated electricity that is evolved
during these storms may be imagined when in one instance (July 11th,
1819) the lightning killed nine persons and wounded eighty-two.

Watersspouts are also frequent during the hot months in the latitude of
Barbados. They seldom pass over the land; but when such an event
happens, they mark the line of their alafming progress by uprooting trees,
unroofing buildings, and sucking up the water from the reservoirs over
which they pass. Whirlwinds are more frequent, especially during the
months of August and September, when the sultry state of the atmos-
phere scems to develop more rapidly the causes in which they originate.

But the devastating power of water-spouts and whirlwinds combined are
to be met with in the hurricane, which Sir Robert designates as  the
most awful of Nature’s phenomena.” Sir Robert enumerates in his de-
tailed and comprehensive work 127 hurricanes that have ravaged the
West Indies from the year 1494 to 1846, or in a period of 352 years.
The months in which they most commonly occur are in August, Septem-
ber, and October. While the originating cause of hurricanes is unknown,
it appears from a variety of observations that their analogy with whirl-
winds is beyond doubt.  Sir Robert agrees with Colonel Reid and others
in attesting to the wind gyrating round a centre. The extraordinary
quantity of electricity evolved during these violent convulsions is equally
satisfactorily demonstrated. The accounts of the great hurricanes in
Barbados prove in every instance upon regord the existence of large
masses of electricity. Colonel Reid doubts whether earthquakes have
any connexion with hurricanes, but we are inclined to agree with Lyell
and Sir Robert Schomburgk in considering that they have. Sir Robert
enumerates many positive cases in which hurricanes are recorded as
having been accoinpanied by shocks of earthquakes; and it can be easily
imagined that in numerous— there is reason, indeed, to believe very many
instances—shocks of an earthquake have taken place during hurricanes,
which have escaped notice during the deafening noise and general con-
sternation. In Sir James Lyon's official account of the hurricane of 1§31,
it is stated as follows :—

From about two o'clock till day broke, it is impossible to convey to your
lordship’s miid any idea of the violence of the storm ; no language of mine is
adequate to express sufficiently its horrors. The noise of the wind through
the apertures formed by it, the peals of thunder and the rapidly repeated
flashes of lightning (more like sheets of fire) and the impenetrable darkness
which succeeded them, the crash of walls, roofs and beams, were all mixed in
appalling confusion, and the whole house shook to its very foundation ; whether
this last effect was produced by the force of the wind, or by an earthquake,
supposed by many /o have accompanied the storm, I am unable to decide ; but the
rents and fissures which are visible in the massive walls of this building would
lead one to suppose that the latt‘er cause only,could have produced them.

Calamitous as were the many tempests by which Barbados had suf-
fered, the aggregate destruction produced by the whole combined, is
gaid to have been unequal to that effected by this blast of 1831. The
g:;cfri tion of the appearance of the island after that horrible night, is

u .
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About eleven o'clock in the morning of the 11th of August, I ventured out
and walked from the Careenage along the bay : not a house, not a wall, not a
tree, to be seen standing, until we reached the Honourable Mr. Beckle's
dwelling, part of which only is injured. Shingles, immense pieces of wood,
&c., knee deep through the streets; in one place, the heads of the numberless
dead were seen, in another, their arms and legs in many instances severed
from the body, whilst others were carried to and fro on boards. 1 then went
up to the garrison, and here my pen fails to describe the scene whichypresented
itself ; the barracks almost to the ground, and numbers buried in the ruins.
I next proceeded to Bishop’s Courty here, too, was devastation and ruin—not
a wall standing, except the New Hall : the bishop, Mrs. Coleridge, and the
Rev. Mr. Luckcock were in the hall, neither his lordship nor Mrs. Coleridge
remembered my name, although I had before been an inmate of the family.
They knew my person. The former had nothing on of his own cxcept an oid
hat.” I met Mr. S—— at the foot of Gibraltar Hill (where his residence was
situated ), with hardly a rag on his back ; to and fro was he wandering; pitiful,
indeed, was the sight; he, from whom we had parted, not five days before, in
comfortable circumstances, was now reduced almost to beggary ; his grand-
mother, mother, and aunt, shocking to relate, hastening to the grave : Cavan’s
house levelled to the ground,— the archdeacon’s escaped with little damage,—
Government House unroofid and otherwise materially injured; the boy's cen-
tral school slightly damaged, the girl’s entirely gone, every individual within
at the time buried in the ruins; but, most providentially, all have been dug
out, and not so much as a limb broken; the king’s house and commissary
quarters are standing, but the iron fence enclosing them totally destroyed.

That the house should remain standing while an iron fence, otherwise
open and not offering much resistance, should be totally destroyed, is an
evident proof of the electricity evolved during one of these tornados.
The impetuosity of the wind may be judged of, by the fact, that a piece
of lead, which weighed 150 pounds, was carried to a distance of more than
1800 feet, and another piece, 400 pounds in weight, was lifted up and
carried a distance of 1680 feet. Rafters and beams were flying through
the air with fearful rapidity, and shingles piercel, in several instances,
hard-wood trees, and remained sticking in them.  Auother instance is
related, that part of a child’s tin trumpet was driven into an evergreen
tree, where it buried itself in the trunk.  Several instances are related
of children being blown out of the arms of their nurses and parents.
Some perished ; over others a guardian angel scemed to watch.

Barbados was, in former times, little subject to earthquakes.  Slight
shocks were experienced in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, but
in more recent times, the shocks have been more numerous and more
severe. The connexion between hurricanes and earthquakes, presents
matter for very serious consideration. * On the occasion of the eruption
of the mountain Tomboro, in the Island of Sumbawa, in the eastern
Archipelago, violent whirlwinds carried men, horses, and cattle, and
whatever else came within their influence, up into the air; tore up the
largest trees by the roots, and covered the sea with floating timber. The
sound of the explosion was heard in Sumatra, at the distance of 9.70
geographical miles ; and so sweeping was the destruction of human life,
that out of 12,000 inhabitants, only twenty-six individuals survived on
the island. (Lyell’s * Geology,” Fifth Edition, vol. iii.,, p. 198.)

The West Indian Archipelago, & great belt of coral reefs and roek
tilted up by earthquakes and volcanoes, embracing the Cambea:n Sea,
like a bracelet of beads, is eminently exposed to catastrophes of this kind.
From the year 1839 to 1843, this Archipelago was visited by three
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terrific and devastating earthquakes ; namely, on the 11th of January,
1839, in Martinique and St. Lucia; on the 7th of March, 1842, in St.
Domingo; and on the 8th of February, 1843, in the Island of Gauda-
loupe. The latter was felt more or less sensibly throughout the Carribean
chain, and on the adjacent continent; but the most dreadful visitation
fell upon, the town of Pointe a Pitre, in Gaudaloupe, where, in an instant,
5000 hugnan beings were ushered into eternity.

On the 27th of April, 1812, the volcano of St. Vincent’s, called Mount
Souffriére, or Morne Garon, burst forth with a dreadful explosion. At
first a vast column of thick smoke was followed by an emission of vast
quantities of sand and ashes. On the 30th the flame burst pyramidically
from the crater through the mass of smoke, and the lava broke out on the
north-west side. Earthquake followed upon earthquake, and the whole of
the island was in a state of continuous oscillation. The ashes were carried
in showers to Barbados, and even as far as 500 miles t» the eastward of it.

The consideration of what physical changes must take place, how many
islands be swallowed up, how many towns destroyed, and how many human
beings hurried into eternity before the apparent course of nature is run, and
the new bracelet of beads becomes a continuous bracelet, and the Gulf of
Mexico, and the Carribean Sea two mediterraneans, or inland lakes, would
not be a pleasant theme to dwell upon. The Great Ruler of events is as
merciful as he is great, and we can scarcely agree with Sir Robert when he
says that “the inherent feelings of human selfishness, no doubt, produce in
the breasts of the inhabitants of Barbados tHoughts like these.” Thanks to
a kind Providence that our little island has not witnessed such scenes in
our times I” This is not selfishness so much as a praiseworthy reliance
on the protecting goodness of an all-wise Dictator ofP events. Itisalmost
refreshing to turn from the contemplation of catastrophes of such over-
whelming magnitude, and upon which the experience ofP the past, and geo-
logical analogies could alone authorise us to speculate for a moment; to
evils of a minor description, and which a knowledge of the light that Sir
Robert Schomburgk’s intimate acquaintance with the different branches
of natural history will enable him to throw upon such curious matters,
lead us to refer to, with the certainty of acquiring new and interesting
details. We allude to the insect pests of the West Indies.

Among the most important of these, both from its numbers and its
power of devastation, is the sugar-ant. It is called the sugar-ant, but it is
in reality oruiverous (Formica omnivera of Linnzus). Itisrecorded by
Oveido and Herrera that the whole island of Hispaniola was almost aban-
doned in consequence of the devastation caused by ants in 1518. A tra-
dition also prevails that the town of Sevilla Nueva, which was founded by
Esquivel, in the commencement of the sixteenth century, was entirely
deserted for a similar reason. Barbados, Grenada, and Martinique have
suffered more than any other islands from this plague. They showed
themselves about 1760 in Barbados, and caused such devastation that ¢ it
was deliberated whether that island, formerly so flourishing, should not
be deserted.”-—§Dr. Coke’s ““West Indies,” vo{. 3, p. 313.)

The history of this insect attests, however, in a most remarkable manner,
to the goodness of Providence even in apparent disaster. Their numbers
were s0 immense that they covered the roads for many miles together, and

, 80 crowded were they in many places, that the impressions made by the
feet of horses which travelled over them would remain visible only for a
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moment or two till they were filled up by the surrounding swarms. Calves,
pigs, and chickens when in an helpless state were attacked, and perished
when not timely assisted. The greatest precaution was requiste to
vent their attacks upon rgen and women disabled by sickness, and on
children that were unable to assist themselves.

In olden times great processions and vows were made in honour of
Saint Saturnin, and the day of the saint was celebrated with great solem-
nities, but in vain. In after times‘fire and poison were ¢ried with
equally indifferent success, Thgy extinguishéd the fire by the amazing
number that rushed upon it. Corrosive sublimate, however, had the
effect of making them outrageous, and they attacked and destroyed each
other. In 1776, the government of Martinique offered a reward of a
million of their currency for a remedy against this plague, and the legis-
lature of Grenada offered 20,0001 for the same object ; but all attempts
proved ineffectual, until the hurricane in 1708 effected what human
power had been unable to accomplish. The sugar-ant disappeared before
the violence of the tornado. It is truly a wise apothegm which says that
it is an ill wind that blows nobody any good. '

The list of insects which prove an annoyance or are noxious to man, is
by no means inconsiderable.  Scorpions, centipedes, and wasps need only
be mentioned. But in addition to these a large hairy spider, nearly
allied to the tarantula, inflicts bites which are as painful gs those of the
scorpion. The chigo, jiger, or jigua, resembles in appearance a small flea,
and nestles in the flesh beneath the nails and toes and other parts of the
body. It does not deposit its eggs under the flesh, but matures its brood
there, which do not pass througﬁ a perfect metamorphosis. There are
several species of tick whicle attach themselves by means of their mandi-
bles to the flesh in which they bury their heads so firmly that it is difficult
to remove them without tearing off part of the skin. A species of horge-
fly (aestrus) inserts its eggs under the skin of man when asleep, and he
does not become aware of it until the grub is matured and produces pain-
ful irritation. Sand-flies’ are also very troublesome, but Sir Robert
Schomburgk gives precedence to mosquitoes, as being by their voracity
and the continueusness of their attacks, the greatest plague of tropical
countries ; la plaga del insufrible tormento de las moscas, as Humboldt
has it.

In a geological point of view Barbados presents one of the most re-
markable instances of a coral island, which, by gradual and successive ele-
vatory movements, has been raised to a height of nearly 1200 feet, a great
mass of dead coral hardened into & compact calcareous mass, fringed by a
reef of living polypifers, raised above Yhe surface by successive convulsions.
Sir Robert Sc}:ombur k is in error, however, when he states that the step-
formed terraces which are the evidences of these successive elevations
have no parallel in other coral islands. These are met with in the coral
island of Kharaj at the head of the Persian Gulf, and in Malta we see
tiers of sea caves superimposed upon one another. The chief fossils found
in Barbados are siliceous shielded microsgpic animals called polycystina
by Ehrenberg, who has described 282 species from the rocks of Barbados

one. Besides these there arc numerous other siliceous shield, bearing
animals belonging to three groups, polygastric infusoria, phytolithana
and geolithia, the latter being perfectly new and of very peculiar forms.
‘When we consider that the ashes and pumice in which Pompeii is buried
have been shown to consist of siliceous cases of similar microseopio in-
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fusoria, that the impalﬁ)able dust which is known to fall sometimes out
of the atmosphere in the midst of the Atlantie, also contains infusoria
with siliceous shields, and that Professor Grant asserts that nearly
500,000,000 of polygastrica, that is, as many as there are individuals of
our own race on the earth, are contained in a singlé drop of water; we are
not more filled with wonder at the immeasurable fecundity of nature than
with feelings of astonishment as to where the research of naturalists will
cease. ‘

Professor Ehrenberg’s definition of ghe age of the Barbados rocks,
“the forms which compose the rocks of Barbados, are comparatively
more foreign to the present organisation of beings, and to that of the
tertiary period, than to the calcareous formation of Sicily,” is almost
without the domain of previous geological axioms, and so it is with all
human science. Man is proud of determining a belemnite, a terebratulite,
a nummulite, or a Cerithia formation, yet such determinations appear as
vain illusions, before the ascertained organic origin ot whole geological
formations. .

We have been induced to dwell upon the natural phenomena of the
Island of Barbados, rather than upon its civil and social history; in the
first place, because we knew that Sir Robert Schomburgk was strong on
those questions, and in the second, because they appeared to us to possess
greater inherept interest, and to enable us to effect a few generalisations
of such a comprehensive character ag would best establish the author's
merits, and, at the same time, present more that is new and instructive
to the reader.

In that which concerns the history and the social and political condi-
tion of the island, Poyer in his ¢ History of Barbados;” Oldmixon in
his ¢ British Empire in America,” and Frere in his ¢ Short History,”
have preceded Sir Robert Schomburgk, who, indeed, professes to have
confined himself to a plain statement of facts, leaving the reader to form
his own judgment.

The consideration of the ecivil and social state of Barbados, embraces
population, religious and public instruction, literature, statistics of crime,
agriculture and commerce, customs, roads, defences, &e., and with the
minute details of the local geography, are mainly of interest to the inha-
bitant. It is very curious that, ui)though this voluminous work is illus-
trated with some pretty lithographs and wood-cuts, the most essential
thing of all, a map, appears to be wanting.

The narrdtive of events, that have occurred from the settlement of
the island to the year 1846, embraces many that are of a peculiarly in-
teresting character.  Such were thib insurrection of slaves in 1649, the
grant of the Carribean Islands to the Earl of Carlisle, Lord Francis
Willoughby's loyalty, his banishment, his restoration, and his final un-
timely death in a hurricane; th. invasion of Sir George Ayscue, the first
general assembly under the Commonwealth, the great prosperity of the
island under Sir Jonathan Atkins, the frequent misunderstandings between
the members of the council and of the general assembly, the suspension
of membyrs of council, and the dissolution of general assemblies Ey dic-
tatorial gbvernors, the cupidity of a Cunningham and a Dotin, and the
firpaness of a Seaforth; and the all important subject of sugar, and the
reduction of duties on foreign sugars generally, in this country, to the
detriment of our own colonies, The admission of sugar and molasses
into the British breweries and distilleries, has, in a slight degree, dimi-
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nished the harsh treatment lately inflicttd upon the colonists by this
country; but many other concessions will be necessary before the British
planter can enter into competition against slave labour, with chances of
success; and among these are especially an unrestricted immigration
into the West Indies, freedom in shipping, equalisation of duties on%mx‘i,ﬁsh
and colonial spirits, the separation of the cultivation of the cane from its
manufacture into sugar, and, as a sequence, the admission of the cane
produce into the British markets on the footing of raw materials, At
the same time, on the part of Basbados, greater attention to the progress
of agricultural science, the introduction of improved modes of earria;

d locomotion, economy and retrenchments in individual life, and in the
concerns of public administration, and an increased exertion, are essential
to enable her to weather the double storm which the extinction of slavery
and the equalisation of the sugar duties, have, most undoubtedly, inflicted
upon the British sugar colonies.

- - i
THE POOR SOUL
FROM THE FLEMISH.
By CaroLiNe pDE CRESPIGNY.
. ) B
A pooR, sad Soul was sighing, The Angel's eye flash'd lightning
In bale-fires sorely proved, With love of heavenly birth,
“ Were I once more beholding And the poor Soul he carries
My true-love—all I loved.” Down, downward to the Earth.
1. . VIIL
So sigh’d the poor Soll, thinking  Beneath the lime-tree spreading
Of years, full many a one, I shall my true-love find,
Until her time of penance For there I found him ever ,
At Jast should be outrun. In that dear spot reclined.”
L 1X.
Approach’d her Guardian Angcl, And as the shady lime-tree
With wings as white as snow, They reacl’d invisible —there
And in his arms enfolds her, Sate under the green branches
To heal herlove and woe. A loved and loving pair.
v, X. .
With swect and gentle accents, The poor Soul trembled, fainting,
“ Poor dear Sdul,” said the sprite, And not a word did,say,
“Come with me, come, I'll bear thee Nor he, the pitying Angel,
To heavens of love and light.” That bore her far away.
V. . XI.
The Soul says to the Angel, Her higher still, and higher,
Close in Ins arms enfurld, Up the blue sky he bore,
« Might I once more re-visit Till they at length were standing
That far-off under-world. Heaven's golden gate before.
“ A thousand years I'd suffer Then said the [;;;r Soul, sighing,
Worse pangs than yet I’ve proved, ".I must not cnter there,
To be once more beholding I'm°’doom’d for years a thousand,
My true-love—all { loved.” Hell's direst pangs to bear.”

XIII.
But said the Guardian Angel,
With look an Angel wears,

% Thou wert in that one moment
Tortured a thousand years.”
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ADRIEN ROUX;

OR,
THE ADVENTURES OF A COURIER.
BY DUDLEY COSTELLO, ESQ.

Crar. XXVIII.

THE HOSTLER OF BONDY—ARRIVAL AT PARIS—THE ORDONNANCES OF
JULY—TFALPITATIONS OF THE HEART—FROSINE AND JACQUES.

In nine cases out of ten the endeavours to get a place in a diligenceg
except at the office from which it first sets out, is unsuccessful ; but on
this occasion I had more luck than usual, for there was one of the pas-
sengers who did not go on to Paris. His place in the coupé I was able
to secure, and I had every prospect of speedily executing the commission
with which I had been intrusted by Monsieur de Courtine. But the
adage that ¢ L’homme propose, et Dieu dispose,” was true in this as in
so many other cases.

It was very early in the morning when we reached Bondy——the last
stage to Paris—but there was an unusual stir in the place, notwithstand-
ing. People were moving about hurriedly, and at the Poste a large
knot of persons had assembled, discussing some question with so much
earnestness, that scarcely a head was turned in the direction of the dili-
gence, and the postillion flourished and cracked his whip in vain. This
was rather an ignominious entry, but it betokened something unusual,
and every body’s curiosity was at once excited to learn the cause. The
conducteur knew nothing; indeed, he was as anxious as any of the rest to
discover what had made so much commotion in the quiet village of
Bondy, especially at that early hour.

¢ Mais, qu'est-ce qu’il y a donc ?” was his eager question, and it was
repeated by every one of the seventeen passengers, as thei hurried out of
the w:;u-ious compartments of the diligence, and joined the gesticulating
crowd.

“Ce qu'il y a ?” interrogatively replied an old hostler, who mechani-
cally came forward to undo the traces, though his cars were bent back-
wards, like a hare's, to catch every sound that came from the circle of
speakers ;—¢“Dam ! Ily a de quoi vou-zempécher d'entrée dans Paris
pour aujourd’hui, 3 moins que vous n’alliez vous battre! C'est quelq’
chose d’fameux qu’on joue 13-bas.”

¢ But what is it—what is it ?” cried we all, some forcing their way
into the erowd, others surrounding the old hostler, who found himself
suddenly & personage of much greater importance than he had been for
many a long day. He appeared to think so too, for his answers were
desperately oracular.

“Voyez-vous, messieurs,” said he, “c’est quil y a eu de-zordon-
nances,—sur guoi le peuple s'est mi-zen avant,—et p'is, v'1a des barricades
qu'on fait & c’tt’ heure. Vient.la mitraille,~—on riposte avec de pierres, de
coups de fusils, je ne sais quoi—on arbore le drapeau tricolor,—enfin,
c'est une révolution !”

This was as misty an explanation as could well bave been offered, but
in¢omplete as it was, it laid the foundation for the reception of a more
coherent account of the events which had just occurred in‘Paris, and we
were soon in possession of the fact that the ordinances aguinst the liberty
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of the press had made their appearance ; that the "people had resisted ;
that recourse to arms was expected, or had been had, and that at the
moment at which we were listening to this startling news the fortunes of
France were at issue.

One very conclusive intimation was given to ourselves—the assurance
that all ingress to Paris for public carriages was stopped, and whoever
wanted to enter must do so at his own risk.

Whatever the nature of the business which took them to the ca; ital,
the greater part of the passengess, my fellow travellers, had little desire
to peril life or limb to transact it; as there was no revolution in, Bondy
#self, they seemed to prefer remaining there till they could learn some-~
thing more satisfactory of the state of public affairs, all except two or
three of a highly nervous temperament, who forthwith entered into a
combination to take post-horses and whatever carriage was available,
and increase the distance between themselves and danger as rapidly as
it could be accomplished,

‘With those who lingered, or with those who fled, I had no interest in
common, my object being to get into Paris as quickly as possible. The
very fact of there being a popular commotion was in itself a strong attrac-
tion, and the peril with which it was environed served but to heighten
the charm. The question was how to get there! This, after a little
discussion, was solved by one of the bystanders, the son of the old hostler,
and the proprietor of a cabriolet from Paris, who had been the first to
communicate the intelligence of the events of the 27th of July to the
inhabitants of his native commune. For the first half hour this youth
had been the great man of his fellow parishiouers, but later accounts,
varying all in their exaggerated details, had eclipsed his narrative, and
reduced him once more to the level of the hostler’s son.

It was as much to recover his lost importance as to enact the hero in
the eyes of a pretty girl, who answered to the bewitching name of Melu-
sina, and whom he addressed by her nom de baptéme, that Aimé Martin
declared his readiness to conduct any of the messieurs as far as the Bar-
ridre de Pantin, or as much further as it was possible to go. Therc was
only one person besides myself who expressed any anxiety on the sub-
ject: he was a tall, military-looking man, to whom the atmosphere of
warfare seemed a natural element. With him, therefore, as a companion,
I squeezed myself into the middle of Monsicur Martin’s cabriolet, and
we set off in the direction of Paris, amidst the acclamations of the brave
bourgeois of Bondy, who remained behind to defend their hearths and
altars, .

As we drew near the village of Pantin, with its long line of ginguettes
and cabarets, the bustle on the road manifestly increased: there was more
alarm in the looks of the women, more determination in the countenances
of the men; groups were assembling and arraying themselves into some-
thing like military order, some armed with muskets, others with such
weapons as first eame to hand ; here and there from a window was thrust
forth a tri-coloured flag; cries of * A basdes Ordonnances,” “ A bas les
Bourbons,” and « Vive la Republique,” might be heard ; but above all
rose the loud, though distant, shouts of the busy masses in Paris, broken
by the occasional rattle of musketry, or the deep roar of artillery. At
every discharge, at the sight of every flag that waved, my tall companion
get his teeth and breathed hard, but he uttered no words to indicate the
direction of his sympathies. If they were against the popular cause, it
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would hardly have been wise to show them, for the demonstration in

favouring resistance grew stronger at every step we advanced, the whole

of the banlieue of La Villette being up in arms and hurrying towards the
tes.

There could be no question about the political tendencies of Aimé
Martin. At every cut of his whip, and he was by no means sparing of
them, he insulted the wretched horse which he goaded along the road, by
giving it the name of some onc or other of the obnoxious ministers.
As, for instance:— e

“ Allons donc, sacré animal de Polignac! En avant, béte de Chante-
lauze! Canaille de Ranville, que tu te créves! Marche, farceur de
Capelle !” &e.

Nor were loftier names spared, though they were not so openly uttered,
for Monsieur Martin either suspected the poﬁtics of the military-looking
traveller, or did not like the expression of his counwcnance.

All minor considerations, however, merged in the general excitement,
as we got close up to the Barritre de Pantin. The gates, both here and
at La Villette, were still held by the troops of the line, who at this early
period of the Revolution had not begun to fraternise with the people;
and admission, though loudly demanded by the menacing crowd outside,
was literally impossible. ~ As the cabriolet, therefore, had rendered us all
the service of which if was capable, we jumped out, and resolved to pursue
the rest of our way on foot.

‘ Are you well acquainted with Paris ?” inquired my tall companion.

¢ Not with this part of it,” I replied, I am more used to the other
side of the river.”

“ Well, then, as you seem anxious to get in, I think I can show you a
safe way. 'What quarter do yon want to reach ?”

I named a street in the neighbourhood of the Rue de la Paix.

¢ So much the better, for it is there that I am also bound. Follow me.”

He turned as he spoke, and, striking into the road beneath the walls
on the north side of the city, pushed on at a quick pace past the Barriére
des Vertus (an out-of-the-way place for the Virtues to reside in, but, per-
haps, the only safe one for them in Paris), and continued in the same
direction till he reached the Barritre de St. Denis, where he paused to
reconnoitre the guichet.

He found there, what he appeared to have expected, a party of soldiers
on duty, to whom he was known. One of themn, with a grizzled mous-
tache, saluted him by the title of colonel, and immediately opened the
gate; perceiving that I was in the ¢ompany of the officer, he allowed me,
also, to enter. The serjeant of the guard then made his appearance,
and was eagerly questioned by the colonel as to the actual state of things
in Paris; his answers were brief, but full of importance, and described
the course which events had taken since the manifestation of public opi-
nion had become general.

“ We had some slight affairs last night in the Faubourg,” he said,
“and from what I am able to+judge, we shall have our hands full this
evening.”

# And the regiment ?”

# Tt bivouacked last night in the Place du Carrousel.”

I must join it as quickly as possible. What a cursed chance that I
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should have been sent from Paris at such a time as this. It is lucky,
however, that I returned as I did. Young man,” %ontinued the colonel,
addressing me, ‘you are going, you say, to the Rue de la Paix ; I will
be your escort so far; after that, you must shift for yourself.”

I thought to myself that, considering all things, I stood a better chance
of getting there in safety without the colonel’s protection than with it ;
however, I made no opposition, and we immediately set out.

It was no easy matter to fox.-ce our way through the crowds that
thronged the streets, and ac every step we took in advance the tumult
became greater ; every man was arming, at the corner of every street the
paving stones were up, and, in the distance, parties of dragoons might be
descried dashing along as to some place of rendezvous, or clearing the
way of the mob that impeded them. At length, we reached the Boule-
vards, where a singular scene presented itself. On either hand, from the
Porte St. Denis, as far as the eye could reach, was one enormous black
mass of human beings rolling its tide in _the direction of the Madeleine,
and all moving in comparative silence with one steady impulse. Whoever
looked fixedly in the countenances of these men as they raised them on
their proud march, must have felt assured that they would never shrink
from doing justice to the cause which had brought them from their homes,
and that the cause itself was one which involved the question of life or
death. The colonel smiled bitterly as he looked upon their array, as if
he thought how little their numbers would avail them against the disci-
plined skill of regular troops. At a later period, the opportunity was
afforded him of testing the energies of a determined peop{’e; at present,
he was all impatience to proceed towards his destination, and at the first
check of the crowd which caused a refoulement, and left a momenta
gap iu their previously solid ranks, he hastily dashed across the Boulevard,
turned for one moment to sce that I had followed him, and then, waving
his hand in token of farewell, disappeared rapidly down one of the streets
leading across the Rue Montmartre in the direction of the Tuileries.

The difficulty of making my way was hardly lessened now that I was
within the Boulevards, for, at the intersections of all the principal streots,
barricades were being raised, and not without cause, the charges of
cavalry, in half-squadrons and heavier masses, becoming every moment
more constant. It was a difficult matter for the troopers to keep their
ground when once they had gained it, for, from every open window and
nearly every house-top, missiles of all descriptions were raided, and as
the soldiers retreated from the heavy shower, forth from their houses
came the voluntary workmen, and esgerly piled up the stones which
were to convert each street into a fortress.

By dint, however, of diverging to the right and left, as narrower
streets afforded me the means, I contrived to thread my path, unscathed,
until T reached the Rue St. Augustin, the chief object which I bad in
view being that of getting as speedily as I could to the hotel which M.,
de Courtine had named to me,as the place where I should find Mr. St.
John. ’

It stood in the Rue Louis le Grand, and, just at the moment when I
was going to ask my way of the keeper of a cabaret, who stood in his
ghirt-sleeves, and with bared arms, handling the lock of & musket, na
doubt for present use, I saw the name of the street before me, the house
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I wanted forming the corner where I stood. "The porte cochire, like
that of every other in'the quartier, was closed, but the loud knock which
I gave was not unanswered, the cordon was pulled, and the door gently
opened, but I had scarcely squeezed m seliP through, when I heard a
sharp voice desiring me to close it behind me directly. The speaker was
a little, wizened, red-nosed, old man, whose head alone was visible at the
half-opened window of the porter’s lodge, wherein he was ensconced.
He had on a seal-skin cap, but as I drew nearer to his gite, I observed
that a much more warlike head-gear stood on a table beside him ; it was
nothing less than a dragoon’s helmet, and beside it lay a sabre, in a rusty
steel scabbard, attached to a waist-belt, all ready, apparently, for buck-
ling on when the hour of danger arrived. [En attendant that event,
their proprietor was busily employed with a long spoon, stirring up some
pottage, which simmered in an earthen pot, over a small pan of charcoal,
on which—the pottage, not the charcoal—he purposd, no doubt, shortly
to breakfast. .

 What is your business here?” demanded this formidable conciérge,
flourishing his spoon with a military sweep, as if he were making a cut
at his adversary’s right cheek.

“I come,” replied I, “from the Marquis de Courtine. I am the
bearer of a letter to his friend Mr. St. John. Is he in the hotel, and
can I see him?”

¢ As to that,” said the conci¢rge—his name was Jacques—¢ I am not
quite sure ; we will see presently. Diable ! then you belong to Monsieur
le Marquis ? Where did he pick you up ?”

¢ Never mind that,” I returned; ¢it’s.too long a story to tell you
now. Youll learn it from Bobéche one of these days, if you live long
enough.”

« Ah!” ¢jaculated the old man, ¢c’est bien ga ! nobody knows how
long hg may live in times like these.” .

“You seem to be making preparations against the worst,” I observed.
¢ You're getting your night-cap ready.”

“Yes ; and when I’ve got it on, perhaps I shall sleep without rocking.
Mais, dites donc; vous connaissez Bobéche! Nest-co pas que c’est un
brave gargon ? Ah! he'll be sorry not to have been in Paris to-day;
the sky will rain bullets before it's over. Tant mieux, he might be
killed, and it’s better the old should go first.”

With this he fell to stirring his pottage, with an_air of abstraction,
from which I ventured to rouse him, by repeating the question I had
originally put to him. v

“Is Mr. St. John here?” I repeated, “ and is he visible ?”

¢ Certainly he is in the hotel ; he arrived three days ago; a dagetoo
soon, I fancy,” continued Jacques, between his teeth ; ¢ but as to being
visible, that is another affair. I take it he is not up yet.”

¢« Not up!” I exclaimed, “and this tremendous uproar going on in
the streets—asleep in the midst of a revolution! You must make 2
mistake.” '

“ Ecoutez, mon ami ; je connais mon homme; at least, I think so.
Just step here ; now look through the archway across the court-yard.
Do you see that row of windows under which the grape-vine runs ?”

“Yes; of course.”
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“You see also that the curtains of the two furthest windows are
closed ?”

“T see that, too.”

“Eh bien! that suite belongs to Mr. St. John, and the apartment at
the end is his bed-room. Does it look as if the inmate was up?”

o« By no means,” Ireplied; “but how he can manage to sleep at sucha
time as this passes my comprehension.”

“1 did not say he was asleep,” returned Jacques with a peculiar con-
tortion of the mouth, and screwing up his eyes as a child does when it
takes physic; “I only told you he was not up.”

“'Then it’s time he should be,” was my answer.

“So I think,” said Jacques, quietly. *Tiens! here is my wife, Frosine,
coming down stairs. She has been putting the salon to rights, and can
tell us if monsieur is stirring.”

Frosine, who little resembled the pictures of the nymph (whose abbre-
viated name she bore) such as I had seen her on the painted ceiling of
the Gaité, came hobbling down the broad flight of stairs on the opposite
side of the porte cochére, with a forckon in one hand and a bunch of keys
in the other, She was a sour little old woman, of*the kind who seem
created to keep every body and every thing in order. Of course she was
followed by a little nondescript white dog, whose tail was curled over his
back, like a spiral spring, or a snake folded in its coil. The little animal
barked tremendously on seeing me, and was only silenced by a vigorous
application of the duster.

As soon as he could make himself heard, Jacques stated the cause of
my being there, adding that if was my wish to deliver M. de Courtine’s
note to Mr, St. John with my own hands. .

Frosine puckered up her face like a withered apple, and confirmed her
husband’s previous assertion. The enormity of lying so late seemed to
affect her in a different way.

“How is it possible,” she said, “that a house can be made fit to Be seen
if people choose to stay the whole day long in their beds? It will never
do till Monsieur Mallet—this was the proprietor of the hotel—compels
all his locataires to sign an agreement binding them to rise at daybreak;
T'm sure I always do. But perhaps the letter from M. le Marquis may
effect what I could not. Be quiet, Azor—petite béte’’—here she made a
fell swoop with her duster, at which the creature yelped with a shrill voice.
“If the young man will come up stairs to the premier, I'll seé if he can
get admission.” .

Up stairs, accordingly, we went, and Madame Frosine preceded me
through the apartments till we came to the bed-room door. ~She tapped,
and, after waiting a few moments, a soft voice, which 1 knew to be Mr.
St. John’s, inquired who was there.

¢ C’est mol, monsieur,” said Frosine, *je viens

“Oh ! it's you,” interrupted Mr. St. John, “I thought I heard you
once before. Pray, what's o’cleck, Frosine?”

“ Past eleven,——and here’s a—" ‘

¢ Dear me,—so late as that! I say, Frosine,—is it—tell me, Fro-
sine,—is ’it-laul:d 051” 144 Farol 4 There ;

¢ No,” repli o portress, sharply; “it’s a t deal worse. 3
she added, I;.s a smart volley of musketry ms:de: the casements shake,
¢ don’t you hear tkat?”

”»
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A momentary pause ensued, and Mr. St. John spoke again :—

« I should have got up sooner, Frosine, but I don’t feel very well this
morning. I must have taken something that has disagreed with me. I
think I'should like to have a little tea. Are you sure those horrid people
are still fighting ?”’

¢ There was a foreign gentleman killed last night at his window in the
Rue St. Honoré; but if the firing does not conviuce you, here’s a person
who has just made his way through the streets, and can tell you more
about it. He has brought a letter for" you, sir, from the marquis.”

«QOh, indeed! Is he there ?”

« He is waiting at the door to deliver it.”

“ Why didn't you say so before ? Hang these noisy rascals,—I think
I must go out and silence them.”

Frosine shrugged up her shoulders so high as nearly to lift her cap off
her head, and bestowed upon me a grim distortion, intended for a smile.

¢ Eh bien, monsieur,—je vais descendre pour chercher le bouloir.”

She had hardly left the room before the bed-room door was gently
opened, and a large head was thrust out, which 1 had some difficulty at
first in recognising *as belonging to Mr. St. John, so completely a_ﬁ{cblé
was it in a night-cap, with broad frills like a woman’s, and tied under the
chin with rose-coloured ribbons ; he had on, moreover, a loose chintz
dressing-gown of a very delicate pattern, and, altogether, looked so little
like a man that, if it had not beent for his height and his whiskers, he
might well have passed for some disturbed dowager of the opposite sex.

He was surprised at seeing me, and, I thought, coloured slightly, but
if he did, the hue very speedily disappeared. Affecting a nonchalant air,
he said ;—

“ Oh, Adrien, is that you! What has brought you to Paris so

uickly
“ iis letter, sir, which M. le Marquis desired me to give into your
own Minds.”

¢ Into my hands! Why, there’s the post,—but, perhaps he had heard
of this unfortunate disturbance, and was afraid to trust to that mode of
conveyance. I dare say he wants me back again!”

So saying, he sat down in a fauteuil and opened the letter. I watched
him closely; not a mavement escaped me.

He had scarcely read a line before his countenance altered. If he had
been pale before—and paleness was unusual with him—he now became
absolutely livid.  As he proceeded the paper danced in his hand, and I
could distinetly hear his teeth chatter; but he seemed to read on, though
I saw that the communication was a very brief one, and might have been
taken in at a glance, as no doubt it was. When his eyesiad ceased to
wander over the sheet, he avpeared to reflect, and then, hastily folding
up the letter, thrust it into the pocket of his dressing-gown, and placing
his hand on his left side, uttered an exclamation of pain.

I inquired what was the matter. ,“Good God!” said he, writhing
about, apparently in great diony, “ There's another of these dreadful at-
tacks coming on. I am subject, Adrien, to palpitations of the heart :
how very unlucky that I should be seized just now ! Oh—h—h—h,—
what excruciating pain,” and he roared like a bull.

I asked him if I should go and fetch a doctor.

“ Not on any account,” he replied ; *“ I would not expose you to the
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risk of crossing the streets at a moment like this for the world. I shall
be better perhaps when I have taken some drops and a little tea, and
have lain down for a time. 1 always find I am much better in bed
when I have these attacks. There again,—oh—h—h—h! Give me
your arm and help me into my room. That’s a good boy. Adrien,—
take care ;—oh—h, ha, so!”

Leaning on my shoulder, and bearing his full weight, as if utterly
helpless from pain, he managed to crawl to the bed, and dropped him-
self upon it. He still kept his, hand on his side and spoke in a faint
voice,

¢ Don't let that woman in when she comes back again ; she is a person
of no feeling. Shut the door, there.”

“Have you any message, sir,” said I, ¢ to send back to Monsicur lo
Marquis ?”

“Dear me, how extraordivary! That horrible spasm has put every
thing out of my head. Oh—h—h, there it isagain ! Message ! Why,
you see, Adrien, I am not in a fit state to write at present. You surely
don’t mean to venture back yet.”

“T must do the best I can, sir. I was ordered to return as soon as I
had seen you.”

“ Adrien,” said Mr. St. John, in a tone subdued almost to a whisper.
“Come here, sit down close beside me, I have something particular to
say to you.” '

I drew near, as he directed.

“ And s0,” he continued, “ you really mean to go back immediately ?
Well, you are a fine, courageous fellow, and I admire your resolution. I
wish I could offer to protect you through the streets, but this sad illness
has quite upset me. I don’t think I shall be able to stir for a week. Reach
me that purse, Adrien. I dare say you haven’t much mom(a{y about you.
Here are five Napoleons, put them in your pocket, and—and—wher you
return to Courtine, you must say that—that you didn’t see—#hat you
were not able to find me. The fact is, if you were to tell the marquis how
ill I am, nothing would prevent him from exposing himself to every
danger, and coming here directly. So the best plan is to say you lost the
letter and your way too ! it will readily be believed when people come to
hear of what has been going on in Paris.”

If I had ever entertained any doubt about the reality of Mr. St. John’s
illness, this new bribe, together with the eagerness with which he spoke,
so little in character with the listlessness of a suffering invalid, would
quite have undeceived me. But I had been a little too much behind the
scenes to be taken in, either by his assumed indisposition or the tender
regard which he expressed for my welfare. I knew the temper in which
M. de Courtine hwf written, and T knew also the cause which made !um
write, and the sum and substance of my observations was the conclusion,
which, doubtless, the reader has already arrived at, that Mr. St. John
was a rank coward ! .

1 did not, however, tell hint what I thought, neither did I, by spurning:
his gift, as I had once before done, allow him to suppose that I was not
his glllpe. I had heard enough of the nature of the émeute out of doors
not to feel sure that it would last for some time yet, and no pqmshment
could be worse for him than the knowledge that he was shut up in a place
from whence escape seemed an impossibility.
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1 therefore dissembled my disgust and, promising to do what he re-
quired, left him in the enjoyment of such comfort as a man must feel who
has sacrificed the sense of honour for personal safety, though the latter
was more than questionable in relation both to tge present and the
future.

The money I devoted to a special purpose. At the foot of the stairs I
encountered Madame Frosine and, oP course, her spouse. He had not
yet assumed his armour, offendive or defensive; but he had not been
making a bad use of his time, for the pottage, on which he had been so
busy, was now finished, and he good-naturedly invited me to take a share
of their breakfast.

As I had not eaten any thing sinco my supper at Meaux the night
before, I did not allow the offer to pass as an empty compliment, and in
a few moments I made the third, at the little table 1n the porter’s lodge.

“You need not be in a hurry, Madame Frosine,” said I, “to take up
the déjeuner, of monsieur. Ir:zink he has no appetite this morning.”

“1should imagine not,” observed Jacques, drily. ¢ He takes too little
exercise to make himself hungry.”

¢ I suppose, then, he has notr{een out since the disturbance began.”

¢« Not once; and in my opinion he won’t stir till it’s all over—that is to
say, if it ever will be over.”

“ Vous-avez raison ; Jacques, I was a girl at the time of the Revolution,
and the troubles then seemed to last for years,”

< It's always the case when the people try to recover their own.”

“ Bah! le peuple—Ila canaille!”

“Vas donc, vieille aristocrate!” exclaimed Jacques, half angry ; then
turning to me, in a good-humoured, confidential way, he said, “c¢a ne
peut pas souffrir le bas peuple—ga est de race ! Moi, je me fiche de toutes
ces bétises.”

Bt though Jacques’ sympathies were with the cause of the people, it
was quite clear that he was not altogether free from the influence which
the aristocratic assuciations of Frosine had early impressed him with, and
T accepted his disclaimer without exactly attaching implicit faith to it.

¢ And what is the state of this quartier ?” I inquired.

“ Compared with some of the others, tolerably quiet ; but there are
signs of movement everywhere, and, ma foi, il y aura bientot du tapage!
See,” said Jacques, suddenly starting up, and {ooking across the street,
through a little grated window, what's the matter ? There’s something
stirring ; the marchand de légumes, opposite, has come out without his
bonnet de nuit !”

This, a8 I found, was a portentolis omen, for the worthy alluded to, a
very bulky man, and one not easily stirred to action, had actually dis-
regarded his accustomed coiffure, and, what was more, had armed himself
with a musket. .

¢ I must go out and see how the fan gets on,” said I,  before I betake
myself to Courtine ; they would have a poor idea of me if I couldn't give
them the latest and most authentic newss Ecoutez, Jacques,” I con-
tinued, drawing him into a corner, and pointing to the rooms ¢n the
premier, “monsieur there gave me five napoleons just now, to do him a
service which I had no inclination for. best service any body can
render him is to rouse him well up from his lethargy ; so, here’s the
money; I put it into your hands, to turn it to the best account in this way ;
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hire, at your own price, as many fellows as you please, to come into the
court-yard from time to time, and kick up the devil’s tintamarre beneath
his windows ; there are plenty of idle fellows in the streets who'll be glad
of the job ; and if your frieng, the marchand de légumes, wants to prove
his musket before he uses it, let him diecharge it across the court-yard
some half-a-dozen times, and if the swell of powder does not stir him,
nothing will.” .

The porter, who was & merry old fellow, and had once been a soldier,
entered at once into the ides. ~ °

¢ Faut boire un joli coup avec ¢a;—v'la le vrai moyen d'organiser les
gens. Attendez, que Frosine soit montée au second. Vous allez voir
comment je 'arrangerai! But, where are you going ? You were not in
earnest when you said you were going to leave the hotel ?"

« Perfectly,” I reg:ied; “I want to know how this affair gets on:
besides, I havé friends in another part of the town, whom I must sce be-
fore I leave it.”

“ Well, you will find me here when you come back—that is, if I am
still alive and the hoyse standing.”

“ Adieu, Madame Frosine! adieu, Jacques ! don’t forget the charivari
aux coups de fusils.”

With this parting injunction, I myself pulled the string, and closing
the door behind me, prepared to seek whatever fortune the streets of
Paris might offer.

Cuar. XXIX.
e
THE STREETS OF PARIS—ADVENTURES AND OLD FRIENDS—
CONCLUSION.

THE first sight which greeted me, as I emerged from the porte cochcre,
was the dread apparition of the warlike marchand de légumes, grasping
his musket with one hand, and, with the other, holding up the tail of his
coat for his son, a boy of fourteen ycars of age, to fill with cartridges.
The little fellow had a large parcel of them, and was making a compact
with his father as the condition for being his armourer.

¢ Ah, ¢a!—vois-tu mon pére; faut que je tire la moitié des coups
Sans cela jo ne te remplirai pas les poches!”

“ Sois content, Gustave,” returned his martial sive, tu auras le
premier !”

On this, the boy hastily disposed of the remainder of the cartridges,
and jumped about with the greatest glee, clapping his hands, and erying,
“ Vive Paris]”

The opportunity for acquiring distinction presented itself sooner than
any one anticipated. The marchand de légumes had but just made an
end of loading his piece, and given it to his son to hold, when the clatter
of hoofs was heard approaching from the Rue de la Paix. o

It was caused by a body of gendarmes d ‘cheval moving hastily in the
direction of the Bourse, where it was just then rumoured that the citizens
were being mustered, after having been supplied with the uniform of the
National Guard at La petite Jacobini¢re,” a house belonging to M.
Teste. It had been brought, in a ]azrge quantity, from the Thédtre de

. H
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la Vaudeville, where the famous piece of ¢ Sergent Mathieu” had been
played a few nights before, and the theatrical supply was looked upon as
quite a godsend.

At a period of excitement such as I speak of, none but Vi?’ old soldiers
preserve their sangfroid, and although the gendarmes had had plenty
of experience of mobs, those mobs were for the most part unarmed. But
on this occasion every man had found a weapon, or was sebking one, and
the show of resistance which everywhere declared itself, was alone cal-
culated to irritate a body of men hitherto accustomed to bear down all
before them, but who could not help feeling now, that heavy work was
on their hands.

As they came riding along the Rue St. Augustin, their course, though
unimpeded, was not rendered pleasant, for the tongues of the multitude
were not still, and the epithets which met their ears were not the most
flattering either to themselves or their masters. They glared about them
savagely, as if they longed to try the edge where they had formerly struck
with the flat of the sword ; but though the people returned their scowls
with defiance, there was no weapon raised to provoke an onslaught. So
it continued until the party were in the act of crossing the Rue Louis le
Grand. The foremost files had already passed, when a drigadier who
rode on the inner flank, turning his head up the street, cau%ht sight of
young Gustave, as he stood resting with both hands on his father's
musket, in a bold, fearless attitude.

« Ptit gredin ! muttered the gendarme, and, shaking his fist at the
boy, put his hand on his holster. .

The act in all probability was merely to intimidate the child, but whe-
ther he was afraid that the gendarme was going to shoot him, or was
impelled by the spirit of bravado, and the recollection of the promise
given him by his father, it is impossible to say ; one thing only is certain,
that the instant the boy perceived the menacing gesture, he raised the
musket to his shoulder amg) levelled it at the gendarme’s head. The man,
however, was too quick for him ; rapid as light, he made a demé-volté to
the left, and before Gustave could put his finger on the trigger, drew out
a pistol and shot the boy through the body.

"The scene changed, as if by magic.

In a moment, the air was rent with cries ; from every window was
thrust a head ; from every door issued an armed man, and the words
spread, like' wildfire, from lip to lip, that the first victim of the revolution
was a child.

“ A bas les assassins! & bas les Sgorgeurs d’enfans!”  And with every
cry, from far and near, came a coup de fusil, or a ponderous missile.
Trﬁe paving-stones flew about like hail, and from the roofs of the houses,
and through the wide window-frames came coping-stones, bricks, and
heavy masses of rude furniture, which were hux!l’ed on the heads of the
devoted gendarmerie. Some were knocked off their horses, and with dif-
ficulty recovered them, others were grievously wounded ; but they made
face against the people, and charging into the midst of them, left many
& ghastly token that the charge had not been made in vain. But the
didciplined courage of the few, availed them little against the fierce
energy of the roused multitude, who, driven back for a moment, rallied
as quickly, and returned to the piles of stones which, with one or two
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overturned vehicles, some large tables, and the materials under their feet,
they soon raised into an impregnable barricade. Nor for an instant
ceased the deadly shower of missiles, and the leader of the party, after
one or two ineffectual cfforts to break down the barrier, gave the word to
face about, and gallop to the Bonrse. A shout of triumph arose a9 the
clattered down the street, but one voice amid the crowd was silent. 1};
was that of the father of Gustave, Fom the moment the boy fell, he
had knelt beside him on the hard pavement, supporting him in his arms,
and wiping the blood away which trickled from his child's lips, utterly
heedless of the clamour and tumult that raged around him. Ile had
still hoped that there was life left, and so there was, for the child opened
his eyes—once, and then closing them for ever, fell back heavily.

The transformation wrought in the aspect of this man was terrible to
witness.  He was one whose good-nature was so well known in the
quartier where helived, that it had become proverbial amongst the neigh-
bours, ‘and, in his physical appearance, he suggested the idea of all that
was happy and contented. To lcad a life of ease, such ease as labour
gains, and to make every one merry who approached him, was all he
seemed to care for. Ile was a widower, and had but one child—the boy
Gustave, now dead, whom ho l1ad idolised. He shed no tear as he raised
the body in his arms, and carried it into his dwelling ; there wasno loud
outburst of grief, all was still and concentrated. He came back to the
strect, carefully locked the door behind him, loaded the musket which he
had mechanically grasped since his son’s hand relinquished it, and then
with one hoarse cry, leaped thdbarricade, and rushed in the direction
which the body of gendarmes had taken, followeg by hundreds scarcely
less excited than he.

Political inclinations I had none. A boy whose life had been passed
in a stable-yard knows no master but the one immediately above him,
But I was still one of the people, and if my sympathies had not readily
turned that way, the sight of the eruel catastrophe which befel the poor
boy Gustave would have given them such a direction. No less vehe-
mently, therefore, than the rest, did I shout “ A bas les Bourbons !” no
less eagerly than any did I tear down their emblems whenever they
were within reach ; nor with less impetuosity did I join the raco that led
to where the fray seemed the highggt. How I possessed myself of a
weapon I scarcely know ; T believe I'rifled a slain soldier of his giberne ;
but I remember well that I formed one of a group who for more than
three hours defended a barricade at the corner of the Rue St. Thomas du
Louvre. It was from behind that rathpart that I caught a glimpse of an
officer at the head of his regiment whom I recognised as my companion
from Bondy to the gate of St. Denis ; it was within a few paces of it that
I saw his dead liody lying on the following day. DBut there were older
acquaintances whom I was destined to meet.

The Rue St. Thomas du Louvre is, as all the world knows, a very nar-
row street. To barricade it was not difficglt, and it was firmly closed at
the end which leads to the Carrousel ; but at the other end, where it joins
the Rue de Chartres, one or two gaps had been left for egress when the
enemy fell back upon the Place du Palais Royale.

None need to be told that, however holy the cause, however pure the
motive, for which so many bled on the memorable days of July, there
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necessarily mingled among the mass a number of the dissolute and the
vile, men solely 1ntent on violence and plunder ; they formed no part of the

ple of Paris, but were such of its scum as on this occasion floated here:
and there on the surface.

The attack having ceased upon the barricade where I had volunteered
my services, I was standing idly gazing down the street, now partially de-
serted, amused at the thrifty expedient which one of my fellow-combatants
resorted to, in oiling his boots from a broken reverbere that had been
cast down in the tumult, when, from the windows on the first floor of a
house at the further extremity, I heard the shrill screams of women, I
ran in the direction from whence the cries proceeded, and, as I drew
nearer, to my surprise I found that the accents were English, and that
the voices seemed not altogether unknown to me. I knew but one
English family, and they, 1 imagined, had two or three months be-
fore returned to their own country. But when I got heneath the win-
dows of the house—it was an hotel, at that time a good deal frequented
by foreigners—I could no longer entertain any doubt. Screaming, at
the highest pitch of her voice, with her body half out of the window, her
long curls waving in the air, and her arms struggling to free herself
from those of a man, whose figure I could only imperfectly see, I beheld
no less a personage than Miss Jane Maddox!

I did not take time to consider—as Bobéche would have suggested—
whether I was likely to hit the object I aimed at, or whether it was not
much more probable that I might bring down the wrong bird, but fired
at the ruffian. There was a terrific crash of glass, which fell about my
cars, another very prolonged scream from Miss Maddox, and the man
disappeared from the window, whether wounded or not I had no means
of ascertaining.

But the work was only half done; the noise and confusion in the
hotel were still tremendous, and, followed by two or three others whom
the shot I had fired brought to the spot, I rushed up the staircase. The
door on the premier stood half open ; I dashed in, and, passing through
an antichamber, found myself in the midst of a most stirring scene.

Sir John Chubb—for there he was, as large as life, larger, indeed,
than when I last saw him—stood at bay, in a corner of a large room,
with a chair in his hands, with whigy he was endeavouring to keep off a
ferocious-looking fellow, in a blouse, who was making cuts at him with a
long sabre, Happily parried by the legs of the chair. Crouched behind
him was a female figure, whose disarranged cap and twisted tournure,
betrayed Lady Chubb as its owner; and her voice, if not the most
mellifluous, was certainly the loudest of the party. Pale and trembling,
her hands raised in an attitude of supplication, knelt, at her father’s feet,
his youngest daughter, Caroline. Miss Chubb lay on a sofa, apparently
in a deep swoon, and Miss Jane Maddox, who had torn the welkin to
some purpose, was grappling with a raw-boned fellow, whose every word
was a curse of the coarsest description. Itealtogether formed as lively a
tableau as modern art, perhaps, furnished since Gericault’s picture of
the Deluge.

““ Dammee,” cried Sir John, performing all kinds of feints with his
clumsy weapon, ‘more volloors, hey! Take that, you scoundrel,” and
heedless of the coming blqw, he made a terrific rush at his antagonist,
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cauf.ht him in the mouth wjth one of the legs of the chair, bore him down
by his weight, and, stretching him on the floor, planted his foot on his
throat, and wildly invited the rest “to come on.” :

“ Don’t you know your friends, sir,” said X; “ we have come to your
assistance.”

“ The devil you have! who'd have thought it in the midst of this
murdering crew !—g’uns beating, drums blowing, and trumpets firin
every minute of one’s life; me with this d——d lumbago,—or else
shouldn’t have been here,—the gals all terrified, revolutions at our very
elbows, and d——d black-whiskered rascals coming to carry off our
goods and chattels before our faces. Who the deuce are you, I say ?
Speak up that I may know you. None of your parleyvoo, but speak
like a man, if you can.”

“ My name,” I replied, “is Adrien Roux ; but this is no time for talk-
ing just now ; let us clear the room of these raseals.”

The fellow to whom Miss Maddox had been clinging contrived, while
this brief colloquy was going on, to disengage himself from her clutches
and, drawing a pistol from lis girdle, fired point blank into my face. He
must have been a bad or a nervous shot, for he missed me,—and for the
second time in his life. It was the third time we had come into eollision,
for I beheld the features of the convict Durastel! I had discharged my
musket in the street, and having no time to load again, I shifted my
hand, and was about to give him a coup de crosse. He retreated one or
two paces and seemed undecided which way to turn, but the doorway was
thronged with those who folloWed me, and, seeing no other means of
escape, he turned to the window, made a spring, caught hold of a pro-
Jjecting spout, and in all likelihood would have effected a safe descent to
the ground—he was practised in such arts—had not the spout given way
under his weight ; the consequence was, he came down on the broad of his
back with so much force that he lay with broken iimbs groaning on the
pavement, unable to stir hand or foot. His companion, the scoundrelly
miller of Doué, was in scarcely a more enviable plight, covered with blood
and pinned to the ground beneath the chair, to say nothing of Sir John's
heavy foot on his windpipe choking his attempts at utterance. He was
soon made secure, and then a Babel of tongues was unloosed, all running
together like a meute of hounds. .

“ Good gracious me ! for to go for to think of its being Mr. Hadrian,”
broke forth Miss Maddox ; ‘ Youre a d—d fine fellow!” $ymphonised
Sir John ; ¢ Order a coach, immediately; I won’t stay another moment
in Paris,” cried miladi; * Generoud deliverer! odious deceiver! vile
assassin ! ejaculated Miss Chubb ; and, heard by me over all the rest,
murmured the sweet, soft voice, of Miss Caroline, ¢ Thanks, dearest
Adprien, our best, our only friend !”

To enter into any explanation, at a moment like this, was out of the
question. Paris, so bravely defended by her citizens, was as yet only
half won from the grasp of tyranny; mugh remained to do, and many
sad events to be chronicled, before the victory was won. I leave these
events to be told by pens more worthy to record them than mine. More,
also, must I leave untold respecting myself and those amongst whom it
was my fortune to be once more thrown.

At some future period I may rencw the theme, when the Courier shall
have gathered together his more matured experience. For the present,

he bids his readers farewell.
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MADAME EMILE DE GIRARDIN'S “ CLEOPATRA."*

Pransavia, Philippi, Actium! Names consecrated by the transcendant
genius of a Shakspeare, still retain their spell. The fierce protracted
struggle of a despairing republic, the grandest which the astonished
world, its tributary—ever witnessed, was regarded as a spectacle worthy
of the gods themselves.+ That mighty heroic drama—the epic of history,
from which the painters of human passion have ever since delighted to fill
their scenic canvass, "its separate groups and figures, with the strange
astounding destiny preparing for them, can never lose their hold over the
mind and heart of succeeding ages. The splendid episodes, and startling:
incidents arising out of this magnificent subject, have supplicd writers of
every nation with materials wﬁich, manufactured into odes and epics,
plays, lays, and lyrics, would have sufficed to form a funcral pyre for
those rival aspirants to the world’s sovereignty, and to lull their shades to
peace most effectually, could they have heard them recited in their elysian
retreats, How modern battle-fields seem to dwindle—not excepting
Waterloo itself, when placed by the side of those gigantic struggles for
world-wide rule. The variety equals the grandeur of the events, affording:
infinite choice of selection for the dramatist as for the historian ; Rome
opposed to Rome ; dictators, triumvirs, emperors ; the flight, the parting:
with Cornelia, the death of Pompey, almost before the eyes of Cleopatra ;
the great Julius in swift pursuit.

Yet all this is but the commencement of the great historic drama, the
closing scene of which is alone treated in the spirited production before
us. Though Rome had fallen, her spirit survived in the last of her great
republican race; there was Cato and his little senate ; there were the sons
of the Scipios and the Pompeys, aided by the arms of Rome’s tributary
princes, by Asian and Afric kings ; but all vanished, like a dream, before
the fortunes of that bright Julian star. The conqueror of Rome paused
not in his career till arrested by the strange fascinating beauty of Egypt’s
youthful queen—then hardly a quecn—debarred of her rights by her
despotic brother (Ptolemy), and having scarcely attained her seventeenth

ear.

But the mistress of Casar, however fascinating, was not his tyrant, nor
was she then, perhaps, so accomplished in the seductive arts as when she
exercised them ou the infatuated Antony. It required the steels of Brutus
and Cassius to arrest that fiery spirit; nor could they, nor the sons of
Pompey and of Scipio, destroy the fabric of that master-power which he
left as a hostage to be wielded by weaker and meaner men. The fall of
Sextus Pompeius was effected onl+ by treachery and dishonour, which, had
he deigned to employ against the triumvirs, once in his power, he might
have restored the republic, in name, at least, or proclaimed himself dicta-
tor of the world, But the men of old Rome became extinct with Coesar,

- Cato, and Brutus; Antony himself was the mere soldier of fortune—a
roysterer, a robber, and an assassin ; such as Cleopatra, in her passion, is
made to describe him ; his victories were mainly achieved by his lieute-

* Represented, for the first time, at the “ Theatre Francaise,” on the 13th of No-
vember : the part of “ Cleopatra” by the justly celebrated Mademoiselle Rachel.
t Lucan, iu his Pharsalia. .



Madame Emile de Girardin’s * Cleopatra.” 103

nants; he knew not how to be great, even in erime, nor to prize great-
ness; and glory and empire, even honour and fidelity to friends and sol-
diers, were eaally sacrificed to the fascinations of a woman.

Among the few illustrious and unapproached, who have represented her
in all the variety and splendour of £er anomalous character, her wild
g‘enius, and fiery passions; in the hopeless story of her crowning love and

espair—none are to be paragoned with our Shakspeare, and next
to him with Corneille. In their conception of her singular nature, her
rare versatility, her soaring pride, noble sentiment, vices, and weakness—
all the most perplexing contradictions—the one has drawn her full of
sweetness and attraction, brilliant, enthusiastic, with a fire of soul, flashing
through her resistless eyes, yet tempered with queenly graces—the young
girl who rivetted the look of Pompey, whom Casar delighted to crown
and honour ; while the other, our interpreter of all natures and charac-
ters gives us a Cleopatra, the full development of all these in the splendid,
ambitious queen, and in the artful, capricious, and enchanting woman.
Matured in pride of beauty, skilled to rule ; full of intelligence as of sur-
passing grace and beauty ; cununing, wild, and variable, even her love of
Antony appears subservient to her desire of ruling him with an absolute
sway. Shakspeare’s then is * the infinite variety that never stales,” he
preserves throughout the characteristics of the woman in subordination to
those of the ruler, weak, changeful, faithless in the hour of peril, and bring-
ing down destruction upon tf'lex‘ lover by an ostentation of bravery and
vain-glory.

The « Cleopatra” of Corneille, in his ¢ Pompée,” presents a contrast in
nearly all these points. She is young, generous, abounding in sensibility and
noble sentiment, the intercessor for a brother who aimed at her life and
throne ; she would protect Pompey, and wept over his fall ; though she
owed every thing to Ceesar, already enthralled by her charms—aspired to
become the arbitress of his destiny, and that of the proud republic pros-
trate at his feet. Amiable as irresistible—of elevated and right-royal
mind ; all of womanly grace combined with grandeur of sentiment, such
as a Roman matron might be proud of—we sce nothing of the fickle,
wilful, cunning beauty, employing her arts to the ruin of her adorers, to
secure the favour of the new victor, and by ruling him to strike at Rome
and achieve unrivalled power. No doubt our great dramatist is the most
true to nature as well as to historic authority; while the portrait of the
grand Comeille is most agreeable to our feelings, the most ernobling, and
calculated to enlist the hearts and sympathies of a select audience.

Madame de Girardin has evidently studied both these splendid, but
strongly contrasted models. She has at once represcnted Egypt's proud,
diademed sovereign, and the accomplished woman ; the unrivalled beauty,
the enchantress of all hearts, with the fiery genius and ardent passions
which plunged her into wretchedness and crime. From both the mighty
masters she has attempted to draw another Cleopatra differing from either,
yet retaining all such featurgs of them in her closely studied portrait
which she deemed best adapted to produce a powerful impression. Add
to this blendjng of characteristics, strong sensation, startling incident, and
sudden surprises, and a little too much straining after effect, and we behold
the new * Cleopatra” of the French stage just as Mademoiselle Rachel
presented her to the admiring gaze of her numerous votaries.

In her manner of developing this novel combination of character, the
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writer has shown considerable skill and talent, as well as some original
power ; but in the latter respect she has committed one fault, and a grave
one—she has given to her heroine too dark a hue— deepened by the con-
trast of the too fair and spotless Octavia :

“ That faultless monster which the world ne’er saw,”

and then weakened the interest by giving too great relief to a rival, who
by her virtues ought to enlist odr sympathy aguinst « Cleopatra.” With
this drawback the drama is written in a spirit not unworthy an admirer
and follower of Corneille. To imbibe any portion of his lofty soul
and fervid eloquence, and combine it with a native vein, is no easy
task. Elevation of genius and magnanimity of feeling—almost Roman
—with an originality peculiarly his own, are stamped upon all his works;
models of a severe and manly taste, which spite of the prolixity and
false glare of the French classical schocl, set an example, not lost upon
successors like Racine and Voltaire, and which ennobled the spirit of the
modern drama.

Wanting such a redeeming power, the French stage could never have
attained its present celebrity ; and its best writers of the romantic, the
mixed, and the familiar classes, would have failed in that nerve and solidity
which render them so popular—a sort of dramatic storehouse for the
pens of foreign playwrights, adapters, and catcrers to the tastes of other
nations. They ought to vencrate the memory of Peter Corneille, and
that noble advocacy of liberty which extended its influence to the revolu-
tionary era, and is the soul of his chefs d’euvre. In the reform of national
taste, costume, and manners, he is to be considered no less the father of the
French stage. Forms and styles might alters but the spirit survived—and
he still spoke through the works of the great men and the mighty events
that followed. More an antique Roman than a Frenchman, he knew
how to describe Roman magnanimity, the old simplicity of manners, and
spirit of independence which, like his own, taught men to look down on
kings, to despise and shun their courts. When that of the ‘ Grand
Monarque” himself, the ostentatious and falsely estimated Louis Quartoze,
who could not appreciate his noble genius, or forgive his heroic virtue,
shall have cease(f to be spoken of, the fame of the consecrator of national
honour and manly independence will continue to grow brighter with the
lapse of time in the eyes of a grateful posterity.*

This little tribute to the founder of the French Drama will hardly be
considered irrelevant, when we venture to surmise that had he never
lived and written the Loves of Cleopatra, the frequenters of the Thébtre
Frangaise, might have wanted a sthge, and the present production, upon
which to exercise their judgment or bestow their applause ; nor should
we have had the pleasure of beholding a new *Cleopatra” in full and
complete costume, of pointing out some of its beauties and resemblances
to its predecessors to our play-loving readers.

Not the least gratification to a French audience must have been that of
curiosity derived from such a spurce, the natural desire of drawing compa-
risons between the portrait drawn by the lady and that of each of ier illus-
trious predecessors. Without wishing to derogate from the positive merit
displayed in the work of Madame de Girardin—enough to support it both
on the stage and in the closet—we shall attempt to extend this source of

® See preface to his Life and Works, by Fontenelle.
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interest by selecting & few brief passages from each of the great national
dramatists, Their genius has not been thrown away upon their fair dis-
ciple. Without servilely copying, she has lighted her torch at their
shrine and drank insﬁlimtion from the sacred fountain of human tears,
and the same sympathies from whence they drew it.

It is a question, however, how far her conception of a new character
and 8 combination of different qualities are quite compatible with a just
observance either of nature or o? history, and in so much as they deviate,
they are felt to be artificial and conventional, in other words, betray too
much claberation in the details of colouring and the picture, in the laudable
hope, doubtless, of compensating for the genius of the one, the grandeur
ans dignity of the other great master.

The lady’s “ Cleopatra” then, is a full-length and laboured production,
a miracle of intellect and depth of thought as well as beauty, secking to
combine the logic of Aristotle with the pleasing philosophy of Epicurus,
the ambition of Alexander with the policy of Macchiavel, the fiery soul
with the sensual temperament of a child of the sun,—all in strong contrast
and high relief, brilliant and harmonising only like the hues of the rain-
bow ; now all tenderness and passion, now grand and heroic, and then
the very antithesis of herself, as though she possessed two distinet souls.
Impelled by the one, she is described as capable of consigning lovers from
her fatal arms, to sudden and ignominious death. Besides her first bene-
factor, Pompey, who flew to claim her aid, and fell as he touched the
Lethal shore, Csar only quitted the enchantress, amyrtle-wreathed victim,
decked out for republican vengeance (for it was asserted she was in league
with the conspirators), Eastern potentates she despised as unworthy of
her arts—hating and fearing Rome alone, while Mark Antony, whose
star shone so steadily till he set foot within that magic circle, fled in the
sight of Rome's veterans, whom he had a hundred times led to victory.
In the words of his friend and old lieutenant, Ventidius :—

Yes, all were vanquished, and they died most fate-stricken—
Yor Antony, Philippi was,—Pharsalia !

But ere that rucful rout, skill’d in art’s ambushes,

She had scnt aid to Brutus I—Antony swears it,

And publicly will force her to reply—

The surer to confound her.

Diom. Antony see her !

The criminal is saved—the judge condemn’d. Act 1., Scene L.

The conqueror little dreamed of his own weakness in daring to cope with
an heroine like that drawn by Madame de Girardin. That fascinating
power—the most characteristic of all Her qualities—is brought into’ fuller
display by the introduction of a handsome Greck, a slave to Cleopatra in
both senses of the word. He becomes madly emamoured of his too
charming sovereign ; he falls at her feet, she smiles, and he is doomed.
This underplot, or rather episode, is narrated in the first act, and adopted
as the agent to excite Antony’s jealousy, detach him from Cleopatra, and
lead him to accept the terms dffered by Ogtavius with the hand of his
sister. It supplies, indeed, the chief incidents in the play. The queen’s
secretary becomes possessed of the secret, and thus reveals it to Ven=
tidius.

Diom. Her wondrous charm has something sure, divine, *

*Tis vain to combat. ’Mid our execrations
Of her worst acts—our pity, for th’ oppressed
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Our purpos’d plots—we see her—and we tremble,
Confess er*sovereign cﬁarms, nor ;i‘ream of ill.*
L d

Her thought is as a world, her heart an abyss ;
Headlong she rushes on from crime to crime,
Braving, with reckless soul, both court and people. Act I

‘We must interrupt the dialogue a moment, however, to remark the false
taste and the bathos incurred By straining for effect, in the two or three
concluding lines ; and to observe, that this is a very different portrait
to that of the sensitive and generous queen drawn by Corneille, to the
all variable, wild, but loving Cleopatra of the bard of Avon.
She is here made, in earnest, what Antony calls her in jest, the true
¢ Serpent of the Nile,” nor does she once forfeit the character, till we
are almost induced to believe she must be aiming at the perdition of
Antony, to inveigle Augustus himself, and so satiate her hatred of Rome
by plunging her into fresh anarchy and war. .
To return to the Greek slave, a more important personage than the
clown of Shakspeare, who brings Cleopatra the basket of figs and aspics,
but who discharges the same ungentle office when she falls into the
hands of Octavius. Diomede, already leagued with her enemies, thus
continues :—
Diom. What ! you presume to check £ soul like hers ?
To learn a gecret that can tinge with shame
Cleopatra’s cheek?  Be it so—you shall have it,
Though I might blush tp speak of things so vile.
Dazzled by such display of queenly beauty —
A young Greek ! slave ! as mad as he was handsome,
And grand—to look on, dared to raise his eyes
To hers; and fiiscinated, gaz’d there, hopeless
And passion-struck. She deign’d to notice him—
Perhaps ‘twas ennui, mark’d his mysterious bearing,
'Till the fool, trembling at some sign of favour,
Fell on his knees, and, in heroic accents,
Cried, “Death, if ’t be thy will, for moment’s love.”
And she—u queen—forgave the insolent,
Smil'd, and that smile gave him both love and death.
To-day he dies—must quaff a prudent poison
That will not blab,—from Thessaly, or Thrace ;
That tutors criminal amours to silence,
Lest royal pride should suffer diminution.
Shame, not remorse, is dreaded, and the bold heart
That scruples not to stifle proofs of crime,
Is still held free from censure.

Ven. What, a slave ?

Diom. A man, at least. P

Ven. (Asif rcflecting.)—Mark Antony is jealous,
If, saving this vile slave—

Diom. Let us retire !

I hear a step. (They withdraw into Diomede’s apartment.)

Charmian and Iras, Cleopatra’s maids of honour, now appear with a
bowl of poison. The Greek receives it with the grandeur of a hero;
Socrates was not more brave,and calm, though he appears to care little
for the consolations of philosophy. He invokes the implacable goddess of
the shades with as much unconcern as if he were going to sing a baccha-
nalian song. He then drinks and falis; but Diomede is at hand, sends the
women away, and with the help of an antidote and a doctor, resuscitates

He is far from grateful, however, being restored to life only to wit-
ness the fall of his adored mistress, and to fill the mournful office of rescu-
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ing her by death from being led in triumph at the chariot-wheels of the
world’s master, the imperial Augustus.

Cleopatra at length ap}')ears surrounded by her splendid court; the
grand priest of Hermes, who reads from the sacred volume an exposition
of the Egyptian divinities—philosophers, poets, architects, sages, and
musicians. Her versatile genius and ambition to command are thus
brought into display, doubtless intended to impress the minds of the .
audience at the outset’with admiration and respect. She addresses them
on the objects of their several pursuits, shows her familiar knowledge of
them, and when all prostrate themselves before her she raises them, and
nobly says,—

I like not this! wisdom and science ought not

By their mind-gifted worshippers be debas'd!

Proclaim their rights in all your words and actions;

The world awaits your verdicts—science-taught

To form its judgment: Igypt owes her rank,

‘The first, to you. Thought makes man great with us.—

The thinker’s brow like to the regal front,

Ought ne'er to bow, no, not before Cleopatra.
A Sage. That grand reproach honours thee! proves thy genius !
dcet I1., Scene 1.

The progress of the piece is well sustained, likewise, by some noble
lines expressive of her anxiety for the safe return of Antony. Her de-
scription of Egypt takes its mournful colouring from the excess of her
feelings, and her regrets for the absence of him she loves :

Cleo. Gould I but see him! slow, slow wears the hour,
And what flerce heat stifies the breathless air;
Not one small cloud to shade heaven's azure depths,
Not one moist drop to cool earth’s parched lips;
No season's change releives th’ unvarying splendour.
Yon sun from the horizon’s desert-verge,
Keeps his red-eye, fix’d, open, ever on us,
‘I'ill thought itself shrinks at the dazzling glory.
Here’s gems and chapflets for one fresh'ning shower
Ere life itself fail ‘'neath the burning burden.
Tell me no more of our fam’d Egypt's riches,
That fatal dower—funereal heritage—
And most to queens!—boast not her monuments—
The most renown’d are—what? but tombs and ruins.
You walk upon a land of monstrous mummies—
The prey of ages—murders, and flerce remorse—
Life's toil at best but to embalm the dead.
The dust alive with death—the air with perfumes
From the rank folds that wrap the dead!—pride, pride,
Still madly struggling with eter@ity.
Vain show of vanished ages, horrible art! *
Your triumphs and the land which gave you birth
Alike are hateful ; even its beauties shock.
Mysterious river, whose far source in vain
Three thousand years of science would explore—
‘Whose bounty looks like a calamity.
‘The secret of thy strangg fertility
Not the sun’s gift, nor that of happy stars,
Lics in thy ravage—elsewhere most disastrous—

‘Wanting which, Egypt’s fame and fortunes cease.
§ Which, Lgye Act IZ., Scene II.

The next passage is a description of Cleopatra on the Cydnus,—one of
the richest gems of our Avon bard. We shall give both, and it will be
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seen that the lady has acquitted herself well, evidently borrowing the
spirit and feeling of the passage, without giving a servile transcript. We
oubt if Victor Hugo, the prince of modern dramatists, or Delavigne
himself would have handled such a passage in a more striking and effec-
tive manner. There are weak points here and there, and one or two more
serious faults, but not such as to obscure the general merit and vigorous
spirit of the drama. .
Char. Oh that delicious voyage! yon remember;
*Twas I sat at the helm, and play’d the syren.
Iras. And I a nymph to greet our sovereign lady.
That was a sight for gods! I see it yet—
The stately barge—the poop all blazing gold—
The purple sails outspread to catch the sun-beams—
Swelling to th’ amorous sighs of perfum’d gales.
Then the proud rowers, with quick flashing eye,
In cach dark hand grasping a silver oar,
The masts gay garlanded with wreaths of flowers,
And everywhere those sportive elf-forms, deck’d;
Like Cupids, with their glad eyes laughingly
Bent on their queen! oh brave!
Cleo. (smiling). It was a day.
And {le who came t* accuse—to call me rebel ?
Iras. Gods! how amazed he stood, dazzled with beauty.
Cleo. Yet when I sail’d, compelled to justify me,
I went array’d—as to a sacrifice.
He swore to punish me—I had fed the hate
Of tRat stern Brutus | all excuse were vain
The dread suspicion flash’d—'twas on my lips—
He spoke not o’ the “last Roman” all that day!
Ah ! how I love the memory of that triumph!
‘What joy of joys! as then, again he’ll see me:
Tl wear the gem-bright links that bound him there
A willing slave—the chain he wore and toy’d with—
Haste—bring it me! Act11., Scene 1.
Now for a single passage from our glorious and immortal poet, not
with any idea of cruclly annihilating a lady, but to show thg resemblances
in description—in expression there can be none—and to point out how
fairly and skilfully she has made use of so splendid a model without
trenching too closely upon dangerous and “holy ground.”
The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne,
Beam'd on the water; the poop was beaten gold;
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that
The winds were love-sick with them—the oars were silver,
‘Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke—and made
The water which they beat to follow faster,
As amorous of their strokes. For her own person,
It beggard all description—s'& did lie
In her pavilion (cldth of gold of tissue,)
O’er picturing that Venus where we see
The fancy out-work nature:—on each side her
Stood é)retty dimpled boys, i*ke smiling Cupids,
‘With diverse colour’d fans, whose wind did seem
To glow the delicate checks which they did cool,
And what they undid, did. e Antony and Cleopatra.

With both the preceding, let us just for dramatic curiosity’ sake, compare
Corneille’s young Cleopatra, arrayed in all the attractions of seventeen,
in all the charm of sensitive, bright and blooming girlhood—not yet
either the accomplished woman, or the queen.

Cleo. 'The souls of princes should be royal—clear—
Pure as their blood—born with the stamp of honour—
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Making high thoughts and acts their ruling passion.
A generous fire should kindle all to glory—

Reflect on all its splendour, where they trust

Their greatness, and prove true to their high mission.

And then of her youthful love for the great Julius, she nobly says,

I nurse my passion like the holy fire
Nomortal taint may touch—a love ever: worthy
Of Ceesar’s fame. .

Char. And you possess his heart?

Cleo. Learn that the princess who respects her fame
‘When she has said she loves, must be beloved,
And that the generous fires which kindle hearts
To honour true—dare not expose to shame
Or the least soil of man's contempt, such passion.

And once again, when charged with ambition, she exclaims,

Yes ! I'm ambitious ; I adore the sun
Of the aspiring soul-—be it vice—be it virtue;
Guard it and cherish as the one bright passion
Should fire all prinees to divinest action;
Yet ’tis true glory I would have them aim at,
A greatness without blot—and spurn a throne,
Were it to win with crime and ignominy. From Pompée, Act I1.

It wo.ld appear from all these generous and magnanimous sentiments,
as if the extremes and contradictions said to have formed the character
of Cleopatra had been severally represented, and in parts, by her drama-
tisers, rather than combined and harmonised in one and the same picture.
Shakspeare's—the closest to nature—presents ‘“the infinite varicty that
never sthles ; Corneille’s aspires to a dignity and grandeur almost ¢ above
all Greek, above'all Roman fame,” while Madame de Girardin’s is the grand
intellectual creation, the accomplished woman full of talentand genius, but
the criminal and abandoned queen. Perhaps none embrace the singularly
contradictory and indescribable features, we might almost call them trans-
formations, of her witch-like character. The gescription so wildly dashed
off by Collins in his ¢ Ode to the Passions,” would seem best to embody our
ideas of what Cleopatra was, or perhaps like her Egypt’s own sphynx—a
mystery and an enigma to all who have studied it.

In the succeeding sccnes, Mark Antony struggles manfully for his
liberty, but no ambition, no jealousy, no fears of Cesar, could parry the
resistless weapons, the arts of the Protean Queen. He steals upon her
in disguise, to surprise and convict her ;]but it is only to remain faster
enchained, and his heroic lieutenant succeeds only er the :moment in
exciting a feeling of honour and indignation, till he at last whispers in his
ear : .

Ven. Come! come! the slave is there ! what, no more jealous—
Ant. (apart.) Away ! that word rekindles all my rage.
(aloud.) Farewell, then ! in two days—
leo. And must I bear it ?

Antony then departs with Ventidius, and Cleopatra, after gazing
after them for a time, raises her head, and speaks in a low voice to Char-
mian. .

Quick! let my spies report me what they do,

‘Who wait them at the %1 They lied—they falter’d—
T'll feign the dupe, and loose their chain, the better,

To bind them fast—to sift, and to forestall them.

Go, bid Seleucus try his ntmost art

To gain the secret of their flight—nor dally.
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From the royal terrace she beholds the sails of Antony, already un-

furled to the breeze.
Cleo. "Tis he ! see, he embarks { ye gods—he dare!
Oh ! my heart’s torments, and what dread suspicion
Haunts every thought.
Iras. Fear not! they make the port !

Here the Greek slave is seen with a bow crossing the stage, in the
distance. :

Cleo. Hark ! heard you not a stealthy step ?
Iras. *Twas but
The evening zephyr playing 'mong the leaves.
Cleo. *Twas some one.
Char. No ! be calm, my royal lady.
Cleo. There, on the wall ! the shadow of a bow
Stretch’d to the arrow-head ! there, by the Sphynx.

An arrow falls at the queen’s feet.

Cleo. Girls ! said I not an arrow! now I know

Ceesar, thy infamous arts—the archer thiffe,
The aim at me.

Char. (picking up the arrow.) My queen, it is a missive.

Cleo. Laugh at my terror, girls | and yet how came it—
Deceivd my guard ?  What says the arrow? Read !

Char. “Quecn ! Antony is false—you hope in vain”—

Cleo. (seizing it, reads.) “ Unworthy slave ! he scorns thy yoke divine.
His old ambition cloys: he joins with Caesar—
He weds Octavia. Be not angry with
The legate of this dark perfidious treaty :
To Egypt's queen ’tis due to speak the truth.” .
Ah, Cmsar’s sister | now the mystery’s clear.
He shunn’d the light of a display too public,
Conceal’d he enter'd, lay concealed within
My palace walls—to ransom his caged spirit,
And wage a last war with the tyrant—Love,
Perfldious conquest o’er a passion chill'd—
True to his nature—dupe—and doubly cheated—
Humble and lofty—player, hero, and buffoon—
Bewailing Cesar—flattering his murderers—
I know him! the same man who robb’d the house
Of the great Pompey at Rome—slew Cicero
Most vilely—mean and dastard in resentment !
Death for a speech, that tongue of glorious truth
Cut to the gorge ; shame, shame! and yet I lov'd him.
‘Who shall dare say it—lov’d as I lov’d Caesar?
Never! I heed him not—ah! wretch, what sayst thou?
‘When c’en the thought is death ! to fly, to love
Another! is't true? the mad and insolent!
Quit me—prefer the Roman matron—proud,
Silent, and sad—who is she—~who dare contest

In power with Cleopatra ?
Act 11., Scene 1.

She summons her secretary, Diomed ; questions him about Octavia,
whom he had seen at Rome, and commands Iras to accompany her.
She will that night set out in the disguise of a Greek slave for Tarentum,
and the next scene opens in its villa-gardens, Ventidius is exhorting
Antony to remain firm, and act the hero.

Ver. *Tis thou alone can breast our fortune’s currents—

. Direct Rome’s struggles—rampart afresh our rights—
Save from the rocks on which thy rival drives us.
‘What is our ancient valour--freedom—rvirtue ?

A shadow~—Rome's last hope her rival tyrants.
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Leave us at least the dream of what once wag—
Respect its vestiges ! league not with Camsar,

Or Rome and Romans perish your pride’s victims.
That my experience tells me.

In vain he seeks'to inspire Antony with magnanimous ideas; he is
eager only to patch up a peace with Octavius, become the emperor of the
East, and the paramour of Cleopatra.

Ant. You'd have me strike at the boy-power of Cesar?
Then let’s away ! for here I am a slave ;
’Tis Cleopatra arms me for the battle.
Egypt’s my country; there I reign imperial,
There boast my love, my court ! live as it lists'me—
Where none dare lecture, and I'm thought a god.
But in this forum a dark spectre haunts me,
And makes me rage and fear. Stern Tully eyes me ;
I hear his voice; I feel his thunders strike me
Silent, tran#fix’d. Rome holds but him—even now
I sce him; its very echoes vaunt his accents.
Aect 111., Scene 1.

This harrowing feeling of the guilty mind produces a powerful im-
pression,gafter Cleopatra’s passionate denunciations in the preceding
scene. A short, cold scene between Antony and Octavius is followed
by the appearance of Cleopatra, disguised as a Greck slave. While con-
ccaled behind a colonnade, Octavius and his sister enter. She beholds
her hated Roman rival ; she hears her intercede for Mark Antony with
all the magnanimity of a heroine ; and is excited to the highest pitch of
jealousy and despair. Oectavius grants her request, and then withdraws.
It is then Clcopatra bursts from her concealment, and exclaims :—

Cleo. This torture is too great.

Iras, (in sudden terror.) Ye gods! ah save us!

Octavia advances towards them; she inquires what has happened.

Iras. ’l'is a young slave—a Greek—just rcach’d Tarentum.
Oct.  She is pale—she suffers—speak, what is your name?
Iras. She does not know your language—is from Atbens,

Torn from her family.

Oct, She interests me strangely.
I would enfranchise her-—give liberty—
Peace—

Tras. What joy!

Oct. Philotas must attend her,

He is skill’d in his own art—he saved my children,
(to Iras.) Let him be call'd—and take all care of ber. Act I111., Scene V.

The writer has acted {udiciously in leaving much to be imagined by the
audience ; she gives only the impression of such a scene on Cleopatra.
Deeply humiliated, she exclaims with the concentrated energy of grief, —

Cleo. Iras! ’tis time we were gone—Antony’s faithless.
Ile loves, he is bound to love.
Las. But what said Cesar?
That he ador'd you. .
Cleo. She defended him.
Iras. The senate'’s rebel ! such he's pronounced.
Cleo. And then how lovely !
Iras. Fair! but no beauty without art can please him,
Cleo. Antony hates Ciesar, but respects his sister.
Yes! thy weak pity balms my wounds in vain.
T’ve seen Octavia, and I know my fax;e,
Seck Diomed, bid him prepare all sail,
*Tis in his skill our lives, our all-—
Jan.—voL. LXXXII. NO, CCCXXV, I
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Iras. I haste.

Cleopatra now indulges in a soliloquy too long for any audience, except
a French one. It is relieved by the spirited scene which follows. The
Greek slave, whom she believes dead, like her bad angel, still hovers
round her, and at length confronts her, as she thus darkly alludes to
him:— .

Cleo. True, Ilov’d Casar! *twashis wish to espouse me,
And of what other love lives man to accuse me ?
The past? my priests shall answer, “she is spotless,”
Then who shall say aught or of erime or shame ?

(She perceives him.) Thou, thou! art come, dread shade, to warn me whence ?
¥rom shadowy worlds, funercal gloom? who op’d thee
Those doors of death, clos’d on my silent victims,
To visit me ? I who pronounc’d myself
‘Without shame or remorse.

Slave. Hear me, oh queen.

Cleo. He knows me: lies cannot deceive the dead.
Art come for vengeance? .

Slave. I, who love thee, vengeance ?
Cleo. To insult, to crush me? by proclaiming—
Slave. ‘What?

Insult a queen to whom we kneeling speak?
I am here to save you! fly, you are deceiv'd,
And grieve not, royal lady, that death’s prey
Was snatch’d from him—ner think I glory in it.
Cleo. 'What when I'd murder thee? wouldst love, wouldst save me?
Slave. Ay! laugh at death, what is’t for love like thine!
Oh qucen!
Cleo. But such a death!
Slave. I quaff ’d it joyously,
It was for thee, and if I liv’d ’twas only +
I'o hate thy foes—reveal their treachery—
*T'was I who sent the arrow.
Cleo. Ah! foul plot
That gave him to another’s arms! he scorns me.
Slave. Never! who once has seen must wish thee ever,
‘Who once blest with thy love, love thee, thee only.
No beauty more can render him unfaithful.
Cleo. (in a triumphant tone.) He will return
Sluve. Trembling to seek thy chains.
He loves thee still ! I feel it by my hate.
Cleo. 1le comes! it is his voice, I ought to know it!
Slave. Then to thy covert, slave! for lo! thy master ! [Exit.
Act I, Scene VII.

.

In this, and similar scenes, Mademoiselle Rachel must have taxed her
powers to give dignity to a source of interest so dubious; and there is one
which, had 1t been previously submitied to her acknowledged tact and judg-
ment, would have been considerably modified, if not suppressed. It is that
between Cleopatra and Octavia, in which very personaf and lively epithets
are exchanged—rather a petty conflict of two rival scolds than queenly
aspirers to the heart of Antony. Had the writer always observed the rules
laid down by Aristotle, and recommended b{vﬂorace and Boileau, to pre-
serve the dignity of tragedy; had she reads William Schlegel as much as
William Shakspeare, or Corneille, she would have avoided some errors in
taste and judgment—those “cineres dolosos,” so difficult even for the
best actors to pass over without burning their toes, incurring the venge-
anceof * the gods,” and risking the failure of the piece. If surmounted, they
must add another leaf to Mademoiselle Rachel's well-earned laurels; and
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thunders of applawse ropay her Yor the effort, in the more brilliant and
tive scenes Anto;ﬁ:erecognition of C at Tarentum is one
of these, ff.roac from th:.;x taste tl:and that stmimng for effect which show
a want of power in the artist, the profuse use of colours to supply the
place of a few bold, decided strokes. . PRl
Ant. Thou here! ’mid foes—faithless as—
Cleo. Antony! .
Ye gods! ’tis he!
Ant. Alone! is’t real? Eros, is this she?
My queen—my ador'd—yet ah how pale and sad !
Cleo. Abscnce and suffering ! yes! my courage fail'd me.

Let us not part again.
Ant. Go thou—I follow,
Cleo.  You are no longer free.
Ant. Your love unbinds me.

Cleo. You see it now ! life is not life without you.
Ant. 1 had already snapp’d the bonds that bound me.
I hasten'd to thee.
Cleo. And I came to seek you.
Ant.  Ah! at what risks—what courage.
Cleo. Iere comes Iras!
‘What tidings?
Ant. Queen—the vessel waits for ns.
Cleo. (to Iras.) 'Tis Antony.
Iras. Cleopatra then is happy.
Cleo. Specd! let us fly | my flecet at Actium
Commands the scas—there will we battle Cesar!
There shall he render count for all his insults,
Ant.  1am thine, my love! now and for ever thine.
Cleo.  TFool that I was! to fear, envy Octavia. [Exeunt all.
0 Act IIL, Scene vi1t1.

Here Octavia, attended by Ventidius, comes to seek Antony.

yen. Unworthy as he is! we are too late;
He is fled, but let us haste—
Oct. No, it is over!
Yor Cesar’s sister ne’er will deign to mar
Joys that insult her. My brother’s but too ready—
All is preparcd—the sentence is gone forth,
The gods have will'd it. Lct us seek his children,
And so conceal my woe—their father’s infamy.
Ven. Nay, 1 will follow them!
Oct. No! I conjure you.
Cherish his children’s love for him, "tis
‘Wenow can do.  Antony’s is a name
To live through time—to fill men’s tongues and story;
Nor should his sons hear aught but of his glory.
yen. Oh Antony! and counldst thou ﬁom such virtues ?
Oct. No! ’tis too much, in vain I would be patient !
Rank, fortune, fame, all, all I would renounce
To save him—be the lov’d, ador’d, fond mistress.
Act 111, Scene IX.

The fortune of Antony is decided, and the Greek, that active and adven-
turous agent becomes busiest towards the mournful close. In an interview
between this ¢ illustrious obsoure” and Ventidius, he treats the latter with
an hauteur and nonchalance rather mortifying, after saving & man’s life,
reading him & severe lecture ugon the duty of obeying a royal mistress
under all circumstances; though she ask you to take a cup of poison, A
visit to the quiet, classical shn.fes was nothing compared to beholding the
favoured Antony, the despair and deatg of the bright gem of Egypt's

' ¥
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beauties. He is, in short, one of the most disinterested lovers upon
record, for he aids Antony, while he enjoys his rage and confusion at Cleo-
patra’s flight. To mitigate his wrath, Cleopatra, true to her fatal mission,
gives out a false report of ber own death, and Antony falls on his own

sword.

The scene after the battle is well told.

Cleo. Pardon, my best beloved,—my glorious—victim.
Ant. No, I would hate to expiate my crime.
Cleo. T am guilty, true ; be just, curse me and kill—

Ant.

Cleo.
Ant.

Or let me weep with you.
‘Whom you dishonour’d.
I was recnown’d; you have made me infamous—
Sold me to Ceesar—my most hated rival.
(weeping.) Should I be here then?
Let thy dastard fleet

Desert us e’en as victory shone on us.

Cleo. What should I say? You would not listen to me.
Ant, And I, t' abandon my old soldiers,

Battling unto the death ! By all the gods,
I am sham’d to speak it *fore thee; but be speedy.

To whom wouldst sell me, is it to young Ciesar?
Act 1V, Scene V.

But she soon succeeds in pacifying him, and he summons his old spirit,
and resolves to battle it to the last.
Ant. Didst see me fight?

Cleo.

I saw thy noble rage;
It made me proud to witness! I, all courage,
As I were steel, my soul like molten flame,
And war itself seem’d but a glorious game.
I tremble? never! to the winds I gave
My swelling sails. I stood upon the prow,
My tresses floating like an angry spirit,
Mingling fierce vengeance with your warriors’ cries.
Rejoicing in that human storm of passions
That outblew the occan’s breath. We drank to Neptune—
To Jove, the mighty stator; and to Mars
Threw goldon cups—our tributes to the waves.
Maddening we ran from poop to poop, imploring
With earthly bribes the help of gods and seas.

Ant. So brave! admir'd me, too. Then wherefore fled—

Cleo.

»

‘What demon spirited you?

Fatality!
List to me—when the carnage spread about us,
And flashing brands like fiery monsters rode
Above the deep—and ’neath the waters, too—
An unseen hand hurl’d them on board our war-ships,
Till all the occan seem’d one mass of flame.
At the dread sight of such confusion—horror—
‘Whole squadrons struggling like the sea’s own tempests,
And on the shore that mute and moveless camp—
The cries, the whistling of the darts and jav'lins,
And the blue waves all purple with the gore.
Oh, ’twas too much! for then I could not see you—
Methought you slain ; and ah! I saw a soldier
So like you, fall. Why should you die for Czsar?
Glory? a shadow—live rfo more for love.

No, no! fate spoke the word! I turn’d and fled.
Act 1v. Scene 1.

Such is a fair sample of the merits of the new ¢ Cleopatra.” If far
from all we could wish, it is decidedly superior to the *Judith,” and
other efforts of the same spirited and pleasing writer-
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PAQUERETTE: THE STAR OF A NIGHT.
‘A STORY OF PARIS LIFE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF

“ THE KING OF PRUSSIA’S NEW YEAR'S GIFT,” % CHANTILLY,” &ec.

Crarter 1.

THE WREATII OF DAISIES.

I HAD been for some time in Paris alone, and as must for ever be the
case when living apart from all ties of friendship and affection, was be-
ginning to feel lonely even amid the noise and dissipation of this first
capital of the world. 1 had grown weary, and sated even to disgust,
of the very elegance and 'refinement, and was beginning once more
to sigh for my old wandering life, and my old hardships and priva-
tions. I had just arrived at that pitch of satiety at which the very
mind becomes jaundiced, ;and every object is seen, as it were, through a
green and yellow atmosphere. Things which had upon first inspection
excited admiration, nay, sometimes enthusiasm, now created a nausea
difficult to describe. What had appeared magnificence and grandeur in
the public buildings, now appeared nought but overgrown wearisome size ;
what had seemed ingenuity in their inventions and manufactures now
dwindled into the most puerile frivolity. I had begun almost to fancy
myself growing childish by residing with such a people. 8o, having
made up my trunks at the hotel, I strolled forth to take my last
d}ilm;cr at the Palais Royal, and went on my way rejoicing that it was
the last.

I was first turning into the garden when I was accosted by my old
friend R——, whom I had not seen for many years. was delighted with
the rencontre, and after many a cordial greeting gn both sides, we agreed
to turn in together to Véfour's, and take our dinnerin company. Hewas
a great philosopher, my friend R——. Nature had done her best to make
him so, and the world’s experience had increased this natural stoicism
without souring his temper, save now and then, when memory of the past
would rise like a ghostly warning to bid him place no faith in the world’s
friendships and the world's affections. He had reason to place a high
value on his knowledge of ,mankind, for it had been bought with many a
bitter pang, and many a wringing of the heart. A faithless love, a
treacherous friend assailing him on his very outset into life, had crushed
his young feelings into bitterness, and made him exclaim in his despair,
that *all men are liars ;” but now that the first sharp edge of his wrath
had grown more blunted, there remained with him that sort of calm and
cold philosophy, a mingling together of pity and of scorn for the weak-
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nesses and errors of his fellow men, and yet withal such generous sym-
pathy for their woes, that his mind was in a perpetual struggle between the

romptings of his own noble generous nature, and the false and selfish
soctri.nes inculcated by the base ingratitude of the world. When we had
dined, he proposed a stroll into the garden, to which I gladly assented, and
taking a chair opposite the fountain, we passed a delicious hour in friendly
converse of old scenes and youthful reminiscences, until we were reminded
by the chill damp of night that it was time to seek other quarters more
congenial to my friend’s weak state of health, and my own intention of
setting forth betimes on the morrow.

Such was the charm of R ——’s spirit and conversation, that I found it
hard to part with him, and would gladly have enjoyed his society a few
hours longer, but to all my propositions for spending the remainder of the
evening at some public place of amusement, he returned a decided nega-
tive. Musard was tiresome—the theatre a bore—the upera assonnant
f—allltll, at length, in answer to my pressing ecntreaties, he returned
rankly :

“ I):.vill own, dear friend, without disguise, that I have grown some-
what Parisian, and like my worthy models, the elderly gentlemen of this
good city, I have mes habitudes.”

¢ Oh, in that case—" replied I, stopping short, and holding out my hand
to bid him farewell. ;

¢ Nay, ’tis not as you think,” said he, with gentleness, as he looked in
my face, and beheld the peculiar smile which had gathered there ; «you,
who know so well the history of my life, should not have suspected that
I would launch again on that sea of troubles.”,

“ But in Paris a man may be forgiven, if he should forget the anguish
of the past and the wise resolutions for the future, among the allurements
and seductions which beset him on all sides.”

 Nay, more,” returned he, mournfully, ¢ he should be envied for the
very faculty of forgetfulness. ’Tisa rare gift, and those who possess it
should be thankful. But—a truce to grave reflections—come with
me, and let me show you one whose philosophy, like my own, hath stood
the test of many a bitter trial. You will smile to find where my homage
has been daily paid for well nigh fifteen years—where my admiration has
all been spent. It has been laid at the feet of one who, no longer in pos-
session of youth and beauty, is yet to me the most interesting of her sex.
She has taught me how to live, by teaching me, by her experience, all
that life is worth, and to, her narrations alone, for she abstains from coun-
selling, do I owe much of that resignetion which, at first, I feared would
be unattainable. But come, you who are for ever seeking new pages in
the book of human life, may {mve some interest in the perusal of this,
and I shall be greatly disappointed in my own judgment, if you do
not find a charm beyond that of noveity in her acquaintance.”

Of course, to such a proposition I was but too happy to accede, and,
crossing the garden, he led me to the side of, the square opening on the
Place des Victoires. Here, stopping in what seemed to me one of the
moét unfrequented corners, he entered a little glass case, for it would
require a.stretch of the imagination to dignify it with the name of shop,
wherein the piles of fresh nosegays, the scattered leaves, the wreaths and
hearts, and quaint devices of tmmortelles, proclaimed the temple of one
of those priestesses of Flora, whose very existence is pecaliar to the city



Pagquerette: the Star of a Night. 117

of Paris,—a bouquetiére. Ihad at first expected to behold, seated within
this fairy shrine, a young and elegant female, such as I had been accus-
tome‘d to see occupy;ing the counters of the magasins which encircle the
Palais Royal,-—n bem;» all smiles, and pink muslin, with satin apron®nd
plaited frill, with hair so black and shining that it might taken
for o satin skull cap, with large gilt brooch and mock gpld waist buckle ;
in short, one of those delicious, beaming, toiling, light-hearted creatures,
poor as nuns, yet elegant and poetical as houris—a grisette of Paris.
I was mistaken. The only occupant of the little shop was & lady
somewhat past the prime of life, rather on its decline, of & mild and
benign exglmssion of countenance, whose coal black eyes, still possessing
much of the vigour and fire of youth, seemed to borrow additional lustre
from the soft pallor of her features. She was attired in a close-fitting
dress of rich black silk. A snowy ficku of plaited muslin was crossed in
tight folds over her bosom, sufficiently open at the throat to disclose the
massive gold heart and. cross, still worn by those females of her callin
who follow the old régime. Her head-dress consisted of the hi
and picturesque cap, generally worn by females of all classes before
the time of the Revolution, and now but seldom seen.. It was com-
posed of the richest Mechlin, which, descending in a cloud on each
side of her face, lent it even a greater paleness, by casting over her cheek
and brow that peculiarly soft'shade, so loved by painters, and which they
prize so highly, as giving an indescribable intercst even to the tamest
portrait. ’

She was busily engaged, when we entered, sorting the buds and leaves
of a large bunch of orange blossoms. A beautiful bouquet of the delicious
plant lay on the marble slab beside her, and her fingers were weaving,
with a skill and nicety unknown but to those of her profession in Paris,
a chaplet of the same, drawing through each starry blossom an elastic
silver-wisl yet leaving it as fresh as when gathered from the tree.

She smiled as my friend entered the shop, and extended her hand
across the little counter towards him ; and with that bland, old-fashioned
politeness, which in former days knew no distinction of station as regards
the softer sex, he bent forwani and carried it to his lips.

I remarked, by the way, that the hand was fair and dimpled as that of
the most luxurious sultana, and must, moreover, at that moment, have
been redolent of the fragrant orange-blossoms, therefore felt no astonish-
meunt at my friend’s courtesy. I must confess, however, that I was
somewhat put out of countenance by the ceremonious manner in which I
was introduced to this bouqueti¢re by R——, who seemed to use as much
ceremony and etiquette, as though he had been commissioned to present
me at court.

The object of all this homage raised her eyes towards me with a soft,
sleepy look, but I could observe a sly, quiet smile play about the corners
of her mouth, as her glance fell upon & full-blown, damask rose, which I
had purchased as I came aleng, and which but a moment before I had
imagined to be beautiful. -I had fortunatbly presence of mind enough to
feel the mute criticism, and instantly dislodged it, with a request, that
she would replace it with one of her own compositions, as she was wont
to call those bouquets upon which she had bestowed peculiar care. She
instantly complied, evidently pleased with this mark of attention, and in
a few moments presented me with a bowguet des bois, at the same time
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telling me that it was the one most in vogue for the promenade in the
Bois de Boulogne. It was composed of a few purple violets, a sprig of
valerian, a lily of the valley, and a blossom of the wood-strawberry, with
one single specimen of its beautiful scarlet fruit. It was a chef-d'euvre
in its exquisite simplicity, and I felt proud of the very complacency with
which she herself surveyed it, placing it in the most advantageous posi-
tion, and then stepping back to view the general effect. R told me,
with a jealous sneer, that I looked murderous; and this observation, of
course, completely consoled me for the departure of the five-franc piece
from my own pocket to that in the apron o? the bouquetiére, in exchange
for an article of which even the nominal value could have been scarcely a
single sou.

¢ Always pleasantly engaged, Madame Robert,” said my friend to the
bouquetiére, as she laid down, upon the cool marble counter, the finished
chaplet which she had been braiding ; ¢ why, your life must pass away
amid dreams of love and beauty, in wafting blessings with the blossoms
that are twined around the brow of each youthful bride, and in vows for
the happiness of those who receive with more gladness these offerings of
friendsglip when twined by you.”

She laughed outright at my friend’s attempt at poetical inspiration,
but, suddenly checking herself, she said, mournfully,

¢ You forget that we must, at times, have other thoughts than those of love,
and mirth, and marriage,” and she touched a wreath of amaranth, which
hung against the wall ; “even amid my work, I sometimes sigh to think
that it will be worn rather with tears than smiles. Look at yonder
snow-white wreath: ’tis for the lame and patient daughter of one of our
oldest peers. She will be united to-morrow to a heartless spendthrift,
who, broken in health and fortune, with no one single quality to justify
the high name he bears, yet comes, an unwilling, nay, a sneering bride-
groom to the altar, deeming himself a sacrifice in being unitedpto one all
gentleness and guileless purity ; while she, on her part, would gladly
resign all hopes of grandeur, to pass away her days amid the calm and
quiet of the old convent from which she 13 to be torn for to-morrow’s
ceremony. Here is a bouquet, to be worn by a buxom widow, who
adorns herself, for the third time, with the nuptial blossoms. As she is
forbidden by custom to wear the orange flower, which can be assumed
but once, she has ordered jessamine. I work without spirit, for I almost
feel as if I were an accomplice in this arrogant pretension to youth and
innocence.”

She pointed to the bunch of delicate flowers which lay before her, and
T took it up to breathe its exquisite fragrance. As I did so, I could not
forbear a smile. I perceived that the sly, satirical philosopher, had in-
troduced here and there a few Michaelmas daisies, and her glowing
black eyes twinkled with fun and ruischief, as they met my glance.

She, however, continued her occupations with as much unconcern as
if we had been a hundred leagues distant, apd thus, in the midst of much
quiet pleasantry, sometimes scasoned by a reflection full of melancholy,
or an aphorism worthy of a professed philosoiher, did she invent and
execute the most beautiful productions, worthy to adorn the artist's
study, to be gazed upon as models when a Madonna was to be crowned
with flowers, or a sleeping Jesus to be strewn with blossoms by the
hauds of ministering angels, telling us, at the same time, the individual
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destination of each one, with such infinite grace and humour, that I no
longer wondered at the fascination which had so often held R—— spell-
bound for hours at her side.

“This pale camelia, with its shining leaves turned all downwards to
the stem, is for an actress of one of the minor theatres, from a stripling
heir, who is beginning to despair, because the object of his flame has
never worn the bunch of carnations he sefit her a day or two ago. Rely
upon it she will grow frightened at the message, and will wear in her
hair to-night a wreath of damask-roses, even though she should be called
upon to act the part of nun or vestal. Here is a bunch of marigolds
from the young moustached Duc de D to the Countess S——.
He is evidently bent on a journey ; look at the sprig of purple heath;
’tis to some mountains—no doubt the Pyrenees. I warrant me I shall
have an order, before the day is out, for the same ugly mixture, with the
addition of a blue corn-flower, a sprig of jasmine, and a half-blown
rose, signifying confidence, and truth, and hope ; and then madame will
fall sick in time to avoid suspicion, and be ordered to the eauw, whither
her trusting husband will of course hasten to convey her. Yonder wreath,
made from the pith of the bull-rush, is for the IToly Virgin, in one of the
side chapels of St. Roch. It is the offering of a poor little damsel, whose
lover has just recovered from a fit of illness, which the maiden deems
owing to her prayers. Now, I worked at this with right good will—nay,
do not sneer, it is a first, fresh, early love; they are both scarce sixteen.
Here are bouquets for the young Marquise d’A. She will, perhaps,
shut herself in her boudoir alone for hours, to inhale their sweets at leisure.
In the course of my long «areer, she is but the second I have met
with who carried this nervous susceptibility to so great a pitch. Itis
her life, and she could no more live without flowers, than she could
breathe without air, or see without the light of heaven.”

While she had been speaking, she had filled the large basket which
Babet, the peasant girl, her aid and messenger, held upon her arm, and
the latter soon after took her departure, to convey the various orders to
their respective destinations.

But one single object remained upon the marble slab. It was a
wreath of the common white daisy, so lightly and elegantly wrought,
that it might have been a meet ornament for the tresses of the proudest
beauty of the land. I thought she had forgotten to place it in the
basket with the rest, and, catching some of my friend R—"s com-
placency, I stepped after Babet to call her back, but the bouquetitre
detained me, while a dark shadow pas¥ed across her calm open brow, as
she said,

¢ Nay, nay, you are too good : 'tis not for profit that I wove that
garland, it was for my own pleasure, and, although it be but a n?elan-
choly one, yet, after al}l', it is some little relief to turn from ministering to
the idle passions and miserable vanitios of others, to satisfy the purest of
our soul’s affections.” : .

A tear glistened in her eye, as she took the wreath and gazed upon it
mournfully ; but, presently vallying, she added, with her own meaning
smile,
¢ You, who are young, would scarcely credit the number of these
garlands I have already woven. Could I now see them displayed before me,
they would form a most goodly monument to the memory of departed
years, and might serve to teach the young, the beautiful, and the gifted,
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that there may be some who, being none of these, may Jet live to deck
their graves, and whose humble love may end in being all that is left to
stand between them and oblivion.”

Both R—— and myself naturally felt our curiosity excited to know
the history of her for whose tomb she had been at pains to weave that
delicate garland, and we both uttered a pressing request that the
bouquetiere would relate to s a history which had power to call up
such mournful recollections in her mind.

«1 ought, perhaps, to hesitate to tell it you,” said she, sorrowfully;
“for I can scarcely deem it just thus to lay open the woes of one who
in life, would have shrunk from owning them, even to herself. It is but
a melancholy tale, and, were I a man, I should feel some little shame in
hearing it; and if Inow consent to tell it you, ’tis only with a hope that

e memory of what I am about to recount may serve as a warning.”

The hour for the opera was passed, there could be no further chance of
catching the longing envious eye of any fair dame hurrying to the ball
or the theatre, no hope of seducing the five franc piece from the pocket of
the indulgent husband or doting lover. Babet was gone for the night,
s0 the bouquetiére closed the shutters, and drawing the high stool upon
which she was seated nearer to us, while she still held that pale dim gar-
land in her hand, she told us the following story, in whici I have en-
deavoured as much as possible to follow the style of the narrator.

Cuarter II.
GEORGETTE COMMENCES’ HER TALE.

It is now, alas ! many, many years since I first came to Paris, all alone,
one fine summer's morning, with no other baggage than a basket made of
fresh peeled osiers, hanging on one arm, and a blue cotton handkerchief
suspended from the other. The basket was well stored with the sweetest
roses, packed in fresh cool moss, my whole stock in trade, and the kerchief
contained a brown and wholesome home-made loaf of my mother’s own
baking, which was to enable me to wait without fear the appearance of
my first customer.

“The old cocke rumbled none the heavier for bearing me among its
passengers, for my baggage consisted of nought but flowers, while my
soul was full of hope, and my heart so light and so o’erflowing with love
towards the whole creation, that it felt asif verily borne on wings of grati-
tude to Heaven. Ah, well-a-day!*I often ask myself can it indeed be me ?
Am [ indeed that same Georgette I sometimes see through the dim veil
of memory and time, as I then made my first entry into this great metro-
polis on that bright and sunny morning? Mon Dieu! I thought that
all men were noble and just, and all women gentle and true, and believed
from my soul that Jean Baille, the faithless shepherd, who had robbed
my poor mother and beggared her children, was the only rogue to be
met with in the whole universe. Alas! the memory of such fond credulity
alone would suffice to prove how long, how very long, it is since then !

“ I wore at that time the high Champenois cap, and the short full petti-
coat of the girls of my province. The little scarlet boddice I well re-
member was a chef-d’euvre. It had taken my good aunt, Scolastique,
twelve months in embroidering. I was then as smart a little figure as
might be seen from one end of France to the other, with small waist and de-
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Licateancles, and pert, inquisitive, jet blackeyes, which the youn tlemen
used to say, seemed to bid defiance as they{mssed. To szy tniig:li was o
saucy jade, and shrank not from measuring speech with the smartest and
most smooth-tongued among them all.

“It was my good old grandmother who took charge of me on my arrival,
and well do I remember how I used to be diverted by her anxiety con-
cerning me, and how she would lean upon htr stick to gage from the little
lucarne of our attic, until I was lost to sight, and then, when she could
see me no longer, she would sit herself down and weep to think that her
age and infirmities should prevent her from accompanying me to guard
me against evil, and above all to warn me against the honeyed words of the

oung gentlemen, who would sometimes gather round my basket, like
es hovering about a tulip-bed, and who loved greatly to measure with
me in the merry war of wit and sarcasm. But the good old soul
had no cause for fear. I needed no other protection than my own honest
heart, and the memory of my dear mother’s lessons, and these availed me
s0 well that the young cavaliers would tell my companions that ¢ Geor-
gette was like a branch of her own wild eglantine, worthless when viewed
from a distance, and when approached without precaution, found to be full
of rough thorns and prickles,’

T used to walk in the morning down the Boulevards, and sometimes
also through some of the more frequented streets in their vicinity, for I
was at that time but & young beginner, and forced to go myself in quest
of customers.

“T would frequently stand at the corner of the Rue Poissoniére, for 1
had been told that the station was a good one, owing to the quils of the
Conservatoire, a giddy, thoughtless race, who, never capable of resisting
temptation, would spend upon a smart bouquet, or bunch of violets, what
had been set aside to lengthen the frugal breakfast. From habit, I soon
grew familiar with their appearance, and could tell any one of the tribe at
a glance. There was no mistaking the jaunty gait, and slovenly attire.
Some betrayed themselves by the thick rolls of music they carried in their
hands, some by the manner in which they tripped along, humming the
airs from some popular opera, but most of all did they make themselves
known by the stray curl-papers which would peeﬁ from among the artificial
buds and blossoms bedecking the inside of the showy bonnet.

« had observed but one of the whole troop whose appearance differed
from this description. She was a pale, melancholy-looking girl, whose
large dark eyes, full of a restless, unquiet expression, were shaded by lashes
dark, too, as the raven's wing, with conl black hair, rested in smooth
shining bands upon a forehead, whose snowy whiteness was traversed by
many a blue vein, indicative of languor and 1l health.

“Many a time had I observed her stop as she passed me on her way to
the school to contemplate the contents of my basket. She would some-
times hang over the flowers for a few moments, as though she had in-
tended to make a purchase, and then suddenly tearing herself away
with a sigh, retake the arm of her companion and hurry down the street
with a quicker pace than before. L

“ W%at first attracted my attention to the poor child, was the evident
admiration, it might almost be called passion, with which she would stop
to gaze on the flowers which I held for sale, seeming to inhale their fra-
grance with rapture. At first I used to accost her with a request to pur-
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chase, but when I found that this only drew a deep blush to her cheek, and
a foew muttered words of excuse from Eer lips, I desisted. To own the truth,
I was pleased and flattered at the undisguised admiration she would ex-
press at the arrangement and selection of my bouquets, and by degrees I
grew to watch for her coming with a kind of pleasure, and to grieve when
the best of my flowers had been carried off bet‘:)re she had seen them. She
was the only being who sympathised with me in such ardent admiration of
these gems of the creation, and I have often felt more delight at one soft
breathed exclamation of rapture which fell from her pale thin lips on be-
holding any peculiar beauty in my newly-gathered posies, than in the
jingling sound of the silver coin thrown by the young gallant into the
ocket of my apron, as the price of the very same flowers,

“The whole appearance of the little maiden, so gentle and so modest,

formed a striking contrast with that of her companions. The very éléve
by whom she was always accompanied, partook of &l! the characteristics
of her flaunting and thoughtless sisterhood. She was a tall, showy girl,
with a very handsome, good-humoured countenance, always attired in
some dazzling large patterned cotton print, the flaring colours of which
would cause me to tingle even to my very fingers’ ends. In fact, her
gown always produced upon my nerves the same effect as the creaking of
& door, or a false note upon the ear of a musician. It set my teeth on
edge.
% Notwithstanding this, however, the girl seemed a good-natured soul,
and T must say that I never saw her behave in any way roughly towards
her beautiful and melancholy companion. I observed, indeed, that she
always spoke with a studied gentleness to her, as she would have done to
soothe a tender infant, and when the little maid would linger over long
before my basket, she would merely content herself, when the hour was
late, by pulling her along good-naturedly, and exclaiming,

¢ ¢ Mon Dieu! Paquerette,’* (how I loved the name!) ¢ what can there
be so curious to behold in a few gathered roses ?’

“ One fine summer’s morning I repaired to my station earlier than
usual, for there was great bustle and hurrying to and fro in the Rue Pois-
soniére. The annual concours was to take place on that day, and soon
the street was crowded with troops of joyous youths and anxious maidens,
whose beating hearts and flushed countenances plainly bespoke the hope
which each felt to be distinguished on that day. My I)l'eart was with poor
Paquerette, and of all that joyous crew, she was the only one for whom
my prayers ascended. I waited all day upon that station, and remained
to a wuch later hour than usual; impelled by a feeling of interest which
I had never felt before upon any similar oceasion. I had endeavoured to
divert my ennui by weaving a little garland of my unsold violets, as a trial
of skill.  How beautiful it was! white and blue, with the dark green dewy
leaves encircling each bunch, 11t to adorn the brows of a youthful poetess,
or, the idea has struck me since, to throw upon the cold, damp, bosom of
& corpse. ' '

¢« It was late when the ‘séance broke up, and soon, to the rattling of
departing carriages, succeeded the outpouring of the pupils. Some evi-
dently more pert and self-sufficient than when they repaired thither in the
morning, others, alas | with countenances which betrayed the impress of

* Mountain, or fleld daisy.
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ax.x%ulsh and disappointment; while there were some fair faces among the
girls, ay, and if I remember rightly, among the lads too, which bore the
marks of recent tears.

“ I watched with beating heart the comiug of Paquerette. I saw at
once how it had fared with her. There was scorn in the cualing lip, and
indignation in the flashing of her eye, which told me her tale as plainly
as though I had seen it written in graven characters before me. 1 could
read the history of efforts despised and disregarded, of genius neglected
and misunderstood, and of self-love stung and humbled to the very quick,
that my heart bled for her. She raised her dark eyes to my face as she
Eassed. She felt that I understood what was passing in her mind, for she

lushed like scarlet ; and when, by an almost involuntary movement, I
E]aced the dark wreath I had been weaving upon the polished tresses of

er raven hair, she looked at me for an instant silent and motionless, and
then taking my hand, she pressed it to her lips and bathed it with her
tears.

“ From that very moment was dated my intimacy with Paquerette,
bound closer day by day by admiration on my part and gratitude on hers,
We grew to be inseparable. Tt was my first attachment—it lasted true
a.nl(]l faithful to the end, and, during my long career, I have formed no
other,

¢ She would rise with the dawn, and, pale and sickly as she was, would
think it no hardship to accompany me to the market, and assist in fur-
nishing my basket for the day, deeming herself sufficiently repaid by the
sight of the delicious produce of garden and green-house, of which she
could thud enjoy the view withput being compelled to purchase.

Tt was the good woman with whom she lived, the mother of the tall
Melanie, the girl who accompayied her to the Conservatoire, who told me.
the history of the maiden, and a dark and melancholy history it was.

“ Paquerette was the daughter, so she told me, of one of the noblest
houses of La Vendée. She had herself, when young, lived in the family,
but having since that time left her province for Paris, and been married
to a stern republican, she had for some time lost sight of them. But with
that faithful attachment, the peculiar attribute of the natives of her pays,
she never forgot those beneath the protecting wing of whose ancestors
whole generations of her own forefathers had lived and died.

“I ought, rightly, to tell you this story in the same language in which it
was told to me, in order to convey to you an adequate idea of the im-
pression it produced upon me. N

“ It was one cool summer’s evening, and we were sitting endeavourinE
to breathe the air on the bench before the gate of the mansion of whie
Madame Michelle was portress, for like many others in those troublous
times, she, too, had seen changes, and from having been the wife of a
respectable shopkeeper, had been glad to accept this humble situation in
her old age, and to assure the protection of the family for her daughter.

“Paquerette was standing on the evening I mention at a short distange
from us, leaning against the wall, with her 4rm thrown lovingly around
the stem of a wide-spreading geranium. I remember the plant well, it
had been a sickly cutting, which bad been thrown away as worthless, but
which by care and skilful management she had rendered the marvel of
the whole quartier. Her head was leaning fondly towards it, and her
face was almost buried among its scarlet blossoms, while they, as if in
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gratitude, endeavoured to shed a glow over her pallid face, making her
appear, as I remember we both said at the time, like the statue on the
marble tomb in St. Gervais when the setting sun shines through the great
painted window and for a while cheats the beholder into a belief that it
1s about to gtart into life, and to descend from its unearthly pedestal.
Just o did she stand : her slight figure beut over the plant, and so wrapt
in contemplation of the flowers, that she heeded not that it was her own
sad history which furnished the subject of our conversation, nor yet the
large warm tears which chased each other down my face as the words fell
from the lips of Frangoise.

¢ Judge of my anguish,’ said the good woman, ¢ when after years of
absenge I learnt that my young seigneur had met his death in a skirmish
with the Republican troops, and that his youthful and lovely wife was a
prisoner in the Conciergerie, where she was awaiting the execution of the
sentence by which she was condemned for no other ¢rime than that of
having been the wife of a brave and loyal gentleman, to die upon the
scaffold. It was a long time before I could gain access to her, for I. was
closely watched by my good man, who, God be gracious to his soul, would
not let me stir abroad for fear of betraying my real opinion of our
rulers. At last, however, I did succeed iu gaining admittance. I need
not tell you how. ’Tis ever the same story of weary supplication and de-
grading stratagem. Alas ! I had at first cause to repent that I had
sought to visit ‘her, for T verily thought my heart would have broken when
I beheld the piteous plight in which the poor young lady was left. The
prisons were crowded at that time, and I cannot describe to you the ap-
pearance of that noisome dungeon. . o

“¢The young countess knew me at once, although so many years had
elapsed since the time when, a blooming girl, I used to carry milk to her
father’s chdteau. But, the Lord in his goodness knows, that I should
not have recognised her even had I seen her, as in those same happy
days, running to meet me down the noble avenue which led to the old
mansion. It made me weep till I thought my heart would burst, to
hear her wild and fond expressions of gratitude on seeing me, for they
made me feel how lonely and deserted she had been,—one who had been
but so short a time before the idol of a whole province, and at whose smile
alone hundreds would have flown to do her bidding. She told me that
none were left of all those to whom she had thus been dear. The plough
and the harrow Had gone over her husband’s lands, fire and rapine had
laid waste her father’s hegrth, and that ’twas mercy she was condemned
t3 die, for she should not know where to lay her head. The poor lady
was near her time, and it was this circumstance alone which had saved
her from the immediate execution of her sentence. A feeling of joy
stole over me as I contemplated her worn and pallid features, for I knew
that she would escape the savage decree. It needed but to see her sunken
eye, and to hear her deep and hollow voice, to feel assured of this. The

ught of her child seemed in nowise to trouble her. She appeared
certain that it would bear her company down into the grave.

“ ¢ During the latter days Iscarcely stixred from her side, for she seemed
to live but when I was nigh, and when I was absent would do nought
but sit on her low pallet, watching the door for my return, And yet with
my humble means I could afford but little consolation,””



( 126 )

THE DRAMA IN PARIS.

BY CHARLES HERVEY, ESQ,
*

Mr. Mitchell’s Programme—¢ Jerusalem”—¢Le Tresor du Pauvre”—Bardou—
Actor-Painters andjSculptors—Vernet and Bouffé—Opéra Nationel—Furnam-
bules, Débqrau, Jils—Madame Allan Despréanx.

VERILY the manager of the little bonbonniére in King-street, St.
James'’s, deserves well of his fellow citizens. Year after year, season
after season, regardless of expense, trouble, and Fatigue, he commences
anew his Herculean labours, sallying forth like a giant refreshed to cater
for the intellectual appetites of his Aabitués. Now in Paris, now in
Brussels, now on the wing to Orleans or Rouen, now skimming over the
flats of Belgium, or braving the mists of Holland, this indefatigable ex-
plorer contrives annually to return home full-handed from his search after
that rarest of all rarities-~Novelty.

His opening announcement is generally simple and clearly worded, but
like Lord Burleigh's shake of the head, it means far more than its phrase-
ology would seem to imply; the statement, apparently so simgle and un-
varnished, that the season will commence on such a day, signifies, in other
words, that on that day the victims of ennui, fogs, and influenza, the
unfortunates who have courageously, but despairingly, struggled through
an incipient London winter, may ﬁ);d a place of retuge open to thoma
cheerful, well-warmed snuggery, where, thrce times a week, from eight
o'clock, p. m. till midnight, they may partake of the tempting entertain-
ment their Amphitryon has so liberally provided for them. And now
let us examine the bill of fare for the approaching yezr.

The present list does not include so many stars as those of former
seasons, but one glance at its contents is sufficient to show that the main
object of the lessee has been to improve the ensemble of the pieces produced
by the engagement of several arfistes from the same theatre. Thus, we
find no less than eighteen actors and actresses selected from the Palais
Royal company, being in fact, with some dozen exceptions, the entire
troupe. If 1 am not misinformed, the main body of that phalaox will
appear in the month of June, thus facilitating the reproduction of any
successful novelties which may have beet brought out in Paris up to that

iod.

Pezéome few of these glorious farceurs are familiar to the English public:
Levassor, Ravel, and Alcide Tousez, have already made many jaws ache
and many hands tingle by their inimitable drolleries. But Sainville, Gras-
sot, marvellous, unapproachable Grassot, and Leménil are still new to
London; Derval, one of the most gentlemanlike comedians in Paris or €!
where, has not yet %::oall events professionally) quitted his household
gods for le perfide Albion, ard Berger, L'heritier, Lacouridre, and Kale-
kaire are now, for the first time, setting forth on their pilgrimage.

And thou, delicious Laure Lambert, thou, whose lustrous eyes and
Grecian moulded arms have long ranked thee among the most danger-
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ous and witchingof Parisian syrens, art thou about to leave us ? and thou
lively Seriwaneck, and thou piguante Juliette, and thou witty and accom-

lished Leménil!  All, even down to Aline Duval, Freneix, and Madame
R’]outin, all are on the list of deserters. But, beware mesdemoiselles,
beware, lest we in our turn prove inconstant. Beware, lest transferring
our homage to Duverger, to Ozy, to Brassine, nay to Lucile Durand,
and Pauline, we vote your abdication perpetual, and turn a deaf car to
all entreaties for pardon! Alas! I fear that one glance from Lambert's
bright orbs would annihilate our sternest resolutions. N’est ce pas,
Mademoiselle Laure ?°

Among the most important names on the list, igure those of Achard
and pretty gentille Désirée, her first appearance in England. A man
must be indeed blasé not to derive pleasure from the charming naiveté
and fascinating liveliness of this most agreeable young artiste. There is a
freshness in her acting, an absence of all outward show of art, which in
these conventional days is most rare and most enjoyable I do notknow

"if the picce called “ Un Tuteur de Vingt Ans” is to be produced for her,
but if so the abonnés have an exquisite treat in store for them.

Nathalie is engaged for two months, and takes with her an extensive
répertoire. Neuville, that imitative prodigy, will introduce to the English
public, not only himself, but also Bouffé, Ravel, Numa, Klein, Lepeintre,
and Alcide Tousez, while some excellent plays, including ¢ Echec et
Mat,” and “ Diogéne” are in preparation for my worthy friend Bocage,
t}l:e ::lreat.or of “ Buridan,” and one of the few really sterling comedians of
the day.

Mr.yMitehell has done well in engaging Montaland and Fechter, they
are both clever and painstaking actors, and will greatly benefit the en-
sénble of his pieces; he has discovered a treasure in little Maria Marot, a
mere child, but a very promising one. Mademoiselle Lagier, from the
Variétés, has talent, and does not lack aplomb ; Messrs. Landrol (if the
father, a good ucquisition ; if the son, moderately so), St. Marie, and
Lucien, and Mesdames Chataigniez, and Anais Sauzion, complete the
Parisian portion of the company, which also includes among others,
Messrs. Lemonnier, Chatelain, Ii'enr Alix, and Josset, and Mesdames
St. Auge, Valmy, De Varennes, Baptiste, and Davennay. Connais pas.

And Cartigny, bluff, jovial Cartigny, could I for a moment forget
him?  As well might the Ethiopian Sercnaders strive to exist without
‘ Bones,” as the#St. James's Theatre without Cartigny !

The success of “I Lombardi,” recently produced at the Académie
Royale under the title of “Jérusalem,” with considerable additions and al-
terations, may be appropriately tefmed a succés de décors, the scenery, cos-
tumes, and general getting up of the piece being so admirable, ascompletely
to absorb the attention of the audience. Wereit not for these most agree-
able accessories, I much doubt if the opera would have obtained more
than a succés d'estime (equivalent to no success at all), Verdi's musie
gng, for the most part, far more provocative of ennui than of pleasure.

it is, backed by the scenje perfection alluded to, by a charming ballet,
and, on the whole, very tolerable singing, it will very probably have a
run.  Of one thing, however, I am certain, viz., that if this very fashion-
able composer contributes many such productions to the répertoire of the
opera, there will soon be no member of the company capable of inter-
preting them, A tenor or a soprano must be leather-lunged to endure
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such Herculean exertions without utter prostration of all vocal power.
Duprez, to whom the principal part in the opera, that of Gaston, has
been confided, is (no!;wlthstanding his incomparable acting), painful to
see, and far more pg.mful to hear. Such a continued and unavailing
struggle between artistic enthusiasm and physical debility, I have seldom
seen, and never wish to see again.

The basso, Alizard, is, with the exception of Barroilhet, who, luckily
for him, does not Play in the piece, the only singer in the troupe whose
voice is proof against the instrumental thunders in which il Signor
Maestro Gius«(aﬁse Verdi delights: the stout little hero bears up nobly
against both drum and trumpet, and certainly combats most efficiently
and most successfully for “Jérusalem.” The other male singers are but
mediocre, the best being, perhaps; Brémonde, who has lately taken to
bellowing like an enraged bull, and Porthéaut, who is inaudible duting
three parts of an air in order to come out strong at the close.

Madame Julian van Gelder, on whose engagement Verdi properly
insisted at a sine qué non, is rather handsome, and possesses a powerful
but slightly sharp soprano, which she manages very artistically. She
has some high notes to touch, and some roulades to exccute which would
try the temper of the most enduring voice, and which she attacks most
coulx&ageously. Palmam que meruit ferat. Bravo, Madame Julian van
Gelder.

I think I just hinted at the pretty ballet introduced into the third act,
the scenc being a marvellously beautiful sylvan glade, embellished with a
fountain, and peopled with graceful and light-footed nymphs, personified
by Mesdemoiselles Maria, Fuoco, Fleury, Robert, Flora Fabbri, Plunkett,
and Adele Dumilitre.  After the four first had treated us to a pas de
quatre, very neatly danced, especially by Fuoco, that little witching
coquette, Adeline Plunkett (to whom Flora Fabbri served admirably as a
foil), darted on with that joyous bounding step peculiarly her own, and
smiling, not with the stereotyped smile, or rather grin, de rigueur, usually
sported by Mesdemoiselles X or Z (one mustn’t be fo0 personal), but witl
a smile of such real earnest gaiety and good-humour, that St. Anthony
himself would have been fascinated by it.  She never seems to aim at
effect, but dances as if her whole heart and soul were in the steps her
tiny feet execute so charmingly.  One can only compare her to a fer
JSollet, a flickering gleam of light, now here, now there, dazzling and
‘enchanting while 1t shines, and leaving all in darkness When it-disappears.

Secarcely had our aching hands time to tingle after she had vanished
from our view when in sailed Adéle Dymildtre, the tall, the graceful, the
lightly bounding. She is now the sole worthy representative of the:
ballonné, or Taglioni school, the genre of all her domrades being more or
less tacqueté. Were she wise, however, she would eschew the over-abun-
dant use of paint ; her cheeks, which are none of the plumpest, are as
thickly coated with rouge as is Mademoiselle Fuoco’s forehead with blanc.
I need hardly say that the personal appearance of neither lady is im-

roved thereby. T ‘

The Vaudeville, which has for some time been in a declining way, but
whose motto has, nevertheless, apparently been contre fortune bon ceeur,

. drew a full house the other night by the announcement of a new three-
act drama, entitled ¢ Le Trésor du Pauvre.” I wish I could add that the
novelty was likely to be a treasure to the theatre ; not that the piece is
either badly written or badly played, but the subject verges too closely

Jan.—voL. LXXXII. N0, CCCXXYV, X
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on melodrama to be agreeable in a theatre where the vaudeville fon-flon
should always reign supreme. The main, indeed, the sole support of
¢ Le Trésor du Pauvre” is Bardou, and right earnestly did that excellent
actor exert himself on the first night of performance to avert the storm of
which his talent alone prevented the explosion, Bardou has, hitherto, been
known rather as a comic than as a strictly dramatic performer, and, not-
withstanding the pathos displayed by him in his creations of le Bonkomme
Job, and of Jean Gauthier, n the famous  Mémoires du Diable,” has
seldom had an opportunity of fairly showing the singular versatility of
his powers. The very long and trying part of Pierre Bertin in ‘ Le Trésor
du Pauvre” is sustained by him with great ability, and would alone entitle
Bardou to rank among t{xe leading comedians of the day, had not that
distinction been long ago attained by him. I hope this truly clever actor
will some day be introduced to the énglish public : setting aside his per-
sonal merits, his répertoire is at once extensive and amusing, and em-
braces every variety of piece from comedy and drama dowx to the broadest
farce, from ‘ Le Protégé” and “Les Trois Loges,” to ¢ Les Petites
Miséres” and « La Gazette des Tribunaux.”

Independently of their dramatic celebrity, several French actors enjoy
o deserved reputation as painters, sculptors, and lithographers; Beauvallet
and Geffroy, of the Thédtre Frangais, have both given proofs of .unques-
tionable tnlznt, the former as an historical, the latter as a portrait-painter.*
I have, also, seen some very pretty landscapes, sketched from nature, and
presented to Mademoiselle Louise Fitzjames by Coralli, the clever dancer
of the Opera. Mélingue, of the Théatre Historique, is an excellent sculptor,
and is the author of many statuettes of first-rate merit, among others, of
one representing Bouffé in ¢ Le Gamin dé Paris.” Alfred Baron, of the
Ambigu, takes profile-likenesses in plaster very faithfully ; Matio, of the
same theatre, is a good lithographer ; and Tétard, of the Vaudeville, em~
ploys his leisure hours in executing Lilliputian statwettes of all the dra-
matic, musical, and literary celebrities of the day, forming a complete
gullery of burlesque portraits, the price of each being only a franc.
Among his last, and I may add, best, are Frederick Lemaitre in “ Le
Chiffonnier de Paris,” and Vernet in ¢ Les Trois Portiers.”

Apropos of Vernet, I was present the other day, during a discussion
entrartistes, as to the respective merits of this admirable comedian and
Bouffé, Much was said on both sides, but the majority were evidently
in favour of Vernet, when an old actor, hapPening to join the group, wad
called on for his opinion. ¢ Mes enfans,” said he, * I myself consider
Vernet unquestionably the first qomedian living, but say so with defer-
ence, after having heard Mademoiselle Mars proclaim the contrary.
Shortly before her death, I asked her the same question you have just put to
me ; her answer, without a moment’s reflection, was, ¢ Certainement,
Vernet est bon, tras bon méme ; nuis Bouffé!! wa t-il pas créé la Fille
de PAvare!’”

» » . * . *

The converaion of the ascient Cirque Olympiq}\:l:a into a third lyric
"theatre, -or natidnal opera, does not appear to me likely to prove so pro-
fitable a speculation a8 was at first imagined. No theatre was, for many

. *Geffroy’ i ictu e ise, which contains
portraits ci‘ hwprf&;ﬁgge{%g;hﬁmm and which, I regret
to r;:z;. has never yet been engraved, is one of the chief ornaments of the foyer des
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»
years, so popular as the Cirque ; the grand military spectacles produced
there, mostly relating to the campaigns and victories of Napoleon, were
calculated not only to amuse, but also to interest the Boulevart public,
aud no species of entertainment, perhaps, could have excited, in & greater
*degree, their sympathy and admiration. Now the case is sadly altered
for the worse : in place of these splendid battle-pieces, which the enthu-
siastic titis liked none the less from being deafened by tho cannons and
choked by the powder, in place of the imposing processions, and of the
funny episodes introduced here and there, while the grand scenes were
preparing at the back of the stage~—in place of these really amusing en-
tertainments, we have operas, creditably got up as far as the mise en
scéne is concerned, but indifferently acted, and wretchedly sung.

After undergoing an hour and a half’s martyrdom the other evening,
in listening to Adolphe Adam’s operette, ¢ Une bonne Fortune,” most woe-
fully massacred by Joseph Kelm, the duffo of the company, and an ex-
actor of the Gymnase and Renaissance, who over-acts and under-sings his
parts in an ultra-provincial style, and a parcel of voiceless automata, male
aud female, I sat out with extreme difficulty two acts of ¢ Alize, Reine de
Golconde,” one of Berton's most charming operas, abounding in original
and lively airs, which the performers, one and all, vied with each other in
disfiguring as much as possible. Imagine a tenor singing as if his mouth
was full of plums, or flour, or what you like, a prima donna msaking
vain efforts to touch the high notes in her bravura, a mezzo soprano,
with a plump face and blonde ringlets, but not the slightest shadow of
voice beyond a chirp, and a bass with an organ resembling that of a
chained-up mastiff, and you have some idea of the ensemble with which
one portion of the natioual*opera-company execute the music allotted to
them. [ say one portion, for the other moiety of the roupe sing in
¢¢ Gastibelza,” which I have not yet heard, but will speak of hereafter.

It is but fair to add, that the theatre is well lighted, that the public
JSoyer (which is open, and communicates with the couloir on the grand
tier) is very prettily arranged, and that the prices sre sufficiently reason-
able. It would be as well, however, if the orchestra stalls were an inch
or two wider, in the event of Lablache’s taking it into his head to visit
the theatre ; as it is, an individual of even moderately rotund dimensions
may possibly squeeze into one, but he will find it as difficult to get out again,
as did once a slender young man to pass poor Lepeintre jeune, who, having
ensconced himself comfortably in the dalcon of one of the theatres, be-
came an insurmountable obstacle to any passing to and fro. In vain did
Lepeintre make superhuman efforts to squeeze himself into a small com-
pass, in vain did his slim naiihbour, ohe of the sauciest and most shallow-
brained of Parisian gents, heap reproaches and insults on his devoted
head; to force a passage was impossible, and our fat friend, at last.
overcome by his exertions, aud annoyed by the ill-bred insinuations of
the calicot, remarked loud enough to be heard by those around him, and
with a roguish twinkle of his eye, * Que voulez-vous, monsieur, il n'est
pas donné a tout le monde d'étre pLAT!” , N '

From the Opéra National I went in for an hour to the Funambules, in
order to see a pantomime, in which young Déburau, son of the inimitable
Pierrot, was to a,p&e:r. He is tall and slightly made, and his countenanéee
is extremely flexible ; there is & knowing expression in his eye, which
strongly reminds one of his father, and his by-play is remarkably elever.

I Enow no theatre throughout all Paris so entertaining as this little

X2
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bandbox, crowded as it is with the blue-frocked ¢itis, grisettes, and gamins ;
if there be no fun going on upon the stage, there is sure to be plenty in the
gallery, from whence slices of apple and bits of orange-peal are periodi-
cally Xistributed with the strictest impartiality among the more aristocra-
tical occupiers of the pit. Then, if one of the songs in a vaudeville (for’
vaudevilles are given there as well as pantomimes) is more than usually
ill sung, there is always a farceur ready to cry out bis, and if the dialogue
hangs heavy, nothing is easier than to burst out in chorus with

Larifla, fla, fla, larifla, fla, fla,

Larifla, fla, fla.

Or,

Voili 1a vie, voili la vie,

Du vrai Rohémien Parisien.

These interruptions are taken as a matter of course by the actors, who
are not a whit embarrassed by them, but go on with their parts, even
though not a word they say be heard beyond the foot lights, Thus from
the opening of the doors to the final fall of the curtain, the audience are
kept in a continned state of merriment, which would alone suffice to
account for the immense popularity enjoyed by this theatre. The prices,
moreover, are within the means of all, the best places costing but thirty
sous, and the cheapest only four. As a sententious philosopher en blouse
tru,lgr remarked, ¢ C’est magnifique, et pas cher.”

y the way the event of the month in a theatrical point of view is the
rentrée at the Théitre Frangais of Madame Allan Despréaux in « Un
Caprice.” The piece is charming, and so is the actress ; since Mademoi-
selle Mars, no such worthy representative of lu haute comedie has been
seen on the French stage. Such grace, such a perfect fenue, such ex-
quisite refinement of look, tone, and manner. And is it possible that
such a pearl beyond price can have been for ten years condemned to

exile, if not in Siberia, at least in St. Petersburg. Fidonc !
Paris, December 20th, 1347,

NEW YEAR’S DAY.

So New Year’s Day has come again,
In your mind is it joy or pain

That holds the greatest sway—

Joy that the world is well-nigh done,
The haven near, the victory won ?

Or pain because another year

Is past ? The end is still more near. .

Ah! e’en in the most thoughtless breast,
Unwelcome visitings are press'd,

As one by one our years depart,

Never again to glad the heart ;

As one by one with silent tread,

‘The silver hairs now deck the head,
And “crow’s feet” show their deep’ning

trace -
Upon the smooth, remembered face.

THi§ gay, how many look in vain

Fo¥ dear ones they will ne'er again

In fopdest earthly love embrace !

Thejr looks recall—their forms re-

trace!

Since New Year’sDay, a year since now
How many a pure and spotless brow,
And loving hearts ¢ that then were gay,”
Have pass'd like sunshine all away.

And he who dares his thoughts repass
In memory’s retrospective glass,

Sees in the clearest forms of truth,
The depths of age, the shoals of youth,
And how they bothhave miss’d their aim,
In flutt’ring round and round the flame;
Losing their more substantial things

In fire which only burnt their wings,

‘{ Come youth, come age, and with the

year .
Now past, let folly disappear.
There is 10 real joy in !glly—

Its vety hopes are cheats, and we
Build our foundations on the sea.
Trath is too good and far too holy—
Earth’s pleasures lead to meancholy—
But let us strive our way to win
Unstain'd by guilt unmark’d by s];_n.
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" LITERARY NOTICES.
THE LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE.*

Itow little the workings of genius depcnd upon the mere accidental
form and eircumstances under which it is brought info the world, is
shown daily by the obscurity which envelops the personal history of
those who 1n past ages produced many of the most glorious monuments
of the human intellect ; the latter seem to partake in the immortal
nature of the spirit which is fled, while the memory of the errors or
virtues which distinguished the individual are buried in the grave. A
natural curiosity urges us in such cases to do our best to lif up the veil
which covers the past; but our inquiries, when most successful, show
us only that the object of our search lived among his contemporaries
Like one of them, and that outwardly he differed little from the ordinary
stamp of his fellow men. In fact, we learn that the genius which shines
brightest in after ages did not always dwell among the great, or the rich,
or the powerful.

We have a remarkable instance of this in the case of Shakespeare,
whose personal history is so exceedingly obscure, although we know com-
paratively well the lives of most of s literary contemporaries, even of
obscure writers whose works have hardly any claim upon our attention.
The former biographers of the poet appear to have been striving mainly
to find something in Shakespeare’s history elevated above the character
of people in general—while Mr. Hajliwell alone has carried his inquiries
to any extent among those sources which were likely to furnish the
history of the English yeoman and the honest burgess of Stratford-
upon-Avon. B]inf tradition, beginning with the so oft repeated deer-
stealing exploit, had embellished his life with romance ; but this is now
dissipated by the discoyery that the poet's chief pursuit was that of
gaining and investing money. We cannot help thinking that this cir-
cumstance explains, in a great measure, why his name occurs so seldom
in the literary correspondence and anecdote of the time. One or two
very slight notices, though not of the most authentic description, lead us
to believe that he was by no means wanting in those convivial qualities
which made the joyous and merry companion ; and he no doabt, when in
London, associated with his fellow-actors, and with many of the litera
characters of the time. But had he boen personally much mixed up wit|
the latter, or had he indulged in the wild, reckless life which we are
accustomed to ascribe to the former, we should probably have heard much
more of him.

Mr. Halliwell has ransacked every record-office in the country, as well
as in London, that offered any prospect of contributing to our knowledge
of the history of Shakespeare and his family, and the result has been
the discovery of a great number of new dociments, which establish many
very interesting and important facts. He informs us, that his original
intention was merely to print the documents, which, at the suggestion of

® The Life of William Shakespeare. Including many Particul;‘s respecting
the Poet and his Family never before published, By James Orchard Halliwell,

Esq. London: John Russell Smith, 8vo. -1848.
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his publisher, he has interwoven into a biographical memoir. The docu-
ments are, however, all given at full, and thus the volume before us
forms a complete treasury of Shakesperian history.

Mr. Halliwell has, by means of extensive researches in the municipal
archives of Stratford and the registers of the neighbourhood, made us
satisfa.ctoril{ acquainted with the condition aud histery of the Shake-
speare family in their native place during nearly a century, including the
time at which the poet lived. They come before us as substantial yeomen
of the county and respectable burgesses of the town. John Shakespeare,
the poct’s father, besides property in the neighbourhood, which he farmed
himself, exercised in Stratford the trade of 8 glover, and was an active
member of the corporation of the town, in which he possessed houses, and
of which he was an alderman, and served the office of high-bailiff in
1568-9. William Shakespeare was born in 1564, and appears to have
received a good education at the grammar-school. Mr. Halliwell has
discovered some curious intimations in the corporation books, which tend to
show that John Shakespeare had a taste for dramatic exhibitions, and that
as an influential member of the corporation he did his best to encourage
them in his native town. Here, no doubt, was the origin of his son William
Shakespeare’s love for the stage, with which, in all probability, he had
formed a connexion before he went to London. The Stratford books show
that, whilo the latter was a mere boy, his father’saffairs became involved in
difficulties, and that he was much reduced in circumstances, which may have
had some influence in determining the poet to seek his fortune in the
metropolis. All authentic facts join in proving that William Shakespeare
always continued his relations with his nati$e town, that when he gained
money by his profession he invested his gain in lands aud houses there, and
that his great ambition was to become one of the richest and most in-
fluential men in Stratford-upon-Avon. Mr. Halliwell has also shown
that there are indirect local allusions to his native place in Shakespeare's
writiugs that prove i ~w constantly he bore it in Kis mind ; and he has
remarked on the singular circumstance, that mtost of the names of the
secondary comic characters in his plays, such as Forde, Page, Peto, Bar-
dolf, Fluellyn, Sly, Broom, Ifearne, &c., are found in entrics in the Strat-
ford books as those of persons living in the town or neighbourhood.

Wo have not room to trace circumstantially all the interesting facts re-
lating to Shakespeare, brought to light, or illustrated, in Mr. Halliwell's
book, but we will merely state that his documents show the poet in private
life intent chiefly on gaining money ; and it appears that at the same
time that he was profiting largely by his profession in London, he was
trading with his money in Stratford. He appears in the town records as
a corn-dealer ; and Mr. Halliwell traces with great exactitude his succes-
sive purchases of houses and land. He has also shown us, by other trans-
actions between the poet ahd his townsmen, the influence which he was
gradually obtaining among them. But a still more curious trait in
Shakespeare’s character now .comes to light, namely," that as soon as he
had obtained a capital in ready money, he began to increase it by supply-
ing loans at interest, a proceeding very little in character with what the
argyn(:’ admirers -of the great dramatist would willingly expect, and cer-
tainly not very poetic. Yet it occurred at the period when he was most
active in literature, and composed some of his firet dramas. It is also
curious that, as soon as he Ymd satisfied himself in the acquisition of
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money by the stage, and had sufficiently insured his position in his native
place, he retired to Stratford, and, as far as we ean tell, never wrote any
thing more. '

Such is the mere outline of Shekespeare’s history as given in Mr.
Halliwell's new “ Life.”” The noble works of his genius remain as ono
of the monuments of which his country has most reasonto be proud,
while the property which he collected, together with the temporary profit
which he himself derived from it, have long passed away to a variety of
owners, and we believe there is not a single portion of it now in the
hands of any one who has the remotest connexion with the nanie and
family of the poet. Mr. Halliwell deserves our warmest praise for his
industry and discrimination in collecting together the scattered and often
unknown materials for his life, and for the talent he has shown in putti g
them together; and we are not sure if his “Life of William Shakespeare”
be not one of the most permanently useful results to our national litera~
ture that we shall derive from the interest recently excited by the sale
of the house generally reputed to be that in whicﬁ, the poet was born.
It will certainly supersede, from the great additions to our knowledge
which its author has discovered, and from the superior accuracy with
which the various documents are printed, all the previous biographies.

LEONORA.*

Tue life and love of the great poet—Torquato Tasso—presented a noble
theme for the novelist, Stubborn history has cast doubts upon the poet’s
loyalty in the matter of love ; but the novelist has given unity to the
subject and consistency to the hero, by depictitg a true and chivalrous
allegiance to one dominant passion. According to the author of « Leo-
nora,” Tasso sighed only for the daughter of the house of Ferrara, and
for her sake was incarcerated for seven long years in the dungeons of St.
Ann's. For Tasso’s sake the princess refused all other offers, and died.

The author admits that under the influence of coerced solitude, a men-
tal organisation so delicately constituted as that of Tasso’s was not proof
against the shock, but still his positive madness is not admitted. A
giant in intellect, but a mere child in heart, sensitive to an extent
that was painful to himself, and still more so to others ; the exceedi
irritability of the poet, and his habits of melancholy, are at once well
portrayed and satisfactorily accountgd for by a life of persecution, dis-
appointment, and crossed love. With all his mental powers, the poet was
deficient in self-control. In allowing himself to yield to a hopeless
passion for one so far removed from him in rank and station of life, as
Leonora d’Este was, he was led away by his fervent and Elowin
imagination, and by his ardent temperament, from the narrow’but safe
paths, in which reason alone wonld have guided him.

Again, he added to the sources of his frequent dissatisfaction by an
uneasy, restless spirit, which he could not control. In every sense of the’
word a self-tormentor, he allowed each petty insult, each foolish lampoon
—and his arch-enemies, Maddalo and Salviati, loaded him with bothv—~to

* Leonora: a Love Story. 3 vols, Henry Colburn.
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vex and harass his noble spirit. Noble, too, are the communings of such a
spirit—philosophic enough to know that calmness and self-contentment
are to be f_‘ound ogxly in the breasts of those who practise self-control
and set_their affections on earthly things within their reach, or probably
g0 ; and on heavenly things, Promised to those who seek them ; and yet
with too much of this world’s ambition within him to be able to tear
himself from the society of rank and power.

The history of the poet’s aspirings and sufferings is throughout couched
in a language and replete with thoughts that ennoble and exalt human
nature. The contemplation of elevated themes and subjects—Ilove for
the beautiful on earth and in heaven—freedom of religious conscience—
the native independence, the inborn wealth and the inherent nobility
of genius—and the dominion of the affections over’social distinctions—
are advocated with great earnestness of purpose, and a deep and eloquent
spirit of philosophy. The authorship of this remarkable work is attributed
to Lady Boothby.

MR. WARREN’S “NOW AND THEN.”*

ANy work from the pen of the well-known author of  The Diary of a
late Physician,” and of ¢ Ten Thousand a Year,” would be sure to excite
general curiosity and interest. Independently of its high merits
as a literary composition, it is still more so as a seasonable homily,
It is the story of a poor man falsely suspected of murder, tried and
convicted, but afterwards pardoned, and cventually compensated for
his sufferings and rendered happy. Like Bunyan’s Pilgrim, in his
imaginary progréss, the poor man is supported through his troubles
and trials by an inflexible, unassailable faith. As the Earl of Milverstoke
is proud and powerful to persccute, so the yeoman is patient under
long years of suffering, and ever steadily obedient to the will of the
Almighty. The story comprises three generations : the worthy and pious
old Adam Ayliffe; his unfortunate son, Adam; and his son’s child,
crigl)led in body, but highly gifted in intellect.

he festivities of Christmas are sadly interrupted, by the murder of
Viscount Alkmond, who has only lately returned from his travels.
Young Adam Ayliffe is arrested under suspicious circumstances, tried for
the murder, und convicted. But the old man is satisfied, notwithstanding
the overwhelming force of the circumstantial evidence, of his son’s
innocence, and he is happily seconded in this belief, by another as good,
and as trustful, and as pious, as himself, the parish minister—Mr. Hylton.
Driven with ignominy from the presence ofP the peer, whose mercy the
ventured to supplicate, the worthy parishioners were more successful wit
the secrggary of state, and chieﬂ};' through Mr. Hylton’s exertions, the
senténce of geath is transmuted to that of transportation.

While the gloom of undeserved punishment hangs heavily over the
house of the Ayliffes, the heats of certain of the female portion of the
‘peer’s family gre softened by Providence to mercy; the sister and the

) "Ng)# &nd Then. By Samucl Warren, F.R.8., Author of * Ten Thousand a
Yeax,” and “ The Diary of a late Physician.”” William Blackwood and Sons.
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wife of the murdered viscount are led to doubt the guilt of Adam Ayliffe,
and, as & partial compensation for his sufferings, to educate his child.
The evidence of great intellectual capacity given by this otherwise ill-
favoured youth subsequently, induces the ladies to place him at Cam-
bridge. There he becomes competitor for the highest honours of the
university with the only son of the murdered peer ; but the rivals enter-
tain a mutual regard and esteem the one for the other.

At the very moment of this friendly contest, a poacher, formerly living
on the Milverstoke estate, is executed for a robbery, and before {e dies,
confesses that Ayliffe is innocent of Lord Alkmond's death, and that he
himself wag the assassin. The banished man is recalled to have his heaxt
gladdened, and his years of suffering more than compensated for, by his
son’s successes ; apdy the old man’s faith and piety meet with a just reward
in the humiliation for forgiveness, of the old, tottering, heart-stricken,
peer—the Earl of Milverstoke.

There is an energy, a sincerity, and a fervour in these pages that
indicates inexhaustible power on the part of their author. Old Ayliffe
is a genuine portrait of the high-principled yeoman, the strength
and pride of the country; Mr. Hylton is endowed with all that
masculine and indomitable strength, which truth and faith can alone
impart ; and the whole story is a noble illustration of the secret ways of
Providence, conveyed in 31'9 most interesting and the most effective
manner, although “seen,” as the author intimates, *through a glass
darkly.” Eloquent in its language, and inflexible in its purpose, it is,
indeed, a work in cvery way calculated to leave a permanent impression,
even upon the most desultory, reader.

HAWBUCK GRANGE.*

TuEe mantle of Nimrod could not have fallen ou worthier shoulders
than on those of the author of *Jollock’s Jaunts and Jollities,” of
¢ Handley Cross ; or, the Spa Hunt,” of * Hillingdon Hall ; or, the Cock-
ney Squire.” “ Hawbuck Grange” will crown a reputation now for some
time in the ascendant. There is a sparkling perception of the ridiculous,
and a "happy skill in description that wins the least sympathising readers
with the exception of such irreclaimable matter-of-fact men, as Sylva-
nus Bluff, who asked the author why he did not write a book upon drain-

ing.

$i‘h«a « predigree and performances” of Mr. Thomas Scott, the hero of
the story, have to work themselves out with the rides across country and
blank day sketches, as doled out by the sentimental huntsman ; not so the
great Mr. Tarquinius Muff, to whom we are introduced at once, dressed
like 2 dancing-master, covered with chains and brooches, and whb comes
after the pretty chattering Miss Ogleby’s, instead of after the hounds.

The goose and dumpling hunt is a clever hare-hunting sketch, with
dinner to follow—and such a dinver! Lord Lionel Lazytongs—a sports-
man in mufti—with cut-away coat, fancy neckeloth, striped vest, and
cord pantaloons, and who rides for, display, and talks of hunts, but does

* Hawbuck Grange ; or, the Sporting Adventuresof Thomas Scott, Esq. With
eight Illustrations by Phiz. Longman and Co.
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not ride after the dogs, is & sketch of a more refined character, but is
equally genuine and amusing.

The entertainment met with at the Gold Trap Arms, and the removal
of the clock-weights, made to serve two purposes at once, to stop the per-

tual cuckoo, and to drive away the cats from an adjacent roof, forms a
aughable interlude. The clever Tom is, however, himself done by Cap-
tain Cashhox, proprietor of the Stout as Steel hounds, who proffers him tﬂe
buttons of the Eunt, with an intimation that he may send the four guineas
when he got home. “ Some men,” says the thorough-paced Tom,
¢ stand fire better than others.” And then he gives an example.

We remember once dining at a great Russian Jew’s, whose drawing-room
table was garnished with nothing but New Monthly Magazines—New Monthly
Magazines in every stage of life, from the well-thumbed “yearling,” down to
the newly-issued number of yestcrday.

Presently the door opcned, and Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer, the avowed edi-
tor, was announced. .

“Shir Edward, shir,” said our host, takihg up a number as soon as the baro-
net’s back had subsided into still life ; * Shir Edward, shir; T do not like dis
article of yours, on de state of parties, it is far too ——” something, we forget
what, and so he went on, lecturing and commenting on the numbers in succes~
sion, till “ dinner” put an end to the scene.

When Tom Scott fell in with a blank day, or what was worse, “a
choker,”—a cold, cheerless, wet day, without a find, or a run—he would
return home, doze over the fire, review the flight of life, and glance at
the prospect of the .future. These soliloquies gencrally ended with an
ejaculation ¢ Poor Lydia Clifton ! If it hadn’t been for this hunting, I'd
have married you long since.” And then he would resolve to end a nine-
years’ courtship with an offer, and would turn to bed, his mind fully made
up, to be done with hunting, and to settle quietly down to matrimony.

But the climax was always delayed by bright, smiling, sunshining
weather, till one fine morning Tom received a brief epistle from his Lydia
in return for the ¢ fatherly” interest he had always shown in her fate, in-
forming him of her proximate marriage with a sailor cousin.

¢ Curse these cousins | exclaimed Tom, dropping the note, and sinking
into his easy-chair. '

Alas, poor Tom Scott! Hawbuck Grange is still in the matrimonial
market. Phiz has saved all trouble of description, and purchasers of his
work are alone entitled to view. ¢ They must take Hawbuck Grange in
hand in fact.”

LEIGH HUNTS JAR OF HONEY.*

Passing by Fortium and Mason™s shop, in Piceadilly, the author
chanced to see in the window a little blue jar, labelled  Sicilian Honey.”
A whole world of mythological and pastoral poetry opened upon {us
mind, and in its train, came inages of the history and biography of the
beautiful island from whence that honey came. e began to think of
Fheocritus, and Mount Hybla, and the bees; Acis, and Galaten, and Poly-
phemus ; the Sirens, aud Proserpine, and the Vale of Enna; and he poured

* A Jar of Honey from Mount Hybla, By Leigh Hunt, Esq. Tlustrated b
Richard Doyle. Smith, Elder, and Co. o v
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forth the honied exuberance of his fancies, and recollections, and associa~
tions, into the p;ges‘of Ainsworth’s Magazine. These charming papers
are now collected together in a volume, of which it has been justly re-
marked, that a book acceptable at all seasons, is sure to be so at a parti-
cular one. The critical press has, indecd, generally admitted the super-
lative sweetness of this Sicilian Jar,” aud it has, by common consent,
been placed foremost among the books of the season. The same
has also, as if by one consent (we may, at least, instance the Examener,
the Adas, and the Atheneum), agreeg to omit the fact of such admirable
E?ers having :{)peared in the pages of the before-mentioned periodical.
eigh Hunt dedicates his book to Horace Smith, his friend in times of
trial and adyersity, as to one, who, he says, “ will retain, as long as he
lives, a heart open to every natural and noble impression.” In this,
from our knowledge of the estimable author of « Brambletye House,”
we entirely concur.

The « Jya.r of Honey” is.a volume rich in claims of every kind, and it
cannot fail to be admred by all. The binding is at once characteristic
and sumptuous, and the illustrations, by Richard Doyle, are as remarkable
for their classical taste, as for their graceful and delicate execption.

HENRY DOMVILLE*

Tue history of a younger son proceeds at first Sp'lritedlﬁ' enough. The
social pusition of young Henry, deprived of the sympathy of guardians,
dowagers, and all respectable papas and mammas, is clearly defined.  Sir
Charles Domville, the perfect gentleman in manners, yet with whom pub-
lic opinion was a theme of ridicule and contempt; and by whom the
honour of politicians and the virtue of women are lec]d at an equally low
estimate: and Mr. Brercton, the perpetual advocate for the rights of
Orangemen, the redresser of the wrongs of Ireland, the extoller of the
virtues of Protestants, and the denouncer of the vices of Catholics, .are
two equally well-defined characters ; nor is much wanted to complete the
idea of the character of Charles, the elder son, when we find him willing
to enter the church because residence was not necessary, and “it need
not make any sort of difference.”

Burke’s philosophical denunciation of worldly vanity and ambition
comes like a heavy cloud over this sunshine, but relief is afforded by young
Henry’s candid acknowledgment, that, at that period, to him a great man
was an inferior being to a fine woman, and’ by his abandoning the com-
pany of the orator for that of the lovely Miss Brereton. It is difficult to
decide whether the reckless daring manifested by a younger son in falling
in love at first sight, or the courage exhibited in aspiring to the affections
of a young lady of such high intellectual attainments as *the Brereton”
is most to be admired.

Sir Charles Domville’s mode of administering justice as a country ma-
gistrate is made an excuse for the younger son turning democrat. The bit-
terness of his position colouss every thing alike, persons, things, and events,
with the same bopeless aad cheerless aspect. On his advent in Ireland,

» Henry Domville; or, a Younger Son. By Himself. Two Vols. Chapman
and Hall.




138 Literary Notices.

the -younger son picks up acquaintante with advocates for a general
division of property, advocates for the English government and people
feeding all Ireland in perpetuity ; Orangemen, who would have driven
all the Irish further even than Cromwell proposed to do; and all the
thousand and one regenerators, pacificators, and quack doctors, that are
to be met with for every one steady, sober, and industrious peasant or
citizen, in the gem of the ocean, )

Ircland was exchanged for France. This was in '92, at the time
when the Duke of Brunswick’s manifesto and invasion of the French
territory had aroused the patriotism of the young Republicans to its
highest pitch. The narrative assumes at the same time a less genuine
character than heretofore. The sack of the Tuileries, the destruction of
the Swiss guards, and the rise of the Girondists to power, are not told
with either the detail, the vividness, or the feeling of a looker-on, as the
younger son assumes to be. The soirées of Madame Ruland, the even-
ing star of the Girondists, attended by Vergnierd, Louvet, Pétion,
Brissot, and Barbaroux, the French Antinous, are a little better, and the
engagement in the Argonne defiles is really well told.

Henry Domville returned from republican France imbued with a wide
embracing philosophy, such as he had not in his innocence previously
formed an idea of, and he was especially in favour of the great republican
};)rinciple of equal rights among soris. = A short sojourn in Ireland with
his regiment, brought the loves with ¢ the Brereton,” to the climax
of an engagement. This accomplished, the land of ire is exchanged
for active scrvice at Toulon, at that time besieged by the Republicans.
As in the case of the first great days of the Revolution, the defence of
Toulon wants warmth and energy, and the subsequent imprisonment of
the younger son, and his escape, effected under precisely the same circum-
stances as that of the true hero of Toulon—Sir Sidney Smith—by a
simulated removal from one prison to the other, has the aspect of an his-
torical plagiarism. This was the last of the younger son’s feats of arms.
The accidental death of his elder brother, establishes his social position
as a man of rank and wealth; _the red coat is abandoned at a rather remark-
able time forso greata patriot, and the now elder son, is equally resigned to
be urged to the altar by a metapbysical Cupid, as by a philosophical
Plutus, and to give up at the same time, dreams of equal rights, equal
divisions, irrational liberty, and impracticable freedom. But on the
question of the law of primogeniture, he asserts, that he abides by the

principles of his youth.
—_—

THE HALL AND THE HAMLET.*

A GRACEFUL and charming simplicity pervades these scencs and
sketches. They are in every way worthy of their author’s reputation. The
“ Yorkshire Family,” the longest a.ndy most elaborated story, and which
occupies one, out of two volumes, possesses a very strong interest. The
narrative is vivid, the portraiture of actunl life admirable. Marcus Wel-
stead, Eeq., a jovial counu'{ gentleman, sixty years of age, active;
hearty, honest, and hospitable, had but one fault, that he spent his
whale life in looking after other people’s affairs rather than his own.

* The Hall and the Hamlet; or, Scenes and Gharacters of Country Life. By
William Howitt. Two Vols. Henry Colburn, .
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This tendency—the overflowing of an active, kindly, mind—induces
the old'mén to devote more attention to the property and affairs of his
neighbour, Sir Thomas Borringdon, an Indian nabob, with a French wife,
than was for the prospects of his own lands, ' This act of neighbourly.
kindness has also the effect of bringing other persons intg contact with one
another. Marcus has three grown-up sons, to two of whom, Charles and
Philip, we are jntroduced in a truly characteristic manner, felling trees, cut-
ting tnmber.. &c., in order to restore a ruinous mill, the working of which
was, according to their sanguine notions, to support the one during his
law studies, for that was the profession which ﬁe had selected, and the
other, who was intended for the church, at college. George, the elder,
was farmer par excellénce. He could read Fielding or Smollet, but pre-
ferred his gun or planting and draining.

Sir Thomas Borrinidon had two daughters, Clara, beantiful and
serious, and Frederica buxom, gay, and pretty. There was also a con-
sumptive son called David, who entertained strong feelings of friendship
for Charles gud Philip Welstead. The young people were almost con-
stantly together, and a strong attachment grew up where such might
have been naturally expected. ’

But the various rides in which they were met did not fail to attract
observation, nor were people wanting to observe upon it to Sir Thomas
and Lady Borringdon. The consequence was an immediate rupture
between the aristocratic nabob and the kind*hearted old Marcus, and the
departure of Philip for Oxford, and of Charles for his chambers in
London, not however, till after vows of affection and constancy had been
exchanged between the young people. The law of nature being made to
assert its supremacy over that' of art, and the hamlet for a time to claim
tribute from the hall.

The career of the young gentlemen is not exactly such as the simpli-
city of their education and manners, and the earnestness of their first
affections, would have led us to hope for. Charles became intimate in
London with a Mr. Frodsham, a solicitor, who has ar only daughter, an
intelligent dark beauty, who soons falls desperately in love with Master
Charles. The author would have us believe that the young lawyer to the
last, knew nothing about it, but our belief in « simpj); stories” does not
extend quite so far as that. This intrigue soon involved him in disaster.
Harriet Frodsham boldly claimed him as her own, on the strength of pro-
longed, albeit, innocent attentions, and Clarais prepared to giye him up,
but first love triumphs and Charles abided by his rightfu%lallegiance.
As to Philip, he ran, what has become an alinest characteristic Oxonian
career—he ran over head and ears in debt, but his good, kind-hearted
Frederica came with others to his aid and rescue.

The death of Sir Thomas and of the good young David Borringdon,
having left Clara possessor of ¢ the Hall,” she soon called Charles to
participate in the enjoyment thereof ; and Philip led his Frederica to the
altar the same day. It was more happiness than the hamlet can be
said to have fairly merited. The saerifice has been all along on the part
of the hall. In strict moral and political justice there should have been
incorruptible intregity on the part of the hamlet and unhesitating gene<
rosity on that of the hall. At, or about the same time George, the:
farmer, married the repudiated Harriet Frodsham, a dénouement which
seems more like a desperate attempt to make all parties happy, than an
act of justice necessary to the progress of the story.
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The second volume contains several shorter sketches of less refined and
more humorous.and colloquial character. The characteristic goodness of
heart of English rustics is pleasant to read of, but its mouth-rolling
jargon is not so much so. Descriptions and narrative, however, so far
supersede the conversational illustrations of rural life, that the juterest of
these excellent sketches and stories eannot be said to flag from an un-
avoidable peculiarity.

WUTHERING HEIGHTS*

Evrvis Bern and Acton Bell appear in the light of two names bor-
rowed to represent two totally different styles of composition and two
utterly opposed modes of -treatment of the novel, rather than to indicate
two real personages.

They are names coupled together as mysteriously in the literary, as the
gons of Leda are in the asterial world; and there is something at least
gained by being mysterious at starting. « Wuthering Ileights,” l?'
Ellis Bell, is a terrific story, associated with an equally fearful and repul-
sive spot. It should have been called Withering Heif;hts, for any thing
from which the mind and body would more instinetively shrink, than the
mansion and its tenants, cannot be easily imagined. ¢ Wuthering,”
however, as expressive in provincial phraseology of “the frequency of
atmospheric tumults out of ddors” must do, however much the said tumults
may be surpassed in frequency andviolence by the disturbances that occur
in doors. Our novel reading experience does not enable us to refer to any
thing to be compared with the personages we are introduced to at this
desolate spot—a perfect misanthropist’s hefiven.

« Agnes Grey,” by Acton Bell, is a story of quite a different character.
It is a simple tale of a governess’s experiences and trials of love, borne
with that meckness, and met by that fortitude, that insure a tinal triumph.
It has an advantage over its predecessor, that while its language is less
ambitious and less repulsive, it fills the mind with a lasting picture of
love and happiness succeeding to scorn and affliction, and teaches us to
put every trust in a supreme wisdom and goodness.

THE OATH OF ALLEGIANCE.{

Tue trdmp of an irou-footed tyranny upon a bigoted and chivalrous
nation, during the palmiest days of that nation’s existence, sounds from
the pages of ordinary history w¥th an impress quite as deep as can ever
be imparted ko it by fiction' or romance. The biography of Antonio
Perez, for example, portrays the fearful times of Philip IL quite as
vividly unden| their one aspect of secret, inflexible persecution, as the
career of Gil,Blas does the general immorality that pervaded at the same
time all ranks of Spanish society.  Scribe has lately given sketches of
the, same epoch in his “Pjquillo Alliaga,”—the Luis d’Alliaga of Le

¢’s novél—with a degree of truthfulness and talent, that will be better
appreciated gome day, than has been, hitherto, the case. The “ Oath of

«# Wuthering Heights, a novel in two volumes; by Ellis Bell; « Agnes Grey,” a
novel, in:one volume, by Acton Bell. T. C. Newby. ’
+ The Oath of Allegiance: a Tale of the Times of Philip II. By Mrs, Ann
Rolfe. 2 vols, Saunders and Otley.
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Allegiance” has no elaims beyond such as are of the most ordinary com-
plexion, It lacks not of powers of invention, Incidents and events suc-
ceed one another at a rapid pace. Reckless nobles and trusting fair
ones, are opposed to (i'ealous lovers and to incautious duennss. here
are combats, fires, and murders, and the Inquisition is made to play its
hated part. But the style of composition is peculiarly that of a bye-gone
school of romance. Imagine, for example, the Prince of Asturias brib-
ing a duenna to be allowed a sight of the Donna Isabella’s features,
which has such an effect upon the maiden tliut she faints away. The
cavalier expresses his concern, and offers his assistance.  Isabella is sur-
prised and distressed, but is led by imperceptible degrees to listen to his
conversation, which was at once “refined, copious, and instructive ! I”
This at a moment’s stolen interview in the streets !

Apart from these slight blemishes, the “ Qath of Allegianer” will
amuse those who are fond of the bustling, mysterious, high-sounding
romance.  The perplexity of the story imparts to it no small amount of
interest, and the unravelling of mysteries, brings the story cleverly and
skilfully to a satisfactory conclusion.

THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN.*

Tuis is a sparkling, magyeto-mesmerie, story. Dr. Astercop,
the celebrated German astronomer, is bugy exploring the planet Neptune.
The Christmas goose is rcady, the guests are waiting, Mrs. Astercop is
rampant, and the fair Angela supphant; but the astronomer is detained
in his red worsted night-cap, by the rapid approach towards earth of a
planetary body. The meteor descends upon tLe garden grass-plot. He
(that is the meteor) is a person not fas{;iona.bly attired, but strikingly
elegant, and with very blue eyes. The planetarian (or maun-meteor),
steals the German language, by mesmeric process, from the astronomer’s
brain, and is invited to supper. Wit a magnet he transforms the baser
metals into gold, and with his blue eyes he wins the fair Angela’s heart.
But during the repose of night, a peasant robs him of the magnet, the
possession of which conferred the power of planetarian locomotion, leaving
to him only the power of terrestrial locomotion. By virtue of this power,
Zarah, the man-meteor, visits various European countries, in search of
his talisman, supplying himself with languages and gold by the excreise
of the same oceult powers. At Gottingen he is, through woman’s prying,
imprisoned for coining ; but the same woman's heroism is cm{ﬂoyed to
obtain his liberty. At Rotterdam he ig beset by a buxom Dutch widow.

In Paris he is delivered into the hands of robbers by a beautiful young
lady in affliction. In the same city he saves a child in a conflagration,
an! is rewarded by being pilfered and arrested for want of a passport.
In o village of France he becomes the accidental witness of a scene of
fickleness, jealousy, and bloodshed. In Madrid, more blood and revcngiv:.
At Naples, husbands poisoned by their wives. At Constantinople, he
sees females thrust into sacks, and lords of seraglios stifled beneath the
shawls and cushions of their own harem. At %ength the planetarian
recovers his talisman in England, and wearied with the fickleness and
frailties of the sex he hurries back to his own planet, where women have

' * The Triumph of Woman; a Christmas Story. By Charles Roweroft.
Parry and Co.
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no abode. Solitude and reflection soon, however, convincq him that
woman’s virtues predominate largely over their frailties; and, like a fallen
angel, he quits his planet for ever, for the sake of Angela Astercop.
The blue cyes of the angel, the story of two Englishmen clinging to a
mast for three days and nights and no¢ speaking to one another, because
they had not been introduced, and the description of the effect of the
first sight of an English newspaper, give internal evidence of a German
origin, to some portions at least, of this amusing Christmas story.

WILLIS'S POEMS.*

Taus is not an opportune moment for entering into a disquisition upon
the poetry of Willis. He has obtained a European reputation. His
claims as a poet have been recognised by the highest critical authorities,
and there is no doubt that posterity will award to himn a not inconsiderable
share of fame, as one of the brightest ornaments of a duwning national
literature. But we hasten with p?casure to announce this new edition of
Mr. Willis's poems, as a truly handsome specimen of Philadelphian paper,
tyFography, binding, and illustration. Curious enough, as the author's
religious poetry is decidedly the sweetest and the best, so the classical
illustrations are infinitely superior to those which portray subjects of
every-day life. The latter want natpral ease. But apart from such
trifling drawbacks, the whole volume is a goodly and a sumptuous tome ;
one that heralds forth the author’s beautiful versification in a dignified
and decorous form, and in a manner that is highly creditable to the press

of Philadelphia.

—— e e e ey

THE PICTORIAL BOOK OF BALLADS.t

“ Wirar hast here? Ballads ¥’ Yes, and a most interesting col-
lection, too, derived from familiar as well as ancient sources, from the
Kempe Viser to Blackwood’s Magazine, from the ¢ Nut Browne
Mayde” to the Rimo of the Ancient Mariner. With the assistance of
J. II. Dixon, Esq., an active and zealous member of the Percy Society,
of J. O. Halliwell, Esq., of Thomas Wright, Esq., and others, the
editor has been enabled to present the public with a choice epitome of
the ballad literature of the country, profusely ornamented by clever and
appropriate woodcuts, and sufficiently illustrated by notes and explanations,
without any superfluous display of antiquarian accomplishments.

NOTICE..

W are obliged to omit notices of many books that have come to hand.
Among others, “ Henry Domvilla. the Younger Son;” ¢ The Reforma-
tion in Europe,” by Cesare Cantil ; ¢ Revelations of the Beautiful,” by
Edwin Henry Burrington ; ¢ Observations on Imitation,” by R. Snow,
Esq. ; “Charles Boner's Book ;” ¢ My Own Annual;” “ Shakespeare’s
Proverbs ;” *“ The Family Jo: Miller;” “ A Plot and a Peerage ;”
&¢,, &e., &e. .

* Poems of Early and After Years. By N. P. Willis. Illustrated by E. Leutze,
Carey and Hart, Philadelphia. ’

1 The Pictorial Book of Ballads, Traditional and Romantic. With Introduc-.
tory Notices, Glossary, and Notes, Edited by J. S. Moore, Esq.
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A PARIS WEDDING.

BY DUDLEY COSTELLO, ESQ.

Cuarpter I

WHICH TREATS OF THE VICOMTE DE SOUILLAC—OF XIS AFFIANCED
BRIDE—AND OF OTIIER MEMBERS OF HER FAMILY.

TrE Paris season of 1846—47 witnessed many remarkable oecur-
Tences. .

The rupture of the entente cordiale, the opening of the Théitre
Historique, the impeachment of the ex-cabinet ministers, were all exeitin,
affairs ; but none of the events to which that season gave birth, awakene
a livelier interest, in the breasts of a ccrtain class of the Parisians, than
the marriage which was announced to take place between the Vicomte
Hercule Gabriel Dieadonné de Souillac and the lovely and wealthy
Clotilde de Kerfilou, the heiress of that distinguished nobleman the
Comte de Malendroit, whose ample estates extended—it was said—from
the plains of Ploermel to the very gates of Vannes. Nor was the con-
dition of the Vicomte in any sway inferior to that of his destined bride ;
for, though a minor, his expectations were unbounded; the riches and
antiquity of the family of De Souillac had passed into a proverb, and
throughout Limousin it would have been difficult to have found its equal.
How many chiteaux were destined one day to call him lord, no one ex-
actly knew ; he counted them himself by the score, and his score was
always a long one; it was fair, then, to infer that he was no less eligible
a partie thaun the beautiful Breton heiress. So, at least, thought the
intelligent Parisians.

The Vicomte Hercule was endowed with too many brilliant qualities,
both of mind and person, to admii of his wasting them en province, and
those who are acquainted with Limousin, will, at once, admit there was
certainly a fairer field in Paris for the exhibition of his great talents and
the personal attractions for which he was so conspicuous, than if he had
chosen his native soil as the arena in which to display-them. The honest,
but undeniably dull, denizens of that remote district, were not the people
amongst whom the flower of his d&;.{s ought, he thought, to be spent; he
longed to cope with the keen intellects, and gather something from the
experience of the lively and acute inhabitants of the most agreeable city
on earth,—and accordingly he caime to Paris.

How many benisons were showered on hig head by his aged parents,
how many tears were shed by them and their numerous dependents, as he
waved his last farewell to the battlements of his race, it little skills to tell.
Throughout his career he nover quitted-any spot, whether in the crowded
city or the secluded hamlet, without leaving sorrowful hearts behind; and
it is not to be wondered at, that those allied to him in blood should ma-
nifest an equal degree of sensibility with strangers. i
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It would be trifling with the interest which the reader must already
feel in thie fortunes of this noble damoisean were I to dwell on the mere
" detail of how he was furnished forth from the paternal coffers ; let a vivid
imagination conceive the ?lendour of his equipment by recalling the
magnificence of that proud noblesse who, like the ancient Rohans, dis-
daining to be dukes, refused to mix in the gay world of courtiers, and
parasites, and spent all they had upon those who knew them best. It
will be sufficient to say that when he arrived in Paris, Hercule de Souillac
was in a position which many might envy—his resources were vast, and

. his credit unlimited ; Rothschild himself ean say no more !

Whether his resources were precisely such as would justify his bidding
for a loan may, perhaps, be a question, but they were quite sufficient to
insure him success whenever he asked for one ; and touching the extent
of his eredit, if he did not hawk it about on ’Change, and make himself
a world's wonder in the eycs of bankers, it was simply because he pre-
ferred a less ostentatious and public mode of doing business,

He had fimcies, too, which, for a young man of a rank so exalted as
his, were rather unusual. Though cradled in aristocratic prejudices, and
accustomed to read the history of his family in the annals of his country,
he sedulously avoided the court of his sovereign.

“No man’s independence,” he was in the habit of saying, “is safe
when once he prostrates himself, though ouly in courtesy, at the foot of’
the throne. If the safety of my king and country require it, 1 shall
know how to serve them at a distance ; I could even endure slavery and
chains in such a cause !”

These were noble sentiments, and that he might keep them intact
and his mind uncontaminated by the example of courtiers, he forbore to
swell the crowd that thronged to the Tuileries, or sought the pleasant
circles at Neuilly and Compitgne. e even went further, and literally
eschowed the whole Faubourg St. Germain ; partly, he said, on account of
their antiquated notions, which ill-assorted with modern enterprise, and
partly because there was so little left now of the true noblesse de Uépée,
the race having become alimost identified with the noblesse de la robe, a
class which he held in the greatest aversion. So strong, indeed, was this
feeling that no persuasion could ever induce him to frequent that central
part of Paris called the Ile de la Cité.

“Itis true,” he was wont to observe, ¢ the chapel of St. Louis, with
whom my ancestors bled in Africa, still stands there, but to what uses is
it now employed ? It merely serves as an appendage to the ¢Salle des
pas perdus,’ where the iniquity of* the law finds a criminal in every bold
spirit who dares to think and act for himself; where a code of opinions
is proclaimed to which a slavish subservience is exacted, and in default of
its being rendered, opinion demands a victim.”

For this reason, and for some others equally cogent, but which need
not now be adverted to, the Vicomte Hercule Gabriel Dieudonné de
Souillac selacted his residence in the quarter of the Chaussée d’Antin,
and sought his occupations and amusements in that wealthier and more
enjoyable vicinity. How he lived there will presently be stated, but it
wigl {e proper in the first instance to say a few Wwords of the charming
girl to whom, it was now openly deela.reg, he was shortly to be united.

Clotilde de Kerfilou, who, in feudal times would have borne the appel~
lation of the Chitellaine de Malendroit, was a miracle of wit and beauty.
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So bewitching was her air, and so captivating were her accents, that none
who listened to her or came under her influence, but at once surrendered
his judgment and free-will, and implicitly obeyed her power. The fables
of antiquity and the romances of the middle ages, delight to dwell on the
spells and enchantments gractised by lovely women ; but from the days
of Circe and Calypso to those of Morgana aud Armida, ay, even down to
Ninon de 'Enclos, or Madame Dubarry, there never was seen a creature
more thoroughly versed in the art of fascination than Clotilde de Ker-
filou. Her honeyed smile, the winning expression of her large black eyes,
the soft tones of her sweet voice, aided by an eloquence of the most per-
suasive nature, were too much for any to resist, and whatever the object
sought, she invariably gained it. It was this all-subduing charm which
enthralled the heart of the handsome and accomplished Hercule de
Souillac, though in this case she gave what she had never done before,
a fair equivalent. DBut, as certain novelists say, “they werc formed for
each other,” and it was a happy chauce that first brought them into con-
tact, -It befel something after this fashion.

When the Count de Malendroit died—thus ran the tale as the world
received it—his only daughter Clotilde, then but of tender age, was placed
under the guardianship of the sole surviving sister®of her father, a lady
who was in every way caleulated to do justice to the charge confided to
her. She was the widow of the Magquis de Chenevis, who had spent his
life in diplomatic service, a service which, it need scarcely Le said, demands
from him who professes it, the exercise of the most profound dissimula-
tion, the utmost astuteness, wariness of the most cautious description, and
ability to take advantage of gvery opportunity, all hid beneath the mask
of candour and clothed by the garb of sincerity, Ile was an eminent
pupil in the school of the Prince de Talleyrand, and held with him (and
the clever fellow who said it for him) that “language was given to man
to enable him to conceal his thoughts.” So silently did the marquis work,
that even his most intimate friends were ignornit when he was employed,
and merely knew the fact from its results. Like the familiar of the In-
quisition, he acquired the sccrets of others by an open denunciation of
-every body in authority, and when men sought a bosom in which to pour
a public or a private grief, their thoughts involuntarily turned to the Mar-
quis de Chencvis. Ile advised with all, was the recipient of every man’s
confidence, and such was the necessity of his position, or the skill with
which he extracted its uses, he profited by every turn of the card.

There are two kinds of diplomatists ; the accredited, and those who
are not so ; the former have ostensibly the most honourable task, the latter
undoubtedly the most difficult. The accredited diplomatist has a declared
mission, and all the world knows that whatever the game he appears to
play, his avowed object is to win as many tricks as he can. But he who
1s not accredited, has not only his own ingenuity solely to rely upon but
must put such a glose upon his position that all suspicion of its real cha-
racter shall be completely averted. .

It was in this dangerous capacity that the Mart}uis de Chenevis was
constantly employed ; but strange to say, although lis abilities were fully
recognised, and, in one sense, adequately rewarded, he was more frequently
employed on home, than ou foreign, missions. This probably arose from
some constitutional malady which he could nev et the better of ;. or,
perhaps, from having narrowly escap;d, in the édly part of the war be-

L
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tween England and France, a fate of an exceedingly ignominious nature,
owing to a wretchedly mistaken idea on the part of a blundering British
officer, that his apparent fondness for the art of war was less with the
object to instruct himself than that of imparting his experience to others,
which, to say the least of it, was taking a very illiberal view of the pursuits
of philanthropy. )

fie this as 1t may, De Chenevis ever afterwards manifested a decided
preference for the diplomacy which exposed him to perils of a much less
exalted nature, and in this capacity he rendered himself very useful to
several successive administrations. Flis career, however, was not all sun-
shine, for he was unfortunate in the bestowal of his friendships ; those
whom he loved and honoured most were invariably cut off in the most
sudden manner and, such is the ingratitude of governments, even the
society which he most affected was sure, sooner or later, to offer a holocaust
to the alleged exigencies of the time. But this, he reflected, was the
inevitable fate of all who cast their bread on the waters of political life,
and having chosen his métier, he steadfastly refused to abandon it. For
a long series of years he continued then in this course, but whether it
was that eventually Lis zeal outran his discretion, and that the minister
thought his talents tbo precious to be devoted to more than one cause at
a time, whether he had drawn down upon himself the resentment of some
erring man who chose to attributeguis misfortunes to the agency of the
marquis, or whether he went off the stage in an accidental way, no one,
not even his widow, ever exactly knew; the only thing positively ascer-
tained was, that they picked him up one day from the Seine, and that
greater publicity was given to his remaing than he had ever indulged in
during his life, for he was exposed for three whole days at the Morgue
before any of his former acquaintances recognised him. He was not
buried in Pére la Chaise, or if that cemetery do contain his bones, the
spot where they lie attracts the attention of no traveller’s wonder at the
gorgeousness of the monument erected above them. His path was hidden
frora men’s eyes whils he lived, and had he thought of dictating his own
epitaph, the sole inscription on his tomb would have been, ¢ SrLence.”

Conformably to the retired habits of his life, the heralds refrained from
proclaiming his titles at his funeral, and even the undertakers were stinted
in the accustomed ¢ /largesse,” for, to tell the truth, the marquis died
extremely poor ; so poor, indeed, that his bereaved relict found she had
little to support herself upon, beyond the accident of her rank,—an
accident which, however, may always in Paris be turned to a certain
account. There are countries in which nobility without wealth is a cer-
tain clog on the possessor, but the Marquise de Chenevis did not believe
this to be the case, nor did she find it so. Neither had her defunct
husband sustained any disadvantage by the free adoption of a title, to
which (feudal rights have been > disturbed in France since the first
revolution) he might have experienced some difficulty in establishing his
claim, had he not preferred his own assertion to the rights which are
usually conferred by mouldy*parchments and worm-eaten registers. That
he was a lineal De Chenevis, he entertained no doubt, for his father had
died on the scaffold (an aristocrat, of course), and, as he said, during the
Reign of Terror, though some helieved the sad event occurred before the
humane invention of the guillotine, and that De Chenevis was a sobriquet
which in some way alluded to the manner of his death. Having only
his own convictions to rely upon, the marquisate grew, as it were, out of
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cireamstances, and came into being at the Restoration, with many other
ﬁ;x}!nten titles. He was too single-minded to ask for indemmities,”
and, not being 8 Norman, did not get up a law-suit to dispossess any of
the returned emigrants of their estates; no one, therefore, interfered with
the satisfaction which he derived from the enjoyment of titular nobility.
His widow, herself,—as we have hinted,—of a Ie:l;nt go illustrious, that
it was involved in obscurity at both ends, cherished the rank which was
bequeathed to her, no less out of respect for the departed, than from the
expectation that it would be profitable to her in her worldly affairs.
She was right, for had she abandoned her position, and called herself
plain Madame Chenevis, it is more than probable that her brother, the
Comte de Malendroit, would never have left so precious & charge as the
heiress of his house to her undivided care.

That fortunate destiny was, however, reserved for the young Countess,
and greatly did she profit by it. Nature had endowed her with every
grace of person ; the education bestowed upon her by her aunt was to
the last degree soignée, and society beheld in Clotilde de Kerfilou one of
its most brilliant ornaments. Unwilling prematurely to expose so rich a
treasure to the gaze of an eager and (she sighed to think) a mercensry
world, the Marquise had purposely secluded her niece until the pr
time should arrive for launching her amid the gay crowds of fashionable
life. The youthful days of Clotilde were, therefore, spent at one of her
enormous chéteauz in the midst of those vast forests of Brittany, where
the wild boar loves to roam and the hungry wolf to prowl; her chief
amusement, when not cultivating the fine arts at home, being the enjoy-
ment of sylvan sports. It chanced that the Vicomte Hercule de Souillac,
who had passed the bathing season of the year, before this brief narrative
opens, at the remote watering-place of Le Croisic, near the mouth of the
Loire, was returning homeward to Paris, stopping occasionally to sport
at the mansions of his numerous friends, amg’ by accident took up his
quarters for a few days in the neighbourhood of Malendroit. Whilst
indulging one fine afternoon in that brilliant sport which is so dear to a
Frenchman, and which embraces in the same game-bag every thing
furred or feathered, from a fox to a tomtit, he had the happiness to render
a service of inestimable value to the lovely Clotilde de Kerfilou.

He did it, of course, as all heroes :{o, at the risk of his own life:
“arresting the fiery animal at the brink of a fearful precipice ;” or
« plunging headlong into the foaming waters, and bearing his precious
burden to the shore;” or “transfixing the savage monster with his boar-
spear at the very moment when, powerless to defend herself, the affrighted

irl had fallen into a deep swoon, from which she awoke only to find
ﬁlerself in the arms of her gallant preserver, his left arm in a sling and
bathed in the gore of his hideous adversary.” 1t was something of this
kind,—so ran ‘the legend (like all legends, not very precise),—which led
to an intimacy between the noble De Souillac and the heiress of Malen-
droit ; and an intimacy once formed, love followed with rapid feet, and
in this instance his course was smooth ; no’stern parental voice forbade
the happiness of the lovers, and it was resolved that the following spring
should witness their union,

However gratifying it might have been to the numerous tenantry of
the noble houses of De Souillac and Malendroit to witness the i
festivities which graced this proud alliance, it was impossible that both
should be gratified; had the marringe-rites been celebrated in Brittany,
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heart-burning might have ensued in Limousin ; and if, on the other hand,
the Vicomte’s people had been favoured, the choler of the angry Bretons
would probably have been roused. To avoid either alternative, the Mar-
quise de Chenevis decided that the marriage should take place in the
capital, and on the 1st of April, 1847, the banns were ublished for the
first time at the Mairie of the Premier Arrondissement de Paris ; and on
the following day (which was Sunday) the notice was repeated in the
church of Saint Roch, and in the Madeleine, where the flancés severally
resided.

Cuapter 1I.

WHICH SHOWS HOW NOBLE AND WEALTHY WAMILIES ARE PRIZED IN
’ PARIS.

WrATEVER faults may be imputed to the tradespeople of Paris, no
one can justly accuse them of neglecting their own interests. Their
empressement to secure customers, fascinating as may be the manner in
which it is developed, does not arise, as many have believed, from a
merely philanthropic or vain-glorious feeling, but is firmly based on the
money-making principle, so that when a Russian, an Englishman, or any
other wealthy foreigner, is offercd the run of their shops with the dulegt
intimation of, “ Payez quand vous voudrez,” he must clearly understand that
the shopkeeper’s regard is not for his person, but for “les beaux yeux de
sa cassette.” In other words, the Parisian tradesman is not more Quixo-
tic in his gencrosity than his brethren in London, Brussels, or Vienna—
but he speculates, perhaps, a little more boldly.

Amongst the customs which have of late years obtained in Paris, there
is one of a peculiar kind, which has been very geuerally followed by the
classe boutiquiere. Tt is this: —

Having an especial eye to business, wherever it may be done, they not
only fee the porters oi hotels to inform them when any rich arrival takes
place, that they may instantly wait upon them with their wares, but also
employ agents, who are perpetually on the qui vive to ascertain at the
different mairies, what persons of rank and wealth are affickés to be mar-
ried, that they may monopolise their custom. On occasions of this
nature, orders are profusely given, prices are seldom asked, and the
harvest is generally an abundant one.  There may sometimes be excep-
tions to the generosity of bridegrooms: we, for example, remember a
case where an acquaintance of ours, about to be married to a very lovely
girl, whispered to us, on Lis way to the altur, that * he would be 5
(never mind what), “if he gave the clergyman more than a guinea!”
(the curmudgeon deserved the fate which afterwards befel him) ; but
these instances are rare, and, for .he most part, those who furnish the
trousseau, have little cause to complain of niggard instructions.

The month of April opened last year with brighter promise than the
fickle season fulfilled. The morning of the 3rd was warm and genial,
the air was fresh and invigorating, the sun shone brightly, and many a
heart was cheered with hopes which, like the new leaves, have their
birth in epring and lie crushed and trodden under foot at the close of
autumn. At an open window on the premier of one of the hotels in the
Rue de Rivoli, and on the desirable side, overlooking the gardens of the
Tuileries, sat two ladies, enjoying the beauty of the newly-awakened
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eeason, and conversing with that joyous animation which denotes that the
heart is satisfied, the mind devoid of care, and no cloud upon the inno-
cence or serenity of either; such, at least, are the inferences usually
drawn from this delightful abandon of the spirits. It is the privilege of
age, after a life rightly spent, and the heritage of youth before it bas
come into contact with the misery or the vices of the world !

The ages of the ladies differed no less than their personal appearance.
The elder of the two had, probably, passed her fiftieth year; the youn
could scarcely have reached her twenticth. Both were handsome, but
the majestic embonpoint of the matron offered a remarkable contrast to
the svelle figure of the girl, and the air of command which characterised
the bearing of the first came out in striking relief against the winning
graces of manner which shed a halo round every movement and gesture
of her sweetly timid companion,

They were richly and fashionably attired, and the most careless ob-
server would at once have recognised them as persons of condition, so
unmistakable is the air of those who in their transit through life, are
only called upon to exercise the cthereal faculties of mind. That they
were opulent as well as of high rank might with equal certainty have
been inferred, from the fact of their occupying the apartments which we
have described, for the “ Hotel d'Abd-el-Kader” in which they resided
(we name it out of regard for the amiable and conciliating hostess,
whose charges are indelibly impressed upon our memory), is decidedly
the most expensive of its class, in this, the most expensive gquartier
of Paris.

But the nobility of soul pf the Marquise de Chenevis (the reader has
of course anticipated our avowal that she was the elder of the two ladies,
and Clotilde de Kerfilou, the younger), had always set her above the
paltry consideration of expense, when weighed in the balance with real
happiness, even when her worldly circumstances were at the lowest, and
it is a fact no less remarkable than true that she was never known—save
once—to question a single item in the numerous bills presented to her for
payment in the course of her chequered career. The exception (she told
the aneedote herself, with pleasing naiveté) occuired on the high road
between Lyons and Grénoble, at a small village where one of her horses
had cast a shoe, for replacing which a charge was made of a thousand
francs. * Mais, comment done ! Mille francs un fer de cheval !”

¢ ¢ Pas precisément, madame,” replied the farrier, ¢je ne demande pas
autant pour mon fer ; mais, il ne m'est jamais arrivé de ferrer le cheval
d’'une dame comms votre excellencey et je voudrais garder le souvenir de
votre trajet.’

¢ ¢ A la bonne heure,” ai-je repondu, en lui remettant un billet de
mille franes ; ‘mais, il me parait, monsieur, que c¢’est aussi dans votre
meétier de faire des impressions de voyage !'”

“That was the only time,” continued the Marquise, * that I ever re-
member being overcharged, but,” she used smilingly to add, “I forgave
the man’s impudence on acconnt of the compliment {19 paid me, forI was
vain enough then to be pleased with compliments and—sans trancher le
mot—good-looking enough to think I deserved them.”

It was of course the rarity of the occurrence that caused the Marquise
frequently to tell this story, and it so happened that she was often indis-
creet enough to mention it in the presence of tradespeople and persons of
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that description, who, it need scarcely be said, invariably took advantage
of her generous disposition. :

When we remember the nature of the event which had that morning
taken place at the mairie of the arrondissement in which they dwelt, the
subject on which the blushing Clotilde was so gaily discoursing with her
aunt may readily be surmised. It appeared to afford that kind relative
1o less heartfelt satisfaction, for her countenance beamed with smiles as
if she already saw in the projects for her niece’s marriage the fruition of
her dearest hopes, but even we, who are the historians of this true tale,
presume only to conjecture that such was the case, the few lasf words of
their conversation alone having reached our ear.

“ And you think then,” exclaimed Clotilde, with pleasure dancing in
her eyes, “you think they will send to us?”

“Think!” replied the marquise, ““I am perfectly sure of it. In our
position it was the very best move we possibly could fiwvr made. Rely
upon it, it is a perfectly safe—"

“ Hush I” said Clotilde, putting her finger on her lips, “there is
some one at the door—oh, it's only Lucille. ~ Well, Lucille, what is the
matter 7’

“If you please, Madame la Marquise, there is a person in the anti-
chamber who has brought this card, and wishes to have the honour of
being admitted.”

The Marquise took the card from the femme de chambre, shot a glance
of singular meaning at Clotilde, and then read aloud:

¢“MADEMOISELLE LE NORMAND, .
“ BouLevAarD pEs Carucings, No. 3,
“ CORBEILLES DE MARIAGE.”

¢ Really the good people of Paris divine our intentions almost before
they are formed. 1o you know Mademoiselle le Normand's establish-
ment, Lucille ?”’

. “Only by reputation, madame. I believe it is one of the first in
Paris.”

“Are you quite certain you have not spoken in that quarter of my
niece’s intended marriage ?”

¢ Mais, madame, je ne suis pas capable —”

“ Well, it-is very extraordinary ! I wonder how she could have heard
of it. At any mate, show the person in.”

The femme de chambre disappeared, and presently returned, followed
by a very well-dressed lady, who was endowed with no small share of
volubility. ¢ She was the dame de confiance of the celebrated modiste,
who would herself have had the honour of waiting on the Marquise de
Chenevis (a low curtsey), and the Comtesse de Malendroit (another and
still lower reverence), had she not been suddenly summoned to Neuilly to
receive her Majesty’s commands respecting a costume for the young
Duchesse de Montpensier. But whatever orders mesdames thought pro-

er to give, might be intrusted to her with the fullest reliance of their
ing, &e., &c.,” the usual formula on these occasions. *‘It is not to be
supposed,” continued the voluble emissary, “that ladies of such distin-
guished rank as yours do not employ milliners of your owd;~persons of
extremely good taste, no doubt,—but as there is only one house in Paris
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where a froussear comme il faut can be obtained, and not ﬁee'wing
your names already in her books, Mademoiselle Le Normand thought it

-was only due to yourselves to remind you of her claims upon the atten-
tion of all persons of quality, and particularly upon that %f ladies of
your exalted position whom it would be a happiness for her to serve.”

The Marquise and Clotilde received this accueil very graciously, but
without manifesting any symptoms of maruvaise konte which even ladies
of rank, who are accustomed to reside in the provinces, exhibit in the
presence of a fashionable Parisian milliver. ~ They accepted the compli-
ments of the dame de confiance as a matter of course, and with that
supreme’ air of indifference which so well became them, expressed their
willingness to make the necessary purchases.

The materials were at hand, for scarcely had their consent been given
when, at a signal, the effect of which was almost magical, two demoi-
selles entered the room laden with eartons, which were speedily opened
and the contents exhibited to the admiring eyes of the fair fancée and
her fond relative, who, had Clotilde no¢ been an heiress, would have been
equally indulgent to her.

It would scarcely comport with the gravity with which we would fain
invest our writings, were we to dwell on the names and qualities of the
delicate webs and tissues that were displayed on this occasion ; how silk
and satin, tulle and lace, gauze and muslin, velvet and organdie, were by
turns recommended and approved of ; how many dresses of this texture,
or of that material, were ordered ; how many cachemires were selected ;
what a lovely veil was chosen; or how little the high prices, which
seemed to be asked for form’s sake only, interfered with the lavish and
dignified notions of the Marquise, who, a propos of the peculiar curve of
a wreath of orange-flowers, was reminded to tell Clotilde the memorable
story of the horse-shoe, which she, in the kindness of her heart, could not
bring herself to acknowledge she had ever heard before, but listened to it
with an air of the most artless simplicity.

The result of the interview was, that the dume de confiance departed
in the highest degree satisfied with the ample order which she had
received, and, as a proof of her satisfaction, slipped twenty franes into
the hand of Lucille on taking her departure.

She had scarcely gone before another arrival was announced. This
time it was no less a personage than ome of the firm of Berthet and
Peret, the goldsmiths of the Rue Montmorency, who came loaded with
every object that could tempt, not only an expectant bride fresh from the
wilds of Brittany, but even the most experienced kabitué of the glitter-
ing line of shops that line the Palais Royal. Rings, bracelets, sevignés,
riviéres, boucles-d’oreilles, all that gold or precious stones could assume
of beautiful in form, or splendid of hue, was arrayed in the most tempt-
ing manner ; some costly articles were chosen,— others were set aside to
be determined on when the choice of Monsieur le Vicomte was declared,
and an intimation was given that the gentleman's family-plate being
rather old-fashioned, the probability was*that he might be indueed to
order an entirely new service. ) .

¢ 8'il était possible, madarde,” said the jeweller, “ que I'argenterie de
monsieur fut au dernier degré rococo, nous ne ferions pas la moindve
hésitation ¥ prendre en échange autant qu'il en posstde.”

He, too, went his way charmed with his reception, and building castles
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of frosted silver on the strength of the profit which he expected to make
out of the wealthy, but ignorant, campagnards!

Other tradespeople, bent on similar errands,—their names are worth.
recording for t{:e sake of posterity,—succeeded :—M. Aucoc, from the
Rue d’Orleans, brought a magnificent nécessaire de voyage ; M. Giroux,
from the Coq St. Honoré, sent a splendid service de totlette ; Madame
Bouilly, the plumassiére de ln reine, came charged with wreaths of
flowers and feathers formed into the most graceful diadems, and here the
Marquise ordered on her own account ; and Messieurs Cartier, of the Rue
Richelieu, would not be denied, as they urged the inspection of their
richest velvets and ¢apis de pied for the ameublement of the Chidteau de
Malendroit ; in short, the Marquise and Clotilde found the morning much
too short for the numerous calls which were made upon their patronage,
and were compelled at last to deny—for that day—further admittance to
the crowd of applicants who thronged their doors.

While this gratifying expenditure of a munificently-conceived expendi-
ture was going on in the Hotel d’Abdel-Kader, a scene not very dis-
similar was—singularly enough-—being enacted in the Rue de Provence,
where the Vicomte Hercule Gabriel Dieudonné de Souillac had taken
up his quarters.

The Vicomte, arrayed in a gorgeous shawl dressing-gown, with a
pantalon de matin and chaussure to match, a crimson satin scarf with
gold fringes loosely tied round his throat, and a purple velvet Fez scull-
cap on his head, was half-reclining on a sofa beside his breakfast-table,
dreamily engaged in smoking a cigar of ambrosial flavour, while his half-
shut cyes seemed directed towards the pages, of the Gazette de France—
a journal which soothed his aristocratic prejudices without producing any
painful disturbance of his ideas. At his feet lay an extremely small
spaniel of the King Charles breed ; a Blenheim and an Italian grey-
hound shared an Aubusson rug before the fire; and a large variegated
parrot—stupid, silent. and greedy-—sat on a perch to which it was
fastened by a silver chain, wistfully eyeing the remains of a paté de foie
gras, of which it had alrcady eaten more than its share.

While thus occupied, a low ringing sound reached the ears of the
Vicomte, like fairy bells set in motion by some gentle zephyr, and the
heavy brocaded portiére being drawn aside, gave admission to his valet-
de-chambre, one of the smoothest-spoken and most noiseless of his race.
De Souillac raised his eyes, without altering his position, and by a motion
of his eyebrows inquired the reason of his entrance.

¢ Monsieur le Vicomte,” said the valet, interpreting the sign into a
permission to speak, though in a very subdued tone, ‘il y a un monsieur
qui désire vous parler.”

“ Comment se nomme-t-il ?”’ asked the Vicomte.

¢ 1l s’appelle Petitbon.”

“ Faites-le entrer,” said Hercule, languidly ; and leaning back again,
was speedily absorbed in the fumes of his cigar, and of the Gazette.

A few moments afterwards,"a low growl from each of the spaniels, and
a hoarse scream on the part of the parrot, which might have been
intended for a welcome, orits reverse, #hnounced the approach of a
stranger, and an elderly man, very scrupulously dressed in black, with the
ribbon of the Legion of Honour in his™ button-hole,®entered the

apartment.
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The Vicomte abated but slightly of the nonchalant air, which seemed
habitual to him, as he motioned the new-comer to a seat, which the latter
took with a profound bow.

There was & pause for a few seconds, which at length was broken by
the stranger, for the Vicomte contented himself with smiling blandly on
him, as he slightly turned in the direction where he sat.

«] have the honour,” said Monsieur Petitbon, * of speaking to the
Vicomte de Souillac 7

«1 am so named,” replied Hercule.

«Of the noble family of the De Souillacs, of Limousin, I believe ?”
continued”the visitor, with an inquiring smile.

« Precisely,” was the laconic answer.

« And,” added Monsieur Petitbon, with an increasing radience of
expression, “unless I am greatly misinformed, Monsieur le Vicomte
intends shortly to be married ?”

“ These questions are peculiar, sir,” returned Hercule, with a slight
tinge of haughtiness in his manner; “ may I inquire for what purpose you
put them ?”

“ An apology is, doubtless, necessary,” observed M. Petitbon ; but, I
trust, that, umf;r the circumstances, you will pardon me."”

The Vicomte bowed somewhat stifily, and put on an expression of grave
expectation.

“ To have presumed to trespass on leisure, every moment of which
can be so happily employed—particularly at present —is, I am aware, an
indiscretion ; but the fact is,” pursued the visitor, with an air of bonkommie
which scemed natural to him; ¢ 1 do know the nature of your position.”

In spite of the Vicomte's sangfroid and knowledge of the world, he
could not refrain from slightly starting at these words, and the colour
rose, for a moment, to cheeks which were ordinarily of the delicate tint of
the ostrich’s egg—that creamy pallor which, it is said, most ladies love,
This transient emotion was not unobserved by M. Petitbon, who con-
tinued-— ¢

“ Yes, you are about to become one of the happiest of men ; and, I
doubt not, the estimable lady to whom you are shortly to be united is as
charming as she is wealthy.” Hercule breathed agaiu, like his classical
namesake relieved from the burden of Atlas. * But,” and, as M. Petit-
bon spoke, he drew his chair closer to the table, in spite of a menacing:
side-long movement of the parrot ; ¢ but, in affairs of this najure, young
heads are apt to overlook some of the most necessary preliminaries. = Now:
as 1 am, I flatter myself I may say, an experienced notary—"

“ Pardon me, sir,” said Hercule, interrupting him; ¢ the family
notaries have already arranged the settlements.”

“ No doubt, no doubt,” replied M. Petitbon, “it could not be other-
wise ; that is not the point I was driving at. 'What I mean is this—but
first, excuse me, I must ask you a question. Have you decided upon the
place where you are to pass the honeymoon ?” .

“Why, to tell you the truth, M. Petitbony” answered the Vicomte, ina
more gracious manner than he had hitherto spoken ; it is still a matter
of uncertainty. My facher’s ehateaur are all too remote to be reached
without fati o.miy the same objection applies to those of Mademoiselle
de Kertilou, @hose estates, as perhaps you may have heard, are ip Brit-
tany, and not eufficiently casy of access for those who are impatient for'
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repose and solitude. We had some thoughts of going to England, for the
Dauchess of Kent, Lord Palmerston, Sir Peel, and sev other noble
wighs—all of whom are relations of my future wife—have offered us
their shootinf-boxes on the oceasion, but we are still undecided, and, to
speak sincere fr, the fear of the mal demer is one very strong motive against
my taking Clotilde there, independently of the perfidious' character of
gl:a natives of Albion. No, that is & point which is by no means set-

M. Petitbon’s eyes glistencd as he heard this avowal.

¢ That,” said he, “is exactly what I wished. I told you I was a
notary ; well, I am that and something more ; that is tosay, I have more
than one string to my bow. I have had many clients, whose property—
most advantageously for themselves (for L have a kind of mania for making
investments in houses and lands)—has Passed into my hands, and I
generally have some pretty place at my disposal on occasions like these,
which I can either let or sell, according to the exigencies of the case.
Now, it so happens, that I have, at the present moment, the sweetest little
campagne that ever was seen, situated on the skirts of the forest of Fon-
tainebleau, in the pretty village of Thomery, close to the banks of the
Seine. It is within an easy distance from Paris, not half a day’s journey ;
there is a railroad to Corbeil, half way, in little more than an hour—the
remainder a pleasant drive of three or four more-—nothing can be more
accessible, nothing more charming ; and the price, for a rich man like
you, M. le Vicomte, is a mere bagatelle. Here is a view of the chAteau
and a plan of the grounds; nothing can come near it for cheapness and
beauty.” .

Saying this, he produced a portefeunille from a side-pocket, out of which
he took a paper, and, unfolding it, displayed a drawing of a pretty-look-
ing house, with very picturesque accessories of wood, water, pleasure-
grounds, and garden, in short, the thing of all others to tempt a newly-
married couple.

Hercule took up the drawing, and inspected it with a critical air.

¢ It looks very well on paper,” he observed, rather drily.

¢ The artist has been unable to do justice to it,” was the reply. <A,
if you could but see it.”

“It is too far to go from mere curiosity,” said Hercule, *at least
with my pressing engagements ; but,” he added, seeing that his visitor
looked a little blank at the remark; I am quite disposed to take your
word as to the eligibility of the place. How much do you ask for it?
For, as I have a violent passion E)r sport, and have permission from the
king to hunt in all the royal forests, I should not, after all, object to have
a pied & terre something nearer to Paris than my own domains, though
we abound in wolves and wild-boars in our part of Limousin ; so, if you
will name the price, perhaps we may come to an understanding.”

¢ As I said re, it is but a trifle—two hundred thousand francs is all
I ask.”

“ Two hundred thousand ‘francs! That is not much, certainly. I
think Ishall feel disposed to become the purchaser.”

At this ready acquiescence, M. Petitbon bit his lip, as if he felt sorry at
nof-having put on an extra twenty thousand or so.

2% But,” continued the Vicomte, in a fravk, easy, oﬂ’-bnm‘ay ; “there
is one objection which, perhaps, you may make. I am, as you say, and
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a8 all.the world knows, passablement rich, and when I am married, to say
nothing of what will accrue to me at my father’s death, I shall be really
wealthy ; but you, Monsieur Petitbon, are, no doubt, perfeetly aware,
that we young noblemen are compelled to lead somewhat expensive lives ;
our horses, our carriages, our establishments are costly—and fathers,
with the best intentions possible, do not always enter into our wants or
adequately provide for them, the result of which is, that I, like-m
others whom I could name : there is De Foisonsac, for example, a mil-
lionaire in expectancy, and yet poor ; I lent him five thousand Wancs only
yesterday ; we, 1 say, are sometimes in want of sums of ready money to
enable us to do what our inclinations prompt. I scarcely think I could
pay you down two hundred thousand francs, though my father's bankers,
of course, would advance me tl}:e amo:!mlt; at a moderate rate of interest on
my simple antee, only I have a delicacy in applying to them.”

}:‘ As forgt.l‘:::, M. le ViZomte," said M. etitbc?x?,yi;nfurdly exulting as
the fish came nearer to the bait, ¢ I think you would not find the imme-
diate want of money an insuperable obstacle. I will owg to you that I
am accustomed to deal with young men of rank whose*ecrétaira are
oftener cmpty than full, and),' instead of turning a deaf ear to their
necessities,ll’ sometimes go out of my way to oblige them, of course for a
limited period, for I naturally look for quick returns. In this affair, now,
of the chiteau, I should have no objection io take your note of hand for
two months.”

“ Of course not,” said the Vicomte, carelessly ; * but as I do not abso-
lutely want to buy it, and by way of novelty can, at any rate, accept my
friend Sir Peel’s invitation, f do not see why I should place mysel?in the
situation of your debtor for a’tBing which, after all, may not please me.
If the money were offered instead of the campagne, that might make a
difference, and, by-the-bye, I shall be in want of cash until Clotilde’s do¢
is paid ; let me see,” he continued, musing, ¢ five hundred thousand on
the 24th of this month—the same sum in October, and a year hence—but
no—it’s not worth putting myself to any inconveuience—a little forbear~
ance is all that is requisite, the diamond parure and the service of plate
can be countermanded, though I shall be mortified not to keep my pro-
mise ; ah, I beg pardon, Monsieur Petitbon, I was absorbed for & moment
—1I fear I must (fecline your offer, unless indeed it were not inconvenient
to you to lend me as much as you ask for the chiteau ; not that I abso-
lutely require the money, for in point of fact I hate to be hored about
affairs, Lut as you seem disposed for a transaction, I don’t miud encoun-
tering the trouble for once.” ,

The usurer had not reckoned without his host ; the hook was already
in the victim's gullet ; he felt that he had nothing to do but to draw out
his line ; young men will be so improvident when the means of extrava-

.gance are set within their reach.

“ Money,” he replied, in the stereotymhrase of his class, * is scarce
Jjust now, and so large a sum as two hundred thousand francs is not very
readily come at : suppose I were to say a hundred thousand down—fifty
thousand more in railway shares of the Cauterets and Gavarnie line,,
which will pay immensely one of these days, and the remainder in & lo§
of vin de Suresnes (premitre qualité), Roman pearls, aﬁalﬁe de Seyssel,
and granite 'ingh:mw (premiére qualité also) which I happen: to
have on hand ; if this offer should suit you, and you gave me your-ac-
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ceptance at a month, crossed—merely for form’s sake—Dby the Comtesse
de Malendroit, for five hundred thousand, I don't see but what we might
come to terms.”

The dignified rétenu of the Vieomte gave way before this proposition,
and he fairly laughed.outright.

¢ Mais, mon cher M. Petitbon, of what use in the world will all those
articles be to me 7 What on earth can I do with Roman pearls and
Eav'mg stones, asphalte and Vin de Suresnes—a wine, by-the-bye I never

eard of bffore 7 Do you take me for & marchand en gros ?”

“ By no means ; only in affairs of this kind there are always make-
weights, and it is very easy to get rid of them at a trifling discount.
Never heard of Vin de Suresnes! ~You surprise me, Monsieur le Vicomte ?
I thc’sught it was familiar to every Parisian. Its flavour is equal to—
tO-—- ’

“To that of asphalte, I dare say. Mais passe pour cela ; provided I am
not obliged to drink this famous wine nor carry away paving stones, I
have no object"n to the bargain.”

“ As far as the stones arc concerned you need be under no apprehen-
sion, for they are quietly lying on a wharf by the river side in front of
the Chiteau de Thomery, ready to be used when the high road from
Fontainebleau to Paris is made to run through the village ; a man might
make a fortune out of that contract alone. Such incomparable granite!
However, as you do not seem to care about these objets, 1 undertake to
find somebody to buy them, and will get as much as the present state of
the market admits of. The money and the railway shares, shall be ready
—~let nfb see—will the day after to-morrow do?”

“ Perfectly, mon cher monsieur, perfetly. Que je suis étourdi! I
never once asked you if you had breakfasted.”

“ Oh! a long time since, I never—"

¢ Pas méme une tranche du pité et un verre de Malaga ?”

¢ Rien, absolum:nt rien, je vous assure;” he rose as he spoke ; “aun
lendemain, Monsieur le Vicomte, & midi. J’ai '’honneur de vous saluer !

“ Au revoir, mon cher monsieur—Frangois, la porte!”

And thus ended the interview between the cunning money-lender and
the spendthrift scion of nobility.

Cuarter III

WHICH CLEARLY DEMONSTRATES, THAT THERE ARE WISE MEN IN OTHER
PLACES BESIDES GOTHAM.

WE should be almost travelling over the ground we have alrcady
trodden, were we minutely to describe what took place at the hotel of the
Vicomte de Souillac on the morning after M. Petitbon’s visit, and on
several successive days. His apartments were literally besieged by appli-
cants for the honour of his custom, which, for a pococurante like Hercule,
must have been really distressing. In the embarrassment of his position
he- felt that the least troublesome course he could adopt was to refuse
nobody, and many an honest heart'was gladdened thereby, -

If M. Vigoureux, worthy of his name, would insist on siipplying one of
his famous travelling carriages, with those inimitable * erics & vis,” which
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weigh only three kilos, it surely was an act of great kindness on the part
of gercule to take it on the coachmaker’s simple warranty. Nor was it
less amiable of the Vicomte to purchase all his saddlery of Caroulle in the
Rue Jussienne ; he gave him the dpreference, he said, on account of its
being an old house of business and bearing an ancient Breton name, the
“ ancienne maison Tanneguy,” thus paying a delicate compliment to his
affianced bride. Le Page, the great armurier, in the Rue Richelieu,
sought and obtained an extensive order for double-barrelled fowling-pieces,
travelling and duelling-pistols, with the Vicomte’s arms inlaid in mother-
of-pearl and platina. Lebatard, in the Rue Coquilli¢re, the oldest estab-
lishment in Paris, for it dates from the ycar 1612, the beginning of the
reign of that excellent shot, Louis the Thirteenth, of whom some one
asking why he’was called ¢ Le juste,” was told, ** Il est juste, au moins,
quand il tire 'arquebuse;” Lebitard, we say, furnished the greater part
of his hunting-gear and all his fishing-tackle, and, we are happy to add,
very excellent 1t was of its kind. 1t would be a difficult thing to say
how many tailors and bootmakers danced attendance at his daily levée ;
these people have an intuitive perception of the arrival of a rich man in
Paris, and had found the Vicomte .out even before the publication of the
bauns of marriage ; it was Bankofski, of the Rue Neuve des Petits
Champs, whose struggles in the cause of Polish independence were
scarcely less meritorious than the cut of his garments, who made the very
robe dechdlbbre in which Hercule received Monsieur Petitbon ; it was
Frogé, of the Boulevard des Capucines, who constructed the trousers
which fitted so admirably ; Arfvidson built his coats, and Humann, a name
little less renowned, not only, out did himself in the Vicomte’s paletots,
but had the honour of making the riding-habits of Clotilde de Kerfilou,
Comtesse de Malendroit. Monsieur Falle, in the Rue Gaillon, who
boldly declares over his shop-door that he works for the reigning Duke
of Saxe Cobourg and Prince Albert, had the happiness of taking the
measure of Hercule’s foot (he did not guite succeed in the attempt); but
Giraud, of the Palais Royal, was perhaps the most. favoured amongst the
boot-makers, Ais boots, said the Vicomte, admitted of so much elasticit
of movement, you felt so little géne in wearing them, they inspired suc{
locomotive propensities that it was quite a pleasurc to wear them, and, in
the enthusiasm of the momen, he declared that he would certainly recom-
mend the minister of war to order of M. Giraud a gencral supply for the
French army, and particularly for that part of it which has been engaged
for the last fifteen years in running after Abd’-el-Kader, and destroying so
much shoe leather in the fruitless attempt to catch him ; he also observed,
he was convinced that no boots would be found more useful on a retreat.
The desire for the Vicomte’s patronage, moreover, was not confined to
those who are ¢ to the mauner born” in Paris; it affected even the
foreigners established there, and a very satisfactory interview Mr. Screw,
the horse-dealer, had with the noble Limousin. He managed to dispose
of several very fine animals--which were not more particularly foundered
or much greater roarers or whistlers than ar® usually to be met with gn
London repositories, for the mysteries of horse-dealing is the same all the
world over; but they quite enchanted Hercule, who was about ag good &
judge of horse-flesh ‘as the gencrality of his countrymen. He even yielded
8o far to Mr. Serew’s eloquence as to allow him to “look out for him” a
couple of nice steeple-chasers for the next meeting at the Croix de Berny ;
¢ Hannimals, musseer,” said Screw, in that easy way. of his, to, which
Feb,~—voL. LXXXII. NO. CCCXXVI, M
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his fine Parisian accent lends so great a charm, * hannimals as will do
eredit to their hoaner, and cut out the work for them as is to foller ’em.”
The eulogium on these unknown sons of the wind was, perhaps, lost on
the daring youn%'l nobleman, as he did not understand a syllable of the
Ianguage in which it was uttered, and Mr. Screw’s purity of accent was

ossibly thrown away, but he behaved as well under the circumstances ag
if he had been a professed linguist, for he convinced that respectable
horse-dealer that he had got a good pratigue. The way in which he did
80 was extremely simple; he merely nodded his head several times,
slapped his trousers’-pocket significantly, and uttered the expressive words
¢ G—d: dam,” which sounded very sporting, and spoke volumes, in Mr.
Screw’s opinion, as to his future intentions.

“ Arter all,” said that gentleman to a satellite in a very long waistcoat,
very loose breeches, and very wrinkled gaiters, “arter all, Robi’son,
these ’ere French coves isn't quite such dev’lish muffs as cne takes ’em for;
they're pluckey enough at times if they only know’d when to show it,
but onluckily they forgets to make use on it when they comes in sight of
a rasper ; five foot of stiff timberis pretty much the same to them as the
great wall of Chiney. But that’s no anﬁ to us as has got hosses to sell,
18 it, Robi’son? This musseer, they tells me, is pretty nigh as rich as
old What’s-his-name down there,” (Mr. Serew pointed in the direction of
the Tuileries,) “and if so be as be has got the blunt they talks on, why
he won’t object to stand a tolerable figger for reg’lar thoff-bred ’uns,
will he, Robi’son ?”

It is unnecessary to say that Mr. Robinson perfectly coincided in
opinion with his principal, but it may be interesting to the reader to
know that the entire question as to the best manner of supplying the
Vicomte with ¢ clever nags” was fully discussed by those gentlemen over
a rump-steak and a pot of porter at the * English house’” on the Boule-
vard de ]a Madeleine, where those dainties can now be had in almost as
great perfection as in Finch-lane or ’Change-alley.

The day appointed by M. Petitbon found him punctual to his engage-
ment, and no less punctual in the fulfilment of his promise. The money
and the railway shares were forthcoming, and in exchange the Vicomte
gave him five * bons”—most scrupulously endorsed by the rich heiress—
for a hundred thousand francs each. How enormously M. Petitbon
gained by the transaction the merest tyro in arithmetic can see at a
glance; it-was two hundred and forty per cent. on the face of it, to say
nothing of the profit which he got in re-purchasing the vin de Suresnes,
the asphalte, the Roman pearls, and the paving-stones. ¢ There was,”
he told Hercule, ¢a tremendous glut of those &ings just then ; he was
afraid, after all, he should be obliged to ship them off for New Orleans
at a great sacrifice, and the most he could offer was five thousand
francs.” Here was a dead loss to the Vicomte of forty-five thousand
francs, but he bore the announcement with the coolness of a Cato and
the firmness of a Brutus, and so little difference did it make in his feelings

ards M. Petitbon, that while he pocketed the cash, he then and there

ited him to be present at the wedding breakfast, the happy day being
fixed foy the 17th of April. :

Much as we set our faces against the reckless extravagance of the

ung men of the present day, both in Em and France, we never

ar of usurious dealings auclz as we have ibed, without earnestly

hoping for some punishment. to fall on the lender as well as the borrower;
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and if the reader shares our sentiments, he will, ere this, have prayed that
retribution might be in store for the greedy and avaricious Mousieur
Petitbon.

“ This is the happiest moment of my life,” is a phrase in the mouths
of men at many different periods of their existence. The advocate who
gains his first cause, the actor whose début is successful, the author who,
like Byron, “awakes, and finds himself famous,” the newly come out at
her first ball, the orator on the hustings after his election, the dinner-giver
taken by surprise when his health is proposed, these, and a thousand more,
assure the world that ¢kat” is the occasion when their star of happiness
shines brightest. 'With lovers it is still a question which is the most en-
trancing moment, when first consent is timidly whispered in reply to the
impassioned avowal, or when that consent is ratified at the altar 7 Both
epochs are fraught with enjoyment, but the period between declaration
and marriagoe has attractions little less potent. Hercule and Clotilde loved
each other, as the poet says, ¢ to madness,” and the happiest time of their
lives was decidedly the interval to which we have referred, for, however
delightful anticipation may be, it sometimes, even in this cold, cruel
world of ours, };lls short of reality. The past to them was a gilded
dream, the future a splendid vision—but the present was a tangible fact.
They were neither of them mere materialists, but they could not shut
their eyes to the material evidences of their position, Theysaw the world
at their feety its brightest and costliest productions were seattered before
them, and every hour afforded some fresh token of the confidence and
esteem of those by whom they were surrounded. So great was that
confidence, so perfect that esteem, that it never entered into the heads of
any of the numerous suitors for the patronage of the Comtesse de Malen-
droit and the Vicomte de Souillac, to ask for ¢ money down” for the
countless heaps of merchandise, the stores of glittering gems and costly
raiment which were showered upon the lovers with so much eagerness,
who might really have been pardoned had they fancied that what scemed
Jjewels in the sun, might turn, like fairy gifts, to dew-drops in the shade.

We like to give a reason for every thing when we can, and the way
we account for the abstinence to which we have adverted, is by supposing
that when your money is safe, it is fur better to give time to run up a
good long bill; when a customer sces prices perpetually staring him in
the face, he instinctively forbears from making fresh purchases ; moreover,
it is so much pleasanter to receive a good round sum all at once, than to
have it doled out in dribblets ; and, finally, it is to be borne in mind, that
even the lapse of a fortnight admits of ja considerable difference between
the spoken and the written value of all objets, whether of luxe-or of
Suntaisie.

It was not in the disposition either of Clotilde, or her adored one, to
blight the ardent natures of those who strove in the humblest degree to
minister to their occasions on the advent of such an auspicious event as
their approaching marriage, and no restraint was placed upon the efforts
of the indefatigable Parisians, although, if she truth must be told, the
latter were labouring solely for their own benefit. Had the fair Breton
girl been a nameless outcast instead of a rich heiress, or had the blazon
of De Souillac’s aristocratic shield been untinctured with or, it is more
than probable that neither money-lender, nor jeweller, nor modiste, nor
coachmaker, nor any of the multiform slaves of Plutus, would have
thronged their anti-chambers, or b02wed obeisance in their salons; bup

M
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they, one and all, attached implicit credence to the widely-circulated re-
port of the wealth of each, and to enjoy that reputation is, in this world,
the surest way to enjoy all that wealth can command.

Men and: sheep are alike gregarious, it is only necessary for one tolead,
and all the rest blindly follow.  There was but one feeling in all these
people, and that was, which should be ghe foremost to serve, or, if there
existed another, it was a shade of envy at what seemed to be an undue
preference. ' They certainly eonsulted less the inclinations of their patrons,
than their own heated desires ; but they had tractable persons to deal
with, who submitted to their empressement without & murmur.

‘When left to themselves, Clotilde and Hercule could give way without
reserve to the sentiments of wonder and admiration which the novelty of
their situation excited ; and even the Marquise, more experienced in the
ways of the world, could with difficulty repress the emotions which her
more advanced age did not prevent her from sharing. But with her the
feeling was transitory ; she knew that the day-dreams of love, however
delicious, must come to a close, and—she argued wisely—pcrhaps to an
abrupt one. She therefore took upon herself the arduous task of
arranging every thing for the departure of the happy pair from Paris on
their wedding-day, and to this end she was constantly occupied in the
mechanical labour of emballage ; and with her own hand wrote the direc-
tions on all the packages which were consigned by roulage to the care of
the intendant of Clotilde’s favourite chiteau. When these arrangements
had been made and the happy day drew near, she gave directions for
preparing the wedding-breakfast, which was to be graced, she said, by
all the distinguished relatives whom etiquette had hitherto kept at a dis-
tance from Paris. The Baron de Choucroute, who had served with great
distinction under the Emperor (but she forgave that on account of his gal-
lantry) ; the Chevalier de Blanc-bec, an ornament of the court of Charles
the Tenth; the gay and lively De Foisonsac ; the Comte and Comtesso
de Castel-nullepait and their lovely daughter Agla€, who was to be prin-
cipal bridesmaid, wcre amongst those enumerated ; "but to give the names
of all would occupy too much of our space; let it suffice if we say
that all the antique noblesse of Limousin and Bretagne, who claimed
kindred with the lovers, headed by the aged pair to whom the Vicomte
owed his existence, were summoned to the festive meeting. The enter-
tainment in honour of such guests must needs be a splendid one, and
two of the largest salons in the Hotel d’Abd’-el-Kader were thrown
into one, that there might be ¢ room and verge enough” for its
display. The amiable proprietress, whom we have already mentioned,
had the privilege of furnishing the decorations which, it was particularly
requested, might be charged for withou! reserve in the bill she was in-
structed to prescnt on the return of the young couple from church.
Duval, in the Rue St. Honoré, purveyed the wines,—creaming cham-

agne and sparkling Moselle for the more mercurial guests, generous
iaﬂitte and ieart-warming Clos-Vougeot for those whose bosoms were
chilled by age; Berthcllemot was made the happiest of confiseurs, and
the restauration in all its completeness came from the Café Anglais,
How was it possible to make better provision ?

“The month of April has, time out of mind, lain under the reproach of
fickleness, but its inconstancy was never more fully a&parent than last
yoar. The first few days were warm and bright, but the promise of an
early and a genial spring was-soon broken, and a sharp, black frost with
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bailstorms and cutting winds succeeded. But the hopes to which the
month hed given birth were bright as ever, and besides the bride and
bridegroom, and the kind and good Marquise, many a face amongst those
with whom they had recently been engaged in business affairs, was
radiant with expectation on the morning of the 17th of April. None,
perhaps, experienced more tranguil satisfaction than Madame Fourbe,
of the Hotel d’Abd’-el-Kader, as she sat in the little room on the rez
de chaussée in the court-yard, making up her accounts. The Marquise
and her lovely niece, who had taken her apartments for a month, had
very unearly completed the term, and in addition to the two thousand
francs which she charged for them, there was a long list of items
amounting to as much more, for dinners, and breakfasts, and baths, for
postage and porterage and attendants, for the hire of fiacres, for small
sums disbursed, for money lent to the femme-de-chambre, and last not
least, for that formidable article in all hotel charges, wax lights; and
soit dit en passant, the price of bougies, enormous everywhere, was always
augmented one hundred per cent. in the méinsires of Madame Fourbe,
so that when a traveller examined his bill at leisure—after havingpaid it
~——he was apt to think he had been participating in the expenses of a
general illumination during the whole period of his sojourn at the hotel,
or came, at least, to the conclusion that the difficult physical problem of
burning the candle at both ends, had, in a literal sense, been completely
solved. There was a quiet smile on the placid features of the worthy
ﬁroprietress, which indicated not only a mind at peace but a sensation of
eart-felt pleasure, which possibly arose as much from the prospect that
she should that day be the gecipient of a good round sum, as from the
consciousness of having done her duty by these wealthy provincial guests,
in the sense in which that act is understood by a Parisian hotel-keeper.
But pleasure, as the moralists always say, is sadly evanescent, and
although she laboured at, her griffonage for a full hour, it was with a sigh
that she proceeded to cast up the sum total. Like Alexander’s tears, the sigh
was because there was nothing more to be added to the large account.
The joy of Monsieur Petitbon on the morning of the same day, mani-
fested itself in outward demonstrations of a stronger kind. His suite of
apartments in the Marais (his house was No. 10, in the Rue Neuve St.
Nicolas) seemed altogether too small for him, though we can assure the
reader that it consisted of five separate piéces, not including a kitchen and
a closet for wood. Up and down and through and through-did he pace
them with hasty steps, like some wild animal impaticnt ofiis cage ; now
he would rub his hands and anon bugst out into a chuckle of exultation
at the thought—it must be confessed—of having done so remarkably well
in his transaction with the Vicomte de Souillac, of having made so much
money (in expectation), and of having got rid of a wretched, crazy old
chiteau, which, if the new occupants were lucky, might perhaps not fall
down and bury them in its ruins on the first nigi}l't of their slceping in it ;
but of its forbearance in this respect he entertained great doubts. He
was dressed in an entirely new suit of blacl) his chapeau Gibus had been
sent home only the night before from the hatter, the ribbon in his button-
hole was a fresh ome, and although the white kid gloves on his hands
were new, and showed no symptoms of splitting at the thumbs, hecarried
an extra pair in his pocket in order to be provided against such an aceident.
In the same pocket he also carried a black morocco note-case, on which
were inscribed in gold letters the magical words, ¢ Billets de- Bangue,”
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though at this moment the case was empty ; not long, however, according
to M. Petitbon’s calculation, to remain so, for the Vicomte had intimated
to him, that he should have no more difficulty in taking up his bills on that
day than on the one when they legally became due, am{)that, in point of
fact, he should prefer coming to a final understanding at once in pre-
ference to deferring it until he was engrossed by the joys and duties ofp the
nuptial state.

It was accordingly agreed between the parties that all was to be fully
arranged in the brief hour between the performance of the marriage cere-
mony and the réunion for the wedding breakfast. So much delicacy and
(as George Robins used to say) “tact,” accompanied every arrangement
of the Vicomte, that the same hour was appointed, not for auditing (that
trouble would have been too great), but for paying every tradesman’s
bill, including the not particularly mild one of Madame %ourbe. All
business was to be disposed of before a single wedding guest arrived,
exception being of course made as to M. Petitbon, and tﬁen pleasure was
to hold undisturbed sway. It had, moreover, been scttled en petit comité,
the night before the wedding, that the favoured few who were to be ad-
mitted to the Madeleine to witness the nuptial rites, should proceed
thither in their own carriages, the shrinking modesty of Clotilde
de Kerfilou, and the matronly feelings of the Marquise, proﬁibiting every
token of publicity until the marriage ceremony was actually celebrated.

If we had the power of transporting our readers to two places at once,
we should set them with one foot in the Rue de Rivoli and the other in the
Marais, but as this cannot be, we shall briefly say of the former, that about
the hour of half-past ten the Vicomte's travelling britska, admirably
packed, was taken out of the courtyard of the Hotel d’Abd’-el-Kader
to be conveyed by post-horses ‘“to the railway-station,” there to re-
main till the arrival of the Vicomte and Vicomtesse in the simple close car-
ringe which would first be employed in taking Clotilde and the Marquise
to church and bringing the happy pair back again. At the self-same hour
a lutetienne drew up at the door of No. 10, Rue Neuve St. Nicolas, and
almost before the driver had dismounted from his box to knocek at the door,
the portal opened, and out came an elderly gentleman in black, with bril-
liant white kid gloves on and a chapeau Gibus under his arm. That
gentleman, the reader need scarcely be told, was M. Petitbon.

“ A lheure,” was his first exclamation, as he reckoned on detaining
the carriage some time, and was economically true to his profession, his
second was to tell the driver to proceed to the Madeleine.

Being engaged by time, and not by distance, the progress of the
lutetienne was not so rapid as the desires of the notary, but he arrived
at his destination at last, and the only event that befel him on his way
into the church was being mistaken for a bridegroom by a purblind old
woman, who sold bouquets at tue door ; we are afraid that M. Petitbon’s
white gloves were the cause of this error.

“ Eh bien,” said he, half aloud, when he had given himself time to
breathe, I am the first in tht field, at all events. Attendons les fiancés.”

He was destined to wait longer than he expected, for a full hulf hour
passed away and nobody made their appearance. The azure ceiling and
gilded columns, even the finely sculptured image of the saintin whose honour
the church was raised failed to attract his attention ; his eyes were riveted
on the church doors which he every moment expected to see opened to give
admission to the Vicomte and his bride, But he watched in vain ; ex~
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cept a few gaping strangers with red books in their hands—English, of
course, armed with their Murrays-——some of whom supposing him to be
the sacristan occasionally addressed him in a language which they
thought was French and he imagined to be high Dutch ; saving these, the
sacred edifice (which by the way, is more like a Greek temple than &
church) received no addition to the number within it ; not a priest was
there for the ministry of any rite, not a single official personage atten~
dant on any ceremony.

¢ C'est bien drdle,” said he, looking at his watch for the hundredth time,
I can’t have mistaken the hour. Eleven o'clock was certainly the time
named, aud it is now nearly twelve. There must have been some accident.”

And accordingly he resolved at once to do what he had been thinking
of a thousand times during his state of feverish suspense, namely to
down to the Rue de Rivoli and ascertain the ‘reason of the delay. He
therefore left the church and hailed the driver of the lutetienne, who, as
he mounted his box, made a very knowing grimace at two or three com-
panions with whom he had been having a very comfortable petit verre,
as much as to say, “Ce vieux-Ia est joliment flambé,” supposing, like the
old flower-woman that he had gone to the Madeleine to get married. He
then whipped off to the Rue de Rivoli, and throughout the drive the
notary’s head was thrust out of each window in succession in the hope of
catching a glimpse of the bridal party approaching, but he saw nothing
until he arrived at the Hotel d’Abd’-el-Kader, where a crowd of
waiters, a bevy of tradespeople, the porter and his wife, and even
the gentle proprietress, were assembled, apparently in a state of great
anxiety. The appearance of M. Petitbon was the signal for a partial
movement, and two servants rushed at once to the door to let him out of
the carriage.

« Has any thing happened ?” was the mutual exclamation of the notary
and Madame Fourbe, addressing each other.

¢ Mais, comment done, monsieur |” said the lady.

“Je ne comprends pas, madame !’ gasped the gentleman.

And for two minutes they remained staring at each other, unable to
say more. When they did find their voices again, it was to put fresh
questions. ¢ Have they gone to the church ?” asked one ;—¢ Have they
not left 1t ?” inquired the other.

An explanation at length ensped. Madame Fourbe stated that precisely
as the clock of the Tuileries struck eleven, the Marquise de Chenevis and
the Comtesse de Malendroit descended from their apartments and entered
the private carriage which was to take them to the Madeleine. They
drove off, leaving strict orders that every thing should be ready on their
return in half-an-hour; and, double that time having now elapsed, she
was becoming uneasy at their absence—an uneasiness which, like the
electric fluid on all in communication with it, had simultaneously com-
municated itself, not only to the whole household, but to every fresh
arrival of the many who ecame for payment of their various bills. But
the previous state of mind of Madame Fousbe wes as Elysium, when com-
pared with the dire apprehension which filled it, when M. Petitbon de-
clared that be had been waiting a full hour at the Madeleine for their
arrival. If such a thing were possible, we should almost ssy that she

ve utterancé to an oath! The confusion of her intellects could only
E: equalled by that of the notary and of the surrounding groups, unless,
indeed, the physical confusion caused by the confectioners’ and traiteurs’
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boys, who kept arriving every moment with trays full of ices and jellies and
hors & euvres for immediate consommation, may be admitted as a parallel.

Daylight broke at last, and its first ray fell upon the mind of a little
wizened-faced old man in the crowd, an optician from the Palais Royal,
who had brought a bill for thirty-six francs.

“Ces dames sont venues chez moi hier, dans Paprés midi, me de-
mander des lunettes & verres bleus pour voyager. - Elles m'ont laissé ce
vieux binocle pour &tre raccommodé, qui n'est pas méme or. Je me figure
qu'elles se sont sautvées par le chemin de fer ! ”

¢ The railroad! the railroad!” cried a hundred voices,—the notary’s
the Joudest of all. But which railroad was the question. M. Petitbon
entertained a feeble hope of the Orleans line, but the truly presaging fear
of the rest sent them off scampering, some in cabriolets, some on foot, to
the embarcadére in the Rue Pepiniére.

¢ Pray, sir,”” said the breathless leader of the pack to the first official
he met with at the station, ‘¢ when did the last train start ?”

* On which line, monsieur ?” asked the functionary, politely raising his
hat.

¢« Diable ! je ne sais pas,” was the reply of the bewildered man.

¢ Dans ce cas 13, monsieur,” returned the man in office, “je ne pourrais
pas vous dire.”

¢ Le convoi pour Bruxelles !” shouted the lLittle optician, who had kept
up with the best of them. .

Tl est parti, messieurs,” said the official, glancing upwards at the
clock,—* & midi precis; il y a vingt-deux minutes.”

A flood of information followed, from which it became clear to the
meanest capacity amongst the wretched dupes, that the wedding-party
had taken advantage of that mode of conveyance to leave the kingdom.

¢ They took their seats in their own britska in preference to the car-
riages of the train,” observed the railroad functionary.

¢ Their own britska !” growled an enraged coachmaker—he who had
supplied the patent cric-@ vis;  Say mine, till it is paid for.”

There was weeping and lamentation in Paris on the afternoon of the
17th of April, but no one howled louder than the little optician, not even
the notary of the Marais!

Special trains are not the fashion on French railways ; the day was too
foggy for the opdinary telegraph to work, and the electric telegraph was not
laid down, so there were no means of arresting the fugitives, who are sup-
posed to have passed a very pleasant summer at Baden-Baden, persons
answering their deseription having been héard of there, who lived en
prince at the Hotel de Russie, spent their money like Emperors, and
played at rouge et noir till they were thoroughly cleaned out ; and finally,
for another daring piece of escroquerie, found their way into the Gefiing-
niss, or common gaol.

It was subsequently ascertained that the Marquise de Chenevis had
been an owvreuse de loges, the Countess, her niece, an actress at the
Porte Saint-Martin, and the Vicomte Hercule Gabriel Dieudonné de
‘Souillac, a chevalier d'industrie of the first water.

Let mo one suppose that this exuberance of credulit{ on the part of the
Paris tradesmen is the mere coinage of the writer’s brain ; the fact oc-
curred in that capital last summer, almost in the manner above related,
as any one may discover who ‘chooses to refer to that excellent journal,

Galignani’s Messenger.
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THE EULEUS, OR PASITIGRIS.
BY W, FRANCIS AINSWORTH, ESQ.

Great System of Irrigation—We cross the Pluin between the Hedyphon and the
Pasitigris — Ahwaz ancient Aginis — A once flourishing Sugar Plantation——
Revolt of the Prince of the Zanghis—Extaordinary Mistake ofa Traveller—
The Band of Ahwaz—Ascent of the Karun— Junction of Three Rivers—'
Euleus and the Pasitigris—Contention with the Arabs of Band-i-Kir—Retrace
our Way to Ahwaz—Descent of the River to Mohammerah—The Estuary of

the Karun.

ON our departure from the marsh-environed capital of the Sheikh of
the Cha'b Arabs, we exchanged the open boat for Eorses provided for us
by Sheikh Thamar’s attentions. A ride of about twenty minutes took
us to the banks of the river Jerrahi, or Hedyphon, from whence a num-
ber of ¢anals are derived, and a system of irrigation is originated, which
rivals any-thing we read of in ancient times, or that has been described
with so many encomiums, as the system introduced into the kingdom of
Valencia by the Moors. Layard enumerates twenty-eight of these
canals by name. At a distance of seven miles from Fellahiyah, we came
to a spot where the canal that flows to the town is derived from the river
Jerrahi, and it was with no small difficulty that the horses crossed the
dyke of loose mud and reeds, into which they sometimes sunk up to their
girths.  The main branch of the river, Layard says, flows onwards
under the name of Nahr Busi into that estuary of the Persian. Gulf which
is called the Khor Musah. * The kashwah, or dam of the canal called
Ommu-l-sakkar, which canal is unfordable even in the dry season, gave
us similar trouble.  On the approach of an enemy, the dams of the canals
nearer to Fellahiyah, are broken down, and the country around is flooded,
the numerous vilfuges on the banks of the Jerrahi are, at the same time,
deserted, and the inhabitants, at an hour’s notice, transform their reed
hﬁlts ldiut;o rafts, and float with their property to gather round their
sheikh,

At a distance of about twelve miles above Fellahiyah we passed the
ruins of the old town of Dorak, after which the banks began to rise, and
towards evening we arrived at the small village of Oraibah, or Kareibah,
which being the spot from whence we were to start across the plain to
the Pasitigris, we made arrangements to spend the night. * As these con-
sisted simply in strewing some dry reeds on the ground, and piling up a
few bundles to the windward, they were'soon accomplished ; and we passed
a night in the mauner that is most enjoyable in these climates—the sky
clear, the temperature genial—every thing pleasant to the feeling and
charming to the eye. This, too, in the latter part of the month of
November. We started early the ensuing morning, for we had along ride
before us, upwards of forty miles across the plain. At first there was some
verdure with traces of a ‘canal that once flowed from the Karun, above
Ahwaz to the Jerrahi, and occasional mounds, the sites of olden villages.
There were also some marshy spots, but gradually the plain began to rise
and became sandy and gravelly, stretching eastwards and upwards to a
low range of hills of stratified soft red sandstones, and westwards, and
downwards to the great alluvial plain of Dorakstan, Being a bright warm



166 The Euleeus, or Pasitigris.

day the mirage was peculiarly striking and afforded a deal of amusement
by the singular scenes which it occasionally presented to our sight, and
which it broke up again sometimes with the rapidity of a revolving kaleidos-
cope.  Our hilarity was still more excited when we came up to some in-
significant object—a bush—often a mere stone, which had for many
minutes previously been creating the most varied surmises as to whether
it was a man, a camel, some great ruinous edifice, a whole forest turned
topsy-turvy, or the same reflected in the bosom of a calm lake.

At length, amidst a variety of perplexing images, the houses of Ahwaz
were positively made out, and to our infinite satisfaction we also soon after-
wards perceived the steamer Euphrates lying a little below the town
whither it had been brought in safety by Lieut. Cleaveland.

This town of Ahwazon the Karun or Pasitigris is a site of great inter-
est, both from its antiquity, its peculiar position on the river, at a point
where a range of hills and rocks have ever presented & natural obstacle
to the navigation, and from some peculiar features in its history, more
especially the once extensive and prosperous cultivation of the sugar-cane
at this spot. i

Aginis is noticed by Strabo as a village of Susians on the Pasitrigris,
situated at a point where boats had to unload and the goods to be carried
a certain distance by land. This intimation of a natural obstruction
on the river serves to identify the ancient Aginis satisfactorily with the
modern Ahwaz.

The same place under its modern denomination of Hawaz, or Ahwaz,
which is another form of the Arabic Huz “a body of people,” was for-
merly, as we learn from Abu-]-fadah, the name of a district, one of the
largest and most prosperous in Khuzistan, and the town was called
Suk al Ahwaz. This district, we also further learn from the ‘¢ Tohfat
ul Alim,” a modern work composed for the information and at the desire
of the celebrated Mir Alem, of Hyderabad, by Mir Abdul Latif, a
learned relative, avd a native of Shuster, the present capital of Susiana,
and a translation from which, rclative to Ahwaz, was communicated by
Colonel Taylor to Captain Robert Mignan, comprised all that portion
of the country which is watered by the Karun from Ahwaz, upwards
to Band-i-Kir, and the band, or dyke, partly natural, and partly artificial,
of Ahwaz, restrained the waters so that they completely overflowed
the land, and, “ not a drop was lost to the purposes of cultivation.”

The city and district attained the zenith of its prosperity at the time of
the first Khalifs of the Abbasside dynasty. Abu-l-fadah describes the
river of Ahwaz, as that portion of the river Karun was then called which
flowed between Band-i-Kir and Ahwaz, as baving its banks adorned with
gardens and pleasure houses, and enriched by extensive plantations of
sugar-cane and other valuable productions of the vegetable kingdom.

“ The city of Ahwaz,” says Mir Abdul Latif, and allowance must here
be made for Oriental exaggeration, “was one of the largest cities of
Khuzistan, or indeed in the other kingdoms of the world few are to be
seen equal to it in size and extent. What are now thick and impervious
woods were once extensive plantations of sugar-cane. Large vats and
manufactories of sugar were also in existence, and mill-stones and other
implements of the art of the sugar-baker, are even mow so profusely
scattered over the ancient site, that it is impossible to number them.

“During the dynasty of the Abassides, the city was at the height of
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its prosperity. Its extent in breadth is supposed to be forty parasangs,
throughout which ruins and remains of magnificent edifices, baths, caravan-
serais, and mosques are strewed.® * * The khalifs within whose dominions
was comprehended most of the habitable world, named this city the
source of food and wealth,’ the inhabitants of which in their riches and
luxury, excelled the rest of the world.” '

As, however, to use the words of the Oriental philosopher, ¢ wealth is
the parent of gride and insubordination,” the people of Ahwaz revolied
from the khalifs, and Abi ebn Mohammed, the astrologer, surnamed
< Prince of the Zanghis” from his having recruited his army among the
Zanghis or Nubian slaves, who were apparently employed in the sugar
factories, took the field with a powerful force, and contended for years
against the monarchs of the house of Abbas,

But the Prince of the Zanghis was ultimately defeated and obliged to
surrender his person and his state to the discretion of the khalif, and
Gibbon, who gives to the prince the euphonious name of Harmozan, has
related at length the interview of the prisoner with the triumphant khalif,
as illustrative of the manners of the time. :

Ahwaz, however, never recovered this blow. The rebellious spirit of
the people had so disgusted the khalifs, that they ceased to favour the
place. The slaves were unwilling to return to their labours, and the re-
maining population fell into private feuds and bickerings. Anarchy and
oppression ensued ; the weaker fled, industry ceased, and with it the pro-
duction of wealth and the usual resort of merchants.

According to Samaani (Kitab ul Ansad, article Ahwaz) already in the
twelfth century of our era, the pristine fame and prosperity of this‘place
no longer existed, any more than its proud palaces, and learned luxurious
and wealthy citizens. The last poor remnant of this once prosperous popu-
lation ultimately abandoned their plantations and the other sources of their
riches and destructive pride, ang sank into desolation—the abundant
mill-stones noticed by the Oriental historians aimost alone remaining in
the prosent day to attest to the former great sugar produce which,
according to the same writers, was conveyed from hence all over the
world.

Ahwaz is now only a small village of about a hundred houses, inhabited
by Sabxans or Tsabians, whose chief, Sheikh Madhkur, is subject to the
Shiekh of the Cha’bs. Many of the inhabitants own small bagalahs
which trade and carry pilgrims between Mohammerah and Shuster.

The most interesting objects of antitiuity to be found in the neighbour-
hood, are the numerous great flat circalar mill-stones, used in the former
sugar-factories, many of which are from four to six feet in diameter,
and are met with in abundance. They attest to the existence of a
branch of industry at this place, as before historically shown, which may
yet be revived in Zappier times. Immediately behing the town are traces
of a bridge and of a canal of irrigation formerly drawn from the Karun,
and the ground is strewn with fragments of hewn stone, burnt brick tiles,
andjpottery.  Kufic coins in gold and silver, intaglios on cornelian and
onyx, and other gems are occasionally met with.

Flights of hewn steps are plainly discernible on the rocks of supra-
cetaceous sandstone which rise out of the plain immediately beyond the
village, where are also many sepulchral grottoes, and some rock-hewn
cistergs for water. The north-eastern face of this sandstone ridge is
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ipitous and cavernous. Observing a flock of pigeons wend their way
into one of these caves one day that I was exploring the hills without
any one with me, I descended the acclivity on that side very stealthil
and cautiously, that I might get a shot at them. The result of this
proceeding was, that I stood confronted at the entrance of the cave with
two jackals, apparently little expecting such a visitor. They bounded,
however, quickly into the dark recesses of the cave,” while a fox stole
away at the same moment round the outer corner. This animal liveli-
ness did not, however, prevent my getting both barrels discharged into
the flock of pigeons as they dashed in a body out of the cave, and three
of their number fell vietims to the onslaught. Human bones are, also,
met with in these caves, where porcupines and scorpions also abound, as
well as other strange things. The latter noxious creatures are particu-
larly fre(%uent at Ahwaz, from the great summer heats and numerous
hiding-places amid rocks and stones. The ¢ Tohfat ul Alim” alludes to
the excessive heats of summer at this place, and the Samm, or Simoon, is
both frequent and pernicious.

It is impossible to pass over in silence one of the most extraordinary
mistakes that I have ever seen made by a traveller. Captain liobert
Mignan, who visited Ahwaz in 1826, and the account of whose visit is
printed in the second volume of the ¢ Transactions of the Royal Asiatic
Society,” actually mistook the range of sandstone hills at Ahwaz, for
ruins of the city of olden time ! After speaking of the remains of a bridge
that are still visible behind the town, he says,

“ Here, too, commences the whole mass of ruins, extending, at least,
ten ‘or twelve miles in a south-easterly direction. * * * [ could not
find any person who had been to the end of these ruins. According to
the inhabitants, their extent would occupy a journey of two months !”

‘What must the natives have thought of such an inquirer ? That these
passages can only refer to the rocks is further manifest from other obser-
vations. Speakiug of another so-called mound, he says, it extended so
far that his eye could not comprehend its limits.” And further on he adds:

Several meunds of masonry form one connected chain of rude unshapen,
flaked rock, lying in such naturally-formed strata, that the very idea that any
part of the materials had been accumulated by human labour, from a distant site,
is scarcely admissible.  The soil on which these ruins rest is peculiarly soft and
sandy : the country docs not become rocky until the immediate vicinity of
Shuster ; and even water-carriage thence is attended with considerable toil and
expense. Yet the height of these mountainous ruins and misshapen masses,
induces me to think, that the site must have been by nature elevated at the time
the city was built ; although, from the flatness of the siirrounding country, I
should be inclined to oppose such a conjecture ; more particularly as there are
no mountains between the Shat ¢l Arab and the Backtiyari chain, which is
seen hence running north-west and south-east. *

Let me not be supposed to exaggerate, when I assert that these piles of ruin,
irregular, craggy, and in many places inaccessible, rival in appearance those of
the Backtiyari, and are discernible from them and for nearly as many miles in
an opposite direction. .

It is the more necessary to instance this extraordinary case of miscon-
ception on the part of an otherwise intelliﬁent observer, as the traveller
in question upbraids Colonel Macdonald Kinneir, for having visited the
same districts under the auspices of our ambassador, and yet neglected to
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investigate ruins of such vast extent and magnitude! And that, therefore,
without such an explanation, the same oversight and neglect might be
attributed to ourselves. No wonder that Captain Mignan should state
that the natives quarry the hewn stone without exhausting the material,
and that as ]arg-l? a city as any now existing might be built from the rwins
that he saw. The simple fact of the case is, that the ruins he saw were
those of nature, the walls he explored were stratified beds of rock, and
the “mountainous misshapen masses” were neither more nor less than por-
tions of the same outlying ridge of hills, which in places called the Ham-
rim, extend, with sligg’t interruptions in their continuity, from the head of
the Persian Gulf to the Tigris, beyond Tekrit, a distance of upwards of
six hundred miles. )

This range of sandstone hills crosses the river in four distinct ledges of
rock, two of which are, however, covered during a portion of the year.
The remains of the well which was built across the chief of these ledges,
in the prosperous days of Ahwaz, to turn the waters into the canal, are
also distinctly visible. The river is at this point about three hundred
yards in width with an island in the centre. On the one side the waters
fall over the rocks and massive masonry like a cataract, but on the
western side they have worn away the bank so as to have made a deep
channel, varying at different seasons of the year from twenty to forty
yards in width, and through which Lieutenant Selby took the Assyria
steamer.

Lieutenant Selby has laid much stress upon this exploit (sce * Journal of
the Royal Geographical Society,” vol. xiv., p. 219, et seq.), and the spirit and
perseverance manifested in the undertaking, fully merit every possible, en-
comium. But such success cahnot be fairly contrasted with the movements
of the Euphrates steamer. No attempt was made by those in command of
that vessel to surmount the difficulty. The Luplrates is also, I believe, a
larger vessel, with greater draught of water than the ssyria. Lieutenant
Selby did not himself succecd on his first ascent of the Karun in June,
1841, or in what he terms ¢ the lowest scason.” Now with all deference,
the river is still supplied by melting snows in June, and as there is little
or no rain from June to November, it would appear that every month be-
tween the two the waters must be getting lower and lower. Lieutenant
Selby succeeded in March when the waters are at the highest.

The discussion, however, is of trifling importance ; honour be to where
it is duc. Lieutenant Selby did take the .4ssyria up the Karun beyond
Ahwaz, while the Fuphrates steamer remained below the celebrated Band,
and a party was made, consisting of the same persons who visited the Sheikh
of the Cha'bs, to ascend the river in &’ native boat. On this expedition,
the boat being propelled but slowly up the river, the banks appeared to be
peculiarly monotonous and uninteresting. Few natives were to be seen,
now and then a miserable-looking woman of the Bawi tribe, coming down
to get water on the left bank, or a stray wanderer of the Anafijah on the
right. These Anafijah occupy the right bank of the Karun, below Band-i-
Kir. They possess large flocks of sheep gnd camels, and are entirel
T'liyat, or wandering. The first town or village met with was Wais, whic
contains about three hundred houses, and is thirty-five miles from Ahwar
by the river, and from this poiut to Band-i-Kir, the river extends in one
uninterrupted reach nearly duc north and south. This very remarkable
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circumstance has led both Layard and Lieutenant Selby to believe, that
this portion of the actual channel is an artificial cut, the continuation of
the canal, called Ab-i-Gargar, cut by Shapur from Shuster, and which is
said to have been prolonged to Ahwaz. We left Ahwaz on the 26th of
November, and arrived at Band-i-Kir on the 29th, after three days’ tedious
journey. Three noble streams, the river Dizful, the Karun, and the Ab-i-
Gargar, unite at this point, only by a strange mistake, which has been
since corrected, the natives described that which is a canal to us as a river,
and the river as a canal.” .

Whatever discussion there may still arise with regard to certain other
points in reference to the extraorginary light that has been thrown upon
that most curious and interesting subject—the hydrography of Susiana —
by the researches of Colonel Chesney, Major Rawlinson, Mr. Layard, and
Lieutenant Selby, it still appears that we were the first to determine the
point of junction of the three rivers, and that we also obtained on this
occasion the first notice of the existence of the Shawur or Shapur, on which
are the ruins of the renowned Shushan or Susa.

The statement made by Arrian that Nearchus ascended the Pasitigris
to Susa, and that Alexath’?r descended from that city to the Persian Gulf,
by the Eulceus, leave little doubt that both names were alike applied to the
Karun. At the same time it also appears that when Diodorus Siculus
describes Eumenes as crossing the Pasitigris to attack Auntigonus, who
retreated to the Eulocus, that by that name the Shawur or Shapur is
meant, and which river passing immediately through Sus, is also more par-
ticularly the Ulai of Scripture. Most of the difficulties in the ancient hy-
drography of Susiana are cleared up by admitting, as I argued in my Re-
searches, &c., and as is admitted by Mr. Layard, that the Shawur, as a
tributary to the Karun, is the Ulai of Daniel and the Euleeus of Diodorus
Siculus, and that the united waters of the Shapur, the Dizful, and the
Karun, were also known by that name, as well as by the name of Pasiti-

ris.
] Professor Long in the “Journal of the Royal Geographical Society” (vol.
xii., p. 105), insists upon this being his original theory. I can only say
that as far as the Shapur is concerned, when we first heard of it as a river
flowing through Shush, we naturally at once felt that that river was the
same as the Ulai and the Euloeus; and it is so recorded in the parliamen.
tary report of the labours and proceedings of the expedition, which report
was also printed in the “ Journal of the Royal Geographical Society,” and
before which time the existence of such a river as the Shapur was not, 1
believe, known in Europe.

The boatmen took up their statibns in the Ab-i-Gargar, as it was our
intention to proceed upwards to Shuster, but this was prevented by a
series of untoward incidents. The Arabs of Band-i-Kir not only de-
manded tribute or customs to alow us to pass onwards, but that to an
amount which was quite out of the question. Many loud and vociferous
conferences were held upon the subject, to induce them to diminish their
exorbitant demands, but without success. The more they were pacifically
reasoned with, the more confident and imperious they became. At length

* « The Arabs about Shuster,” says Mr. Layard (*“Journal of the Royal Geogra-
phical Society,” vol. xvi. p. 60), “still fall into the same error, and call the Ab-i-
Qargar the Karun, and the main body of the river Shateil, or lttlc stream. This
exactly tallies with the information we received.”
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Major Esteourt resolved upon giwing up the intended ascent and return-
ing, but here a new difficulty arose. By this proceeding the Arabs got
no tribute whatsoever, and g0 they opposed themselves to our dedparmre
either way, Major Esteourt and Lieutenant Charlewood jumped ashore
to get the kedge on board, in dori'nf which they were forcibly opposed by
the Arabs, while I stood with my fowling-piece in hand, and one of the
servants—Mohammed by name—had also seized a carbine, ready to
shoot the first who would strike our friends. Luckily, however, the boat
was got off without injury to any one, but not without much eontention.
Yt has always appeared to me that this struggle might have been-avoided,
and our objects gained, had the usual tribute been tendered and the boat-
men made to push on regardless of risk. It may be urged against this,
that the boatmen were in collusion with the Arabs and would not have
gone on, and that if we had pushed on without satisfying the Arabs, they
would have attacked us from the banks. But experience has always been
in favour of quick and resolute proceedings with Orientals.

Subsequently, and in the year 1842, Lieutenant Selby took the Assyria
steamer up the Ab-i-Gargar to the band of Mahbazan, two miles from
Shuster, and Mr. Layard explored the ruins of a great city that extended
over an expanse of nearly nine miles in circumference, at the junction of
the Karun and the Ab-i-Gargar. These ruins presented remains of three
diferent epochs.  Enormous masses of kiln-burnt bricks, with cement of
bitumen, which belonged to the remote ages of the Kayanian kings ;
hewn stones with marks in the centre, as are observable at Al Hadhr, Is-
pahan, &c., and which Mr. Layard considers to be indicative of a Sasanian
origin, and Kufic inscriptions  illustrative of carly Mohammedan times.

Dropping down with the current one day and a night took us back to
Ahwaz, where we arrived on the 29th, and on the 2nd of December the
steamer took its way down the Karun to Mohammerah. Between these
two places the general course of the river is from north-north-cast to
south-south-west, passing through a country which is abundantly wooded
and very thinly populated by Arabs of the Bawi and ldris tribes, subject
to the Sheikh of Cha’b.

The river winds but little as far as the village of Kut Abdullah, but
beyond that it becomes very serpentine as far as Ismailiyeh, which is a
small town belonging to the Bawi Arabs, who carry on a little trade with
Shuster and Mohammerah. Seven miles south by east of Ismailiyeh we
passed Tdrisiyah, a small fort and town, like its predecessor, on the left
bank, Eight miles below this again was a holy site called Imam Al
Husein, and ten miles east of this a village called Rubain ibn Yakub. At
a distance of twelve miles from this we eame to the Karun el Amah, or
Khor Kobban, by which we had previously entered into the Dorak canal;
and we ultimately reached our old station off Mohammerah on the 5th
of December.

Before proceeding to narrate the events that took place almost imme-
diately subsequent to this visit to the Cha’b Arabs ; and the ascent of the
Karun, it must be mentioned here that the next day, December 6th, the
steamer proceeded down the Khor Bahmehshir, “further than it had
hitherto been, and not many miles from its estuary. On this oceasion
an excursion was made overland to search for the old chaunel of the
Karun, which Layard calls the Khor Kobban, and which be says before
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its discharge was divided into three branches, a circumstance that would
account for the curious detail presented in all maps previous to, the
Euphrates expeilition, of the mouths of the Shat el Arab and Karun. Our
way lay over a level plain, for the most part encrusted with salt. At a
distance of a few miles we came to a ruined hamlet and a well.  Close
by was a bush, a rare thing in the plain ; and as I left the party to ex-
amine it, I disturbed a large hywna that was crouched in its centre.
Several shots were fired at the unwieldy beast, but without any effect. * A
little beyond this we came to the channel of a river, but'whether the bed
of the Karun, before Kerim Khan's time, or only one of the bedy, cannot,
as we did not go any further, be satisfactorily determined. On our re-
turn to the steamer, we were much surprised at seeing all hands turned
out to watch our approach. The bulwarks were lined with curious faces,
and the paddle-boxes were surmounted by figures on the anxious look-
out. When we got on board the mystery was cleared up. The mirage
had magnified and contorted our persons in the most extraordinary man-
ner, and had further amused itself by multiplying us into an army of
giants.

THE EXILE'S RETURN.
BY J. E. CARPENTER, ESQ.

Arr—all are changed—each old familiar place,

Each bright-green spot where I in childhood played,
The woods are green, but yet they give no trace

Of those lone paths where I so oft have strayed ;
There is afar a bright and sunny land,

Where, through long years, I lived from all cstranged,-
Yet my heart yearned once more again to stand

Near my old home—I come—and all is changed.

Al], all are changed—the friends I loved of yore,
The dear companions of my boyhood’s day,
They pass as strangers by my father’s door,
Round which each summer-eve we used to play;
O, that the world should have such power to blight
Each sunny future that the past arranged ;
That youth should be a vision of the night
From which we waxe to find, that—allis changed!

All, all are changed—my gentle sister’s voice,
I hear not now its tones of happy glee !
Where are my brothers ; will they not rejoice ?
If friends prove cold, they still welcome me!
No! they have gone before me to the land
Of unknown realms, by mortal never ranged ;
I am a stranger in my native land,
Home—kindred—old companions —all are changed!
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LIFE AND REMINISCENCES OF THOMAS CAMPBELL.’

BY CYRUS REDDING, ESQ.

. Cear. XIX.

Remarks respecting Hazlitt and Scott—Later Contributors to the Magazine—
Effect of his Domestic Bereavement on the Poet’s mode of livin; -Unlversitr
P;?;;E,:ﬁrd Election of Campbell to the Lord Rectorship—Sir Walter Scott’s
g g-

In the last number of the New Monthly Magazine,in a paper, one of
a series, entitled a ““ Graybeard’s Gossip,” | find the mysterious veil of the
authorship withdrawn by an incident the writer himself related to me many
years ago, just after it Knppened. I allude to his refusal to be second to
John" Scott in the duel in which he fell, so indicative of that right use of
reason with which the multitudinous portion of social existence is unac-
quainted. I refer, however, more particularly to the “ Graybeard's” re-
maik upon a passage in my last Eaper respecting Campbell, who, I state,
told me that Hazlitt bad been the means of increasing the irritation of
Scott, and consequently been one cause of his going out with Mr. Christie.
I am inclined to think, that though Campbell, in stating tha cireumstance
did so with the express belicf that Hazlitt said what he did with a mis-
chievous design, which, so far I agree with the writer last month, may
have been tinctured with prejudice in the inference, yet that the circum-
stance itself is probable, and not incorrect. Campbell was assuredly thus
informed. Hazlitt showed a peculiar taunting humour at times, and
did not then 1eflect in what light his words, any mote than his actions,
might be viewed. Campbell, perhaps from prejudice, attributed malice
where there was no more than the simple expression of a feeling some-
times operating, without looking to consequences. Scott’s mind was no
doubt sufficiently excited, and though I only knew Scott from meeting
him at a dinner-table occasionally, he appeared to me a man who rather
wished to stand well with the *nany than with the few, one whose inclina-
tion and mode of thinking led him to feel poignantly from the mental
stiife between reason and usage, He was not a man to be a martyr in
any cause. I well remember the substance of Campbell's remark. I
ever laboured to retain Hazlitt for the magazine, and in the course of
one of our conversations the poet said, speaking of Hazlitt’s disregard of
the feclings of others, *There was Scott, Hazlitt was one means of his
going out in that foolish affair, by @dding to his mental uneasiness
through his mischievous remarks. He said :—

I don't pretend to uphold the principles upon which you act, I don’t
hold the notions you profess to hold. I would neither give nor accept a
challenge. I can make no boast of physicakcourage. I am sure I have
not moral courage for such a purpose; but you hold the opinions of the
world upon the subject, to me it would be nothing, but for yox to
over such a matter is a very different thing ; for me I am nothing, I do
not pretend to think as you and the world do.”

I am positive that the above is a fair statement of the substance and
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meaning of what Campbell said, when informing me that Haalitt had con-
tributed to the mental uneasiness of Scott, and thus aided in leading him
to send the challenge. But to return.from digression to narrative.

In the meanwhile the Vew'Monthly added many more distinguished names
to the list of its contributors. .At this time, or soon afterwards, Charles
Lamb, thedramatist O’Keefe, and Poole contributed some excellent articles.
A series of papers of a very valuable character indeed, was sent by Mr.
Wyse, the present member for Waterford. These were entitled * Letters
from Rome,” and independently of remarks upon the state of society in the
“mother of dead nations,” they contained observations upon the existing
society there, and upon the antiquities, valuable from the profound know-
ledge of the subject, which their author had imbibed from long study and
laborious research amid the scenes he describes. These papers painted the
manners of the better society of the papal metropolis, as few or none else
had the means of doing, from their author having been so long in close
intercourse with the more distinguished persons of that renowned locality.
His commaunications, of sterling value, merited that subsequent collection
and separate publication which they have never yet received.

Near the time of the death of Mrs. Radecliffe, authoress of the ¢ Myste-
ries of Udolpho,” an article from her pen appeared in the Magazine, I for-
get whether written for the purpose or not, being so close upon her de-
cease. Mr. Beazley, the architeet, wrote papers on the Fine Arts for a
considerable time. M. Bozzelli, a Neapolitan exile, by profession a lawyer,
contributed some good articles. Telesforo de Trueba, and Galiano, the
last still living ani a well known Spanish minister, the first deccased in
Paris, secretary to the Spanish Chambers, were both contributors. Sir
H. Ellis, the E’;,rl of Essex, Mr. Gillies, well known for his German trans-
lations, Mr. Moir, of Aberdeen, Sir Gore Ouseley, Mr. Lister, young
Praed, much over-rated as a writer, and prematurely cut off by death, Mr.
A. V. Kirwan, Mr. Marsh, of the India bar, the lion. Agar Ellis, Lord
Nugent, Mr. Galt, Lord Normanby, Mr. Warren, author of the ¢ Diary
of a Physician” (a paper written for and fully approved by the editor of the
New Monthly, but stopped by the publisher on its way to the press), were
among the contributors to the magazine, in addition to the names already
mentioned.

The poet’s domestic loss and the new situations in which he found him-
self placed, burthened with the cares of a household, to direct which he
was one of-the least competent persons imaginable, at first unhinged a
little the temperament that required no great amount of power to throw
out of its equilibrium, Mrs. Cappbell’s death was a fearful break-up of
the poet’s domestic happiness. Never had a wife more consulted and more
happily administered in the circle of home, those numberless comforts,
many of small moment individnall}, but which, small as they may be, in the
aggregate grew into the necessaries of every day existence to such a man
as Campbell. Her house was a model of neatness and propriety, order
and a well-regulated economy were always before her steps. If, as poets
are ssid to do, the husband fnoved in an eccentric path, if he were negli-
gent-of'order, the negligence was compensated for by the ruling spirit of
the howsehold. The poet’s study, which he daily disordered, strewed
with books and papers, negligently confused in all manner of ways, was
sure to be restored to perfect neatness at the first intermission in his

- seclusion, and yet nothing essential to his labour or comfort was displaced,
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for into that task Mrs. Campbell scrutinised herself. Never did a man
sustain a greater loss thun Campbell, when she was taken from him, and
he but too soon felt this to the core, C

Mrs. Campbell was a remarkably neat, good figure, inclined to the
smaller frame of woman, and must have been very pretty in her youth,
indeed, she was well looking to the last. Her complexjon was pale, her
hair and eyes dark, her pronunciation with a little of -the Scotch patais.
She made no profession of a literary taste. Her conversation was cheer-
ful, lady-like, and sociable. Her age at her decease I do not recollect,
but she must have been younger than the poet nearly half & dozen
years. After her loss he kept up his household as before, and-with much
that continually reminded him of the deprivation he had sustained but
too keenly, endeavoured to fill up the void he thus experienced with those

"aids to which, in the common eourse of such calamities man is wont to
apply. Solitary and painful hours he passed, but he resisted by calling
reason to his aid, that desponderey to which one of his disposition might
be supposed liable. ¢ I must bend to the nocessity,” he observed, “to
that before which others have bent, and must cvery day bend, and court
reconciliation to what I cannot alter by any effort of my own.”

I have omitted mentioning among t{;e earlier visitors at the poct’s house
the name of Mrs. Siddons. She was frequently there, and Campbell felt
towards her a degree of respect which orginated in the effect her acting
had produced upon his min(}). While there was nothing about this greut
actress that could be styled genius, she possessed a judgment that never
errcd as regarded her profession.  Her imposing person, and a manner in
unison with the stateliness of the tragic muse, her excellence being the
result of a consentaneousness of appearance, with careful and laborious
study, rather than the spontaneity of genius, was marked by a more sus-
tained and uniform character than is commonly the case in the profession.
She trod her path over the highest table land at a uniform elevation ; and
this kind of character was calculated to attract » man of the poet’s tom-
perament, much more than one who exhibited great inequalities.

“You have just missed Mrs. Siddons,” Mrs. Campbell would remark,
on my calling 1 just after the lady had left the house.

Then the poet would speak of her as one of the most admirably endowed
women that ever existed, closing with, “ but yor don’t think so highly of
this extraordinary actress. You do not give a fair measure of justice to my
observations,” . '

“1 can never forget the effect she produced upon my feelings the
first time I saw her; so perfect. Hoer bearing in some of her characters
will remain a vivid image in my memory as long as I live,” I replied.

“ And yet you do not think her a wonderful woman ; you told Mrs.
Campbell that you thought her heavy in society, that sg,e showed no
ability, nothing above the common in social intercourse.”

“I did sayso. The prestige of the great actress is connected with her;
she is & woman of good bearing, lady-like, imposing from her fine person
and ﬁ:?m association, but in society exhihifing plain good sense, nothing
more.

¢ That is always the way,” the poet replied, * where people are gredt
by study: she is not flashy enough for you; you want to see her a
Madame de Sta&l.”

“ On the contrary, no one ever struck me, even terrified me, a3 she did

N2
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upon the stage ; nothing could surpass her. But in society it is different.
I cannot retract my opinion.”

%1 do not think as you do ; she is great every where. I won't admit
a word to her dispraise.”

s¢ She is one olP his idols,” Mrs. Campbell would observe.

¢« She wants .no worshippers,” said the poet; “she can spare one.
R—— shall not play the iconoclast here.”

“ But your argument is, that the greatest of actresses is equally great
in every thing.”

« I won't admit of her want of excellence in any thing. She is an
old friend of mine.”

“But that is no argument. Lawrence is a good
does not give him a claim to be a good mathematician. .
, “Hush! you won’t admire her asI do; as she deserves to be; I see
that.”

“ On the contrary, I reverence her as an actress. I never saw, nor
can conceive, any thing finer.”

“Then you must admit that, in society, she is an extraordinary
woman.”

“ With the prestige of her celebrity, one cannot look upon her other-
wise ; abstracted from that impression, she is no way extraordinary, to my
seeming.”

“ You will admit nothing. She is an excellent friend of mine, and if’
I cannot convert you, why, you must continue wrong-headed. I won’t
hear a word against such a friend ; she is a wonderful woman.”

He would adroitly skip the faults of friends, or refuse to admit
them, cr gloss them over in the most specious way, while towards those
to whom he had an antipathy, he was unsparing in his censure.

Mrs, Siddons seemed sensible of pleasure at hearing the effect her
acting had produced on the minds of others. She exhibited undisguised
satisfaction at my describing how I felt when I first saw her play Lady
Macbeth, and how my youthful mind (I was then but twenty years
old) was affected by her delineation of the charscter. She was now in
her seventy-first year. The pleasure on her countenance was like a
momentary sunbreak over a gloomy winter landscape, speedily darkened
again by the contrast of the present with the past ; at least, so I fancied,
as thought glanced, while observing it, upon the irresistible and
meldncholy course of human destiny. Her last evening at the poet’s,
was in Scotland-yard, the ycar of her decease, where I was invited to meet
her, Mr. Lockhart, and one or two others of the poet's friends, at an
evening party—but I anticipate.

I find from a paper in my possession which purports to be a letter
addressed to the principal of th:> Glasgow University from myself, that
Campbell had been unable during Mrs. Campbell’s illness to decree the-
}:rizes for poetical composition, which I should have before mentioned
e had offered to the students for the best poetical compositions. Unfor-
tunately, the document is a rough sketch of what I presume I must have:
sent, and has no date, but the time is fixed by the allusion to Mrs. Camp-
bell’s illnéss, and was therefore just precedent perhaps a week or two to
her decease. The communication from myself to which I allude, states
that the alarming illness of Mrs, Campbell had incapacitated Mr. Camp-~

l)ainter, but that

?
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bell entirely from every thing like study, and had induced him, doubtful of
his own juggment at such a moment of anxiety, to call in the aid of two
literary gentlemen to re-examine the prize Foems sent up for adjudication,
to which duty, from the perturbed state of his mind, he was fearful he
might not be able to give the attention required. As one of the parties
thus alluded to, he had further requested me to announce the decision
made to the principal, I presume, of the university. That the non togatus

oem entitled to the prize was beyoud all question that denominated
& Petrarch Crowned,” that there was a second non togatus of high merit,
but that making allowance for the difference in their education tﬁe former
candidates did not equal the non togatus. But it is oocupying room to
give any thing further relating to the subject here, as it 1s mﬂy impor-
tant because it bears upon the state of mind in which the poet found
himself during his wife’s illness, and his utter incapacity for business.
His anxiety about the office he filled, and all that concerned the welfare
of the students was so great that could he have possibly executed the task
himself he would not have confided it to the best friend he possessed.
His mention of the university was always with strong affection. Its
memory was linked with is youthful recollections, and as in pure
imaginative minds such recollections recur with teufold vividness either to
“‘turn the past to pain,” or to cheer the drooping spirit under present
depressions, it was now redoubled in interest and still more strongly linked
with the poet’s heart.

Scarcely had the termination of the year approached than Campbell
received an intimation that it was the intention of a large body of the
students of the Glasgow University to propose him a third time for the
Lord Rectorship. Hisfirst year of serving the office had expired in 1827,
at the close of which year he was elected again.  So highly pleased were
the students at the conduct of their lord rector, that during his first
year's office they had presented him with a piece of silver plate. They
had perceived that Campbell was still susceptible of those youthful feelings
which he had formerly experienced at the same seminary ; that with
the simplicity of manners and pla.lyfulness which adhered to him, when he
returned to the scene of his early instruction, he sympathised in their

;outhful bias, and that as far as he might, he became again what he had
{\een when he might exhibit his feelings with pro%riety. This easy
carriage, it is probable, was not after the example of the formal bearing of
the professors. A feeling of distaste towards the poet was soon strongly
exhibited by some of them. Moreover, Campbell wasa Whig and they
were Tories, and Scotch Tories, too,, which generally means something
very far beyond English Toryism.

A supper was given to a party of fifty students, at the house of a
gentleman in Glasgow,* to which the poet wasinvited. One of the party,
after a brief and eloquent address to the poet said—*Permit me, my lord
rector, to present you with a small testimony of our regard ; the expres-
sion indeed is feeble, but the impression is indelibly fixed in our hearts.”

The piece of silver plate, a cup, was then fpresented, bearing the follow-
ing inscription:—

* Mr. Gray, of Claremont Place.
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To *
Tuouas Campsery, Esq,
Lord Rector of the University of Glasgow,

From a few of his Constituents,
Appreciating his worth and admiring his genius.
Intrata dum fluvii currunt, dam montibus umbra
Lustrabant convexa, polus dum sidera poscet,
Semper honos, nomenque tuum, laudesque manebunt.

: 1827.

Campbell made a very animated reply, and the evening was passed in
the most social manner and greatly to the poet’s satisfaction. 'The atten-
tion of the students on that occasion he spoke of long subsequently as
giving birth to the most gratifying feelings he had ever experienced.

The expiration of his second year of office was now approaching. He
was in London, having no idea that the students would propose him a
third time. The election took place on the 14th of November. &he
< four nations,” as they are styled, for the election does not take place
by a majority of votes in the university, but by a majority in the four
nations into which the university is divided ; namely, Glottiana, Roth-
seyana, Trauvsforthana, and Londoniana. The four nations had to
choose between four candidates: Campbell, Lord John Campbell, Sir
Walter Scott, and Lord John Russell. The professors had made them-
selves extremely active among all the students whom they could influence:
in favour of a Tory candidate; of any one, in fact, but the poet, who,
besides his political sentiments, had become a great favourite in the
university, which could hardly fail of arousing a feeling of jealousy.
The office of rector is one, in its nature antagonist to the professors, being:
instituted to defend the rights of the students, and to hear and redress
their complaints, if well founded.

The elcction came on; but before that event it was thought ad-
vantageous by the professors that the partisans of Lord John Campbell
and Sir Walter Scott should coalesce. The opposite party perceived
this policy to be good, and followed the example. The university then
voted,—for Campbell : Glottiana, 130 ; Rothscyana, 75 ; Transforthana,
30; Londoniana, 28. For Scott: Glottiana, 90; Rothseyana, 36 ;
Transforthana, 313 Londoniana, 43. Though Campbell had 263 votes
to 200, the voting was even ; two nations voting for each candidate.
But the nation Transforthiana had carried it by a casting vote in favour
of Sir Walter Scott. That vote should have been the casting vote of
the last lord rector, Campbell himsglf, who was in London at the time;
and in default of the lord rector himself not being present, then the
casting vote was, according to the rules, to be given by the preceding
lord rector; but here the same difficulty occurred. A party of the pro-
fessors, on this dificulty occurring, hit upon an expedient to further their
own selfish views, and unsupported by the rules or laws of the university,
called out of his sick-bed the individual whom Campbell had not imagined
of course, to be unfavourable to himself, had previously appointed his
own vice-rector, and made him vote against his nominator. The pro-
fessor of law in the university at once declared against the validity of
the vice-rector’s right to vote for such a purpose. The majority of sixty-
three on the part of Campbell over Scott produced a considerable
sensation among the students, who felt how ungracious it was that, seeing
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the spirit of the university thus @eclaring in favour of Campbell, the
professors should endeavour to obtain an advantage over. that.majority by
a subterfuge.

Sir Walter Scott, on hearing of this event and the circumstances, with
that magnanimous and good tone of fecling which were a part of his
pature, wrote by return of post, declining the honour thus proffered. The
students wrote off to Campbell in London, conjuring him to come down
to them immediately. This summons he immediately obeyed, and left
by the mail post haste, on the 18th of November. I was not at home,
but on the same day he wrote me the following letter, putting all he left
behind into my hands, and giving me due authority over-his son.

“ 10, Seymour-street, West, 18th of November, 1828.

“ My pEAR Friznp,—Being obliged to depart suddenly for Seotland,
and to leave behind me my son, with some apprehension on my part as
to the state of his mind, T request of you to have the kindness to aet for-
the best in my absence, and to consider yourself empowered to do what-
ever you think fit for his advantage.

“ T remain, yours very truly,
“T. CAMPBELL,

“ To C. Redding, Fsq., London.”

He could not have been at Glasgow more than-a day or two, for he
omitted the day of the month, as it will be seen, before 1 got from him a
letter, dated Glasgow, November, 1828 :—

“] forgot to request of your kindness to let any letter that may
have come to my house come to the care of William Gray, Esq., Clare-
mont-place, Glasgow, as well as to drop me a single word to.say how
Thomas is going on.

“ The professors here have been put to consternation by Seott’s refusal
of their illegal offer of the rectorship, and by n;y arrival; but they are
rallying all the slaves among the students—alas ! too numerous a body—-
to appoint a new rival candidate, and to abuse me soul and body.

« My friends among the lads, however, still show pluck, and promise
me that if I will not desert them, they will not desert me. The election
must soon take place. I will send you a copy of my speech, which must
be short ; believe me,” &ec., &c.

1 find also the following communication, dated Glasgow,.December 8,
1828 :— .

«T send you & copy of the speech I made here at my installation. 1T
am setting out for Ldinburgh this evening, and expect to be in London

on Saturday night.
 With a thousand thanks for your attention to my son.”



( 180 )
*

PAQUERETTE: THE STAR OF A NIGHT.
A STORY OF PARIS LIFE.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “CHANTILLY,” &ec.

Caarrer III.
THE VISION,

¢ LEAVE me not, Francoise,’ said the young countess one day, ‘knowst
thou why the sight of thee alone brings me happiness ? Because I feel while
gazing on thee as if the cool breeze of Fontenay fanned my brow ; and
when thou speakest I fancy I can hear the gentle murmurs of the river in
my father’s park. Oh, for one hour’s liberty to stray beneath the shade
of those old chestnuts which my father loved so well! Seest thou, Fran-
coise, I am choked ; I cannot breathe ; ’tis want of air alone which kills
me. Thou knowst that when a child I knew no happiness save when
upon the hills with the breezes playing around my brow, and my feet in
the long grass. And now, when I think of those days my mouth feels
more parched, and my pulses throb with a greater beat. As I sometimes
sit here silent and solitary, I fancy that even the sight of a few green
leaves would refresh and cool the burning pain which devours me. For
through the long, long night 1 dream I hear the rustling of the tall trees
above my head, and scent the perfumed air wafted from the thousand
flowers of our garden.’

¢ ¢ She shivered as she seized my hand and added, in a low tremulous
tone of voice, ‘Even now, Frangoise, there is one thing for which I would
give all that remains to me of life. Parched and weary as I am, I would
walk fifty leagues but to catch a glimpse But no, no. Iam a
child, and led awav by foolish fancies! ’Tis the long imprisonment
which has rendered me thus weak. 1 will speak of it no more.’

“¢ Nay, nay ; tell me, sweet mistress,’ said I, ¢ what is it that your
soul is craving for? Is it for some cooling fruit to quench the burning
fever of your lips? Think not, dearest lady, that while I have life and
health you should want for this.’

¢ No, no, dearest Frangoise, ’tis none of this,” returned the countess,
with the same.shudder which I had observed before. ¢ Dost thou remem-
ber those two light and feathery acacias which grew before my father’s
door ?  Dost remember how they bent together and wove their boughs
in fond companionship over the moss-grown portal ? Dost remember how
I would sit for hours on the old gray stone, looking upwards to catch the
gleams of sunshine or glimpses ~f the clear blue heaven through their
playful leaves ?”  She paused and added, hurriedly, ¢ Well, now would I
give my hopes of happiness but for a bunch of their snowy flowers.’

¢ < Her voice had sunk to a whisper, and her hands clenched the air as she
spoke, and then with a loud dob she flung herself on my bosom, and
burst into & flood of tears ; Georgette, I thought at that moment that my
soul would have given way. I could not stay and see her anguish, and I
ran from the cell almost before she had recovered composure.

“<It was not withous$ some little time and trouble, that I was enabled to
ﬁrocure for the dear lady a bunch of the much desired flowers, for it was
te when I left her side and I walked through Paris almost until night-
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fall ere I cound find & fow branches of acacis, for ’tis but a common
kind of flower and but little is brought to market. I at.last by good
fartune, remembered that an acacia grew in the yard of the house of an old
crony of mine, and although I was already weary and footsore, yet so great
was my desire to content the poor lady’s wish, that I again set forth with
the hope that my old commére would give me some ' of its branches for
friendship’s sake. Alas, ’tis but a bitter world, and for a few meagre
scentless blossoms, I was compelled to give my beautiful yellow Madras
handkerchief, although the owner of them was my friend, but then 1 had
unfortunately betrayed too great an anxiety to possess them. But at
the moment I cared not, for I would have given all I was worth but
to show my sattachment to the countess.

“¢ It was late when I returned to the prison laden with my treasure. I
could scarcely breathe for thinking of what would be the poor captive’s joy
on beholding it, and as I drew near to that diswmal gate 1 seemed to tread
upon air. . 1 rushed through the door as soon as opened, for I was well
known of the concierge, and was rapidly passing down the dark gallery
which led to the cell wherein the countess was confined, when 1 felt my-
self stopped by a rude arm, and a rough voice called out, * Hallo, bonne
femme, whither are you hurrying so fast, and what have you there beneath
your apron?’

¢ ¢ | instantly recognised, with a shudder, the voice of the inspector of the
prison, whose g’ard-hearted tyranny rendered him the terror of the poor
captives under his charge.

““He uncovered the flowers as he spoke, and tearing them from my
grasp, he burst into a paroxysm of rage, and pushing me by the shoulders
with a savage violence, forced me beneath the window where the consigne
was posted, and pointing to where among the things forbidden to be
brought into the prisoners were written the words ¢ Neither any plant
nor herb of any sort, neither gathered nor yet growing in pot or tub or
any earthern vessel.” He opened the casement above his head and
hurled the dear-bought bunch of blossoms far out into the court-yard be-

neath.

“¢ There was no use in resisting, and supplication was too late. I felt
my spirit sunk and gone, and I could do nought but weep and moan most,
bitterly, and stretch out my hands towards the place where I had seen
the flowers disappear. Sucﬁ' violent grief, and for a cause so apparently
trifling in itself, seemed to provoke the mirth of the cruel weetch, for he
exclaimed with a savage sneer, < Now the Lord be merciful to us! why
here is a woman almost as old as my yife, erying and sobbing about a
paltry bunch of flowers just like my little Marianne. Come, move off,
’tis time for all strangers to leave the prison. Dry your tears, my pretty
dear, aud to-morrow you shall have a bunch of buttercaps to comfort

ou.’
“ ¢ As he said this he pushed me through the door and closed it after me,
and when I stood on the other side I felt as if I should no more behold
the countess. .

“¢ Georgette, I have seen much pain and trouble in my life. When my
boy Jean was brought home a Egpeless eripple, and then when my
daughter Melanie was given over by the doctor, and when, too, I returned
from mass and found the shop burst open and the till emptied of all our
earnings for many a long day ; but I verily believe that I never felt a
moment of such grief and bitterness as when I lost sight of the
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acneia blossoms, and saw the white leaves separate and scatter as they
fell.
«¢[ afterwards learnt the cause of this renewal of severity, and this en-
forcement of an ancient regulation which had for some time been disre-

od. It was in consequence of the famous proclamation which had
found its way into one of the prisons of the provinces enclosed within the
folded petals of a bunch of rosebuds.

<+ could not close my eyes the whole of that night. The remembrance
of the unhappy young countess, as I had left her on the day before,
haunted my imagination. It was with a heavy heart that I departed on
the morrow again to seek the prison, I dreaded to encounter the first
glance of the countess, and the more so when upon entering, I was told
by one of the inspectors, that the citoyenne whom I wished to see, had
moaned and sobbed so piteously all night, that every one had thought
that there would have been a prisonnier de plus before the morning.

¢ When I entered the cell, she was, as usual, seated on the little pallet
with her arms folded over her bosom, and her head resting against the
wall. She started forward when I entered, and eagerly stretching forth
both her hands towards me, exclaimed, ¢ Give it me, give it me, dearest
Prangoise, thou hast made me wait so very long, that I should have
thought, only that I knew thee too well, that thou hadst forgotten me.’

<] could not answer. I was too much overcome by the dread of the
effect which her cruel disappointment might have upon her; but she at
once perceived it ere I could speak, and turned sullenly away without
uttering another word.

¢ <1 sat myself down beside her, and took her hand in mine. Her face
was pale, very pale, while the large tears were rolling down her cheeks,
and her low suppressed moanings would have melted a heart of stone.
Towards the middle of the day she got worse, and deeming it expedient
to send for assistance, I went to seek the wife of the concierge, who upon
occasion, officiated as nurse to the female prisoners.

¢ ¢ The little room which the good woman occupied, looked out upon a
square enclosure, & quadrangle, surrounded by high walls, into which the
sun never shone. There were no trees in the space, but still it was
green, although with long rank grass, and now and then a stray sparrow
from the neighbouring roofs would come and perch among the tall
weeds, seemingly beguiled into recollections of green hedges, and of
liberty. Iceuld not help thinking, with a sigh, of what wonld have been
the joy of the poor dear countess could she but have had the enjoyment
of this dark little plot of grass befere her window, and then fancied that
it might, perhaps, be some consolation to her to breathe the freshness
even of that scanty herbage, so I stepped out and gathered as much as I
could bring away of the long green gracs, and the daisies which grew
among it, and brought them into the countess’s chamber. Poor thing!
had you seen' her on beholding the rude attempt at a nosegay which I
bore in my liand on entering, you-would never have forgotten it. She
sang over the wild flowers ih rapture, and pressed them with childish
fondness, forgetful of pain and misery, while she inhaled their faint and
scarcely perceptible fragrance. '

e \;hen her child was born, she covered it with the white blessom, and
it- was a touching sight to behold them as they slept, mother and babe,
pale and motionless, and decked with those cold and starry flowers as if
already in the grave.
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¢ ¢ That very night I watched by herside. I had dismissed the nurse,
for the countess had slept long and calmly, and her state guve me no-
uneasiness. The doctor ﬁad, indeed, talked a great deal about weariness.
and exhaustion, but I could not imagine as I now and then stooped over
the dear lady and felt her breathe as she slept, calm and softly as the
babe whose silken cheek rested against her own, that there could possibly-
be cause for alarm.

¢ ¢ Towards midnight, I who had undergone much anxiety and fatigue-
during the provious day, perceiving that she still slumbered, sank myself
down in the large arm-chair, which stood by the bed-side, and sought fora
little repose. I did not go to sleep, this I ever will deny, for my gaze
was never once averted from the bed where the young countess lay with'
her sleeping infant at her side; but I know not—I never could aceount
for the feeling which overcame me at that hour: it was a kind of awe, a
creeping of ie flesh which I had never felt before. I fancied that the
countess was, indeed, buried beneath the earth, and that the grass and
wild flowers were growing above her grave. All at once, I thought that.
the earth seemed to move with a hollow sound, and the form of the lady,
with the same mild ashy countenance as in life, was revealed to me.
Slowly she arose, and presently cxtending her arms to the borders of the
pit, began to pluck, with cold ‘and ghastly fingers, the flowers that grew
among the grass, and as she twined within her clammy grasp, spoke in a
low and hollow voice.

¢ ¢ Come with me, sweet sisters,’ said she, mournfully, ¢as well to share,
my darksome narrow bed, as fade and wither here while others, bright
and fresh, are growing up around ye. There—lie upon my bosom, next
my heart, for well ye know how, while in life, I Joved ye.

“ ¢ Rude and churlish hands they were that laid me here, and hearts that-
loved me not, or ye would have found me wrapped in flowers; forthose to
whom I once was dear, knew that I could not rest unless my shroud were
decked with ye, ye beautiful and scented gems! Know ye not that I have
ofttimes held communion with your fair sisters of Foutenay. I would
converse with them as Ilay beneath the cypress trees of the old grave-

ard upon the hill side. I would tell them how I should love to lay my
Kead among them at some future day, and they would answer with a low
soft murmur from amid the tall grass, which sighed as the wind bent its
long blades like the waves of a troubled sea.

“¢Come hither,” would they say, ‘come hither to thy rest. Where
will thy sleep be so still and calm as amid those who love thee ? We will
shed our brightest blossoms and our sweetest odours around the place of -
thy repose. In the morning we will refresh thee with the dew from our-
fairy cups, and at even we will soothe thee with the murmur of our fold-
ingleaves. Fear not thine hour of dread, thou wilt rest as peacefully
and undisturbed as thou now liest beneath the tall cypress tree. Come
to us now while the sun shines bright and the birds sing gaily, nor tarry:
till the storms of winter have passed over thy young head. See, we live-
but to rejoice in the sunlight, and to laugh upwards at the clear blue sky;-
we flee befure the first chill blast that sweeps along the plain. Then come
and be of us ere yet we fade and scatter, and are lost to si?rht, for those
who soon will follow us say, can they love so well and truly as we have
done ?’

¢t « While she had been speaking, I had gradually aroused myself -from-
the torpor which had seized upon my whole frame; and as I arose from the
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chair the vision disappeared, but the lips of the invalid still murmured low-
confused sounds, which, strange to say, now that I was awake I did not
understand ! '

« <] drew near to her side; she was seated upright, and her trembling
haods had formed a rude kind of chaplet of the poor withered flowers,
which were strewn all over the bed. I spoke to herand called her by her
name, but she answered not, and when I drew the lamp near to her face
I perceived with terror, that it was cold and blue, and that her eyes were
wandering vacantly around the chamber, I raised her in my arms. She

azed at me wildly, there was horror in that stricken look, the conscious-
ness of death was upon her. She sank by the side of the babe, who
uttered a low and feeble moan.

“ ¢ Bless thee, bless thee, iny child, my darling, my heart’s best treasure,
my life, my paguerette,’ she said, as she imprinted a faint kiss on the pale
forehead of the babe, and sank from within my grasp, while a few faint
breathings came like ice against my cheek and then ceased for ever. She
Was no more.

¢ Poor dear lady ! She was buried amid the sand heaps, and chalk pits
of ——. 1 laid the faded chaplet, which she had woven at her death hour
upon her bosom, but I sometimes think she cannot rest in peace, for neither
tree nor flower grow near her grave. ‘

¢ ¢I took the babe under my care, and whatever may have been said of
my good man as far as regards his loyalty to his king, none can reproach
his memory with one single act of unkindness, or even a harsh word to-
wards the poor royalist orphan.

< ¢ She has grown up a wild and melancholy being, and singular in her
tastes and habits, loving to spend the bright days of her youth in sadness
and in solitude, with no other diversion than the contemplating of her be-
loved flowers. I have been blamed for suffering her to indulge in_this
strange and singular passion, but I, who know ’tis no fault of hers, have
golt tl;le heart to thwart her in this, the only one pursuitin which she takes

elight.

Y I have brought her up, as you may see, in every respect as well as
my own danghter, and if she has not grown up so striking and elegant in
person as my Melanie,” concluded the good woman, bridling up, ©or so
clever in the art in which it has been our good fortune, through the
kigndq)ess of monseigneur, to have her instructed, why that is no fault of
mine?’ .

¢ There was certainly no harm in the little ebullition of vanity with
which the good woman concluded hgr melancholy tale, and perhaps at any
other time it might have provoked a smile, but at that moment a feeling
of sickness crept over me as I gazed - upon the frail and statue-like form
and delicate features of Paquerette, avd then turned to the vivid colour
and high cheek bones of the gaunt Melanie. I almost felt incensed at the
decree of fate which had preserved the gentle maiden to link through life
with beings so utterly uncongenial as those by whom she was sur-
rounded.”

CuarTER IV.
THE WONDROUS BOUQUET.

“ArTER I had heard this story I felt even more attachment than before
towards Paquerette. With the love which I had borne her even from
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the very first hour of our acquaintance, now mingled a kind of respect,

which made me feel as if it were almost a condescension on her to
suffer me to associate with her, and that 1 had no just right to ntrude
myself upon her friendship. . .

“ But she seemed with me unconscious of her gentle origin, and would
love to pass in my society all the time which could be spared from her
music, in order to converse and gain information concerning her beloved
flowers. The truth must be told : had Paquerette been living alonein a
wilderness she could not have been: more s'::}itary, in as far as regards all
human friendship and sympathy, than she was in the midst of this kind-
hearted, but rude, uncultivated family. And as I grew further sequainted
with the maiden, I discovered, too, that poor and dependent as she was,
she paossessed much of the old Jeaven o¥ooa.ristocratic ride, which must
have been born with her, even in the cold damp cell o? the Conciergerie.
Thus, she felt grateful to Francoise for the care which she had taken of
her childhood, and yet looked upon the service as a debt which she had
incurred, and which at some future time she would doubtless have an op-
portunity to discharge. Her intercourse with Melanie, too, partook of
much of the same character. Although brought up together, and living
the same life, yet no one could have mistaken them for sisters, or even
for relations. In the most ordinary actions of every day life, there was
as much distinetion to be drawn between the daughter of the countess
and the daughter of the portress, asif they had never held any further in-
tercourse than would have been the case, had events followed their crdi-
nary course, and the one remained content to open the gate while the
other, richly attired, and followed by a train of liveried vassals, might
pass throug{x.

 Mclanie was, notwithstanding all this, a good-natured girl, and, I
verily believe, felt all the love and admiration for Paquerette which could
be spared from herself. There was, in truth, no envy. no jealousy on her
part. She had, by far, too exalted an opinion of herself, to feel jealousy
of any one, and she might rather be said to experience a kind of pity to-
wards the poor orphan for her imagined deficiency in those perfections in
which she fancied she herself so much excelled. In general, the worthy
gossips of the neighbourhood favoured this idea, for Paquerette, with her
pale features and slight and elegant form, could not, in their opinion, stand
a moment’s comparison with the ruddy complexion, the tall and come)‘y
figure, and laughing black eyes of Melanie. Sometimes, when the girls
would sing together in the summer evenings by way of giving us a little
concert after our supper, taken in thesopen air, the wise comméres would
be loud and strenuous in their admiration of the powerful voice and long:
roulades of Melanie, leaving the sweet touching tones of Paquerette with-
out praise or comment. And these were, perhaps, the only occasions
wherein I ever observed any thing like an expression of pleasantry pass
across the otherwise immovable features of Paquerette. The good Fran-
goise had never to feel any kind of maternal bitterness towards Paquerette,
for it is certain that her daughter absorbetl all the beaux of the neigh-
bourhood.

“ Hundreds of bouquets did I use to sell on her fdte day to the lads of
the quartier in which she lived, and I always chose them on purpose,
large showy things with some few staring flowers all round the . outside,
filled in the migdle with grass and moss, and thought, as I saw them
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duly arranged on the little window-sill, that they might be taken as fit
emblems of herself. Little Paquerette would smile at the undisguised
glee of the tall maiden on receiving such attentions, but would sigh and
turn aside when Melanie would add,— ‘

4 ¢ Poor Paquerette, how came thy mother to give thee such a name,
thou canst have no such joy, thy saint is not to be found in the whole
calendar !’

¢ One evening towards the close of winter, after having spent a happy
day, for I remember that it was an early Easter Even, the first festival on
which the fair spring flowers had come to market, I was just preparing to
leave my station, when I was accosted by a tall young man, who, advanc-
ing, as I thought, rather mysteriously, drew from beneath the large
Spanish cloak in which he was enveloped from head to foot, a picture of
moderate dimensions, and, holding it to the light, request~d to know if I
could by the morrow accomplish the composition of a bouquet to be the
exact counterpart of the one represented in the painting,

¢ It was a singular request; the first proposition of the kind which had
ever been made to me, and I examined the painting attentively before I
answered. It was the portrait of a female of the size of life ; the face
was most beautiful, and to my unpractised eye seemed also most beauti- .
fully executed ; the figure was attired in the ancient Jewish costume, all
gold brocade and rich stuffs, with a profusion of ?ewels on the arms and
neck. A wide turban of sea-grcen silk, with a falling veil of silver tissue,
formed the head-dress, and displayed the rounded neck and snowy
shoulders to the best advantage. She held in one hand a nosegay of the
rarest flowers of the East, most attificially blended both in form and
colours; and so beautifully were these executed, that in spite of the great
perfection of the other parts of the picture, the eye rested on them with
admiration, 1 have since that time been taught to consider this pecu-
larity a failing, but then, in my happy ignorance, considered it the one
great excellence of the performance, and dwelt upon it with a delight I
sought not to conceal.

My rustic ecstacies secmed to give unfeigned pleasure to the young
maun.

¢ Thine admiration cheers me, maiden,’” said he, ‘and gives me
brighter hope than I have felt for many a long day. I have worked
from morn to night for months upon this, the first trial of my penecil,
the first struggle betwixt me and fame. ’Tis a study of the fair Queen
of Sheba about to seek the presence of King Solomon; all that is my own,’
added he, showing the face and figure of the portrait ; ¢ but the bouquet
which she carries is the composition of the sweet maiden to whom I now
seek, through thy aid, to offer the reality.’

[ examined it again and again, ard the more I did so, the more I felt
convinced of the utter hopelessness of the task; and I told him that the
bouquet could not be executed without great expense. Every rare and
costly flower, the product of Eastern clinies, was there mingled together,
the scented niliea, the scarlet pomegranate, the delicate bidmush, the
rich yellow blossoms of the hemasagara, and the sky-blue water-lotus, in
whicl the poets say that Cupid sleeps.

1 thought it my duty to ropresent this to the young man, and at the
same time offered to his notice several of the very best of my own compo-
-sitions in lieu of wbat, I ventured to say, would not be a whit more effec-
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tive, and certainly not so outréin price. But the youth would not listen
for & moment to any of my arguments. .

“¢If it can he done,’ said he, I must have it. 'The maiden for whom
it is intended is not one upon whom such attention will be lost.’ .

* ¢ Think you that she will even observe it ¥ .returned. I, sharply,for I
felt xmnoyedy that my own productions should have,met with so little
suceess. . .

“ <Ay, that will she,’ replied the youth; ¢did you but know with
what deep worship she sometimes bends over these beautiful creations,
with what poetry of heart and soul she will pass whole hours in the con-
templation of their starry shapes and glowing colours, you, who love
them too, would never doubt her. I have Sometimes imagined that she
herself partook of the nature of flowers: like them, she is bright.and
beautiful ; like them, she is delicate, and clings to life but by a single
breath ; like them, too, I fear, alas! that she will bow before the first
autumnal storm ; like them, with the first sharp gust of winter, will she
bend low, and wither, and die.’

“ He spoke these words with a melancholy fervour, which told me at
once that he was certainly very much in love. I gazed upon the poor
{outh with compassion, for even young as I then was, had I not already

een the unsuspected witness of the dawning and of the withering of
many such a passion as this ? all trust and truth in its commencement,
and ending, for the most part, in either disgust or indifference, or else in
folly and despair. ¢ Allons !’ thought I, ¢here is another poet’s soul,
another painter’s mind, doomed to waste all their bright early bloom and
freshness upon one of those wicked, artful jades, yclept grisettes; I dare
say some artificial flower-maker, or embroiderer of yellow tulips upon
Dblack satin reticules, who has fed the romance of the student’s character,
by making him believe that her soul is like his own, in order to entrap
him the more effectually.’

¢ Consoled with this reflection, I mentioned a price so exorbitantl
high, and so out of keeping with his threadbare cloak, that I hoped 1t
would at once have deterred him from thinking any further about his

urchase.
P ¢ The youth mused for a moment; he secmed, indeed, as I had ex-
pected, to be.astounded at the price I had mentioned, but, presently
rallying, he said, abruptly,

¢« ¢Can you remember the arrangement of these flowers, when you
shall no longer have the picture before your eyes?’

“The question failed not to arquse my professional vanity ; and,
giving one steady gaze at the painting, I unhesitatingly answered in the
affirmative.

¢ ¢ Then our bargain is concluded,” said he, smiling in evident satis-
faction ; ¢ to-morrow evening, at this hour, will 1 return to fetch it.’

“ ¢ I am poor and needy myself,’ replied I, ¢and cannot undertake so
large an onﬁer without some advance or deposit.’

“ The youth coloured slightly, but mado no reply; and, gathering the
cherished painting beneath his cloak, hurried away in silence, and was
soon lost to sight. o

« ] certainly did not expect ever to hear any.thing further concerning
his expensive whim, and was beginning, as'I packed up to depart on sthe
morrow, inwardly to congratulate myself upon my sagacity in.not. baying
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laid out so larze a sum upon speculation, when, to my surprise, the
youth again stood before me. He was paler than when I had seen him
on the day previous. He seemed, too, greatly agitated, as he sought,
with trembling fingers, in the pocket of his waistcoat, and drew from
thence two double louis-d'ors, flinging them recklessly upon the stall be-
fore me, The amount was more, much more, indeed, than the sum
we had agreed upon, and as, by the light of my little paper lantern, I
sought for change, I just observed, with no other motive than that of
inducing him to speak, that, however large the sum might appear to
him, yet it was little enough to earn for one who would perhaps iave to
be astir on the morrow by four o'clock, and to'pace the city the whole
day long, in order to procure wherewithal to content his whimsical
fancy.

“y"l‘he youth started, and his lip quivered, as he answered, bitterly,

“ ¢ Ay, you will, doubtless, think the money hard earned by one single
day’s care and trouble; you will, doubtless, deem that a single day's
anxiety and toil is more than should be given for such a poor price as
this: why, bouguetiére, it would not buy the scarlet cord by which your
eventaire is so gracefully suspended from your waist: yet, little as you
think it, know that it has Eeen considered sufficient to repay whole
months of unceasing toil and bitter privation ; ’tis all that has been given
me as payment of my long and weary vigils ; as the produce of my dreamy
days of solitude and pain, of all my nights of sleepless anguish. For
such paltr{ price have I been compelled to yield the very sight of my
eyes and the labour of my hands.  For this has been obtained my first
fresh dream of beauty, and see 'twill scarcely pay for the bauble which
it pleases me to bestow upon my mistress.’

“I attempted to reason with the youth upon the folly of laying out so
large a sum under such circumstances, but he now secmed reckless, and
answered precipitately, ¢ Nay, nay, why should I refuse myself this little
fancy, since by so doing I shall ia'm nought, and lose the chance I now

ossess of winning a smile from her I love better than my life ?’

“ My heart bled fer the poor youth; but of course it was not for me to

make any objection to so conclusive a reason as this last, uor yet to give
utterance to the conviction which at that moment pressed itself upon my
mind, of his being the dupe of some artful hussy who would, had the
truth been known, have preferred by far that the money should have
been expended in a new shawl, or a new cap, and that a trip to the
chaumiére, or a day at Belleville, should have been comprised in the
outlay. ,
“ vg\'fell, after great trouble and great expense, I succeeded in compound-
ing the famous bouquet ; and although I am the one to say it, it certainly
did prove to be a marvel of beauty, I cannot speak of it even now
without adding the frank avowal of my opinion that it was the founda-
tion of the patronage which the public of this great city have since
thought fit to bestow upon me, for, during the few hours that it was on
view, my stall was so throngel with buyers and amateurs that never was
the like seen in the world before. All my regret was not being able to
show this treasure to Paquerette, who, I knew so well would have viewed
it with most exquisite pleasure, but she, poor child, had been, during the
whole of the holy week, under the care of her confessor, and was still in
strict retraite, and I, therefore, should have sought in vain to lure her
thoughts from Heaven.”
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A FEW MONTHS IN SOUTHERN AF¥RICA.
BY LIEUT.-COLONEL E. NAPIER.
Cuar. II,
THE CAPE, AND VAN RIEBECK ITS FIRST GOVERNOR.

They shall admire the chiefs of old, the race that are no more ! While weride on
our clouds, Malvina, on the wings of the roaring winds, our voices shall be heard
at times in the desert ; we shall sing on the breeze of the * Rock.”

’ Ossian.

To the weary voyager, whether bound to the sunny climes of the far
East, or returning thence to the long-wished-for home of his youth, the
Cape preseuts a welcome haven of temporary refreshment and rest ; both
mind and body, cramped and weakened by the long confinement®and
monotony of a ship-board existence, soon regain in this fine bracing atmos-
phere their wonted elasticity and vigour; and on approaching this southern-
most extremity of Africa, the eye long dimmed and wearied b{l the un-
varied and unvarying sameness of sea and sky, brightening with delight,
finds solaco and rclief whilst resting on the blue cloud-capped hills,
wooded slopes, trees, houses, and smiling gardens around ; in short, whilst
contemplating old Mother Earth in her most inviting mood, clad in Sun-
day garb, the very writikles of her oft sad and care-worn aspect, suddenly
converted into the p}éasing dimples of youth and beauty, on a countenance
now beaming with eontent and radiant with pleasure! :

To the wavedblaffetted and weather-beaten wanderer it is truly a
joyous spectacle, the entrance (in fine weather) to Table Bay—but whether
scanned through cloud or sunshine, by tempest, or—what is here more
rare—during the dreamy stillness of a calm, the great  Cape of Storms,”
presents on its approach, a scene, probably unrivalled in its kind, of gran-
deyr and sublimity.

Table Mountain, its long, level, and unbroken summit propped on a
wall of living rock, towering full 3500 fcet above the vast Ethiopic
Ocenn, buttressed on onc side by the ¢ Lions,” on the other by the ¢ Dewil’s
Hill,” seems not a mere work of nature but some monster fort, fashioned
by giant or by genii hands, to guard the passage of these stormy seas.

As huge masses of white ﬂeecﬁ clouds roll slowly o’er its high battle-
ments of rock, aud sweep along their sidgs, no great stretch of imagination
is called for, to faney this the vast arsenal of the storms and winds* whose
thund’ring ordnance—having just belched forth great salvoes on the world
beneath—remains now shrouded in dense exhalations of its own sulphurous
breath!

But whether capped with ita white * cloth” and seen through the misty
influence of the south-east wind, or standing out in bold relief against
the clear blue atmosphere of the north-wesfern breeze, this stupendous
object cannot fail to excite both admiration and surprise.

In the higher regions of the Apennines and Alps, it is not unusual to
see the clouds fast chasing each other far beneath the spectator of the

* By some old authors Table Mountain is called the * Mountain of the Winds.”
Feb.~—voL, LXXXII, NO. CCCXXVI, o
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seene ; amidst the rocky heights of Lebanon I have from som@ §unny
ot, raised high above the storm, often looked down on the“bursting

under-cloud at my feet 4s it angrily sent forth its forked messengers of
fire, deluging the green valleys below, and swelling into turbid and raging
torrents their erst gurgling, silvery streams; but the fleecy vapours
which occasionally envre%op the ¢ Table” of the Cape differ from every
phenomenon of the kind elsewhere beheld, and present so extraordinary
an appearance as fully to warrant their deseriptive appellation of the
¢ Table Cloth.”

The prevailing winds at the Cape (and it is indeed the head-quarters
of blustering Zolus) blow chiefly from the north-west, and south-east.
With the former, the atmosphere is clear and transparent to a degree,
the “ Table” then shows-the full proportions of its stupendous bulk,
every angle, bastion, and turret of the high battlements stand boldly chi-
selled forth where

These fields of light and liquid ether flow
. Purged from the pond’rous dregs of earth below.

But when the south-east wind gleans up the vapours from the surface of
the Indian Ocean they here congregate en masse, forming a dense white
cloud, which resting on the mountain’s summit, first hangs like a ¢ Table
Cloth*” o'er its sides, and then slowly creeping down the face of the preci-
pice threatens a deluge to the town beneath; it however all ends—not in
smoke—but wind! The vapours as they descend gradually melt into
thin air, which then rushes Yike a tornado down every gully, sweeps
through the town, bearing before it clouds of dust and pebbles; not unfre-
quently tearing the shipping from their anchors and carrying them far out,
to sea. ' . T
It is one of the peculiarities of this locality, that when the wind blows
from the south-east, Cape Town—lying on its north-western base—
instead of being completely sheltered as would be imagined, is then cx-
posed to all the redoubled l{n‘y of the blast which, sweeping oyerits sum-
mit, is led, as through so many funnels, down the precipitous ravines
opening on the plains below. - ,

Barrow, in his ¢ Travels in Southern Africa,” gives a learned disserta-
tion as to the cause and reasons of this phenomenon of the “Table
Cloth,” and to this account the philosophical reader is referred, whilst, may
be to the mope superficial perusers of these pages, the following déserip-
tion of an_ascent to Table Mountain by the same author, may not Ee
deemed here wholly uninteresting or misplaced :—

“To those whom mere curiosity, or the more laudable desire of acquir-
ing information, may tempt to make a visit to the summit of the Table
Mountain, the best and readiest access will be found directly up the face
next to the town. The ascent lies through a deep chasm that divides the
curtain from the left bastion. The length of this ravine is about three-
fourths of a mile ; the perpendicular cheeks at the foot more than a thou-
sand feet high, and the angle of ascent about forty-five degrees. The
entrance into this deep chasm is grand and awful. The two sides, dis-
tant at the lower part about eighty yards from each other, converge within
a few feet at; the portal, which opens upon the summit, forming two lines
of patural parspective. On passing this portal, a plain of very consider-

"‘"ynigr which denomination this phenomenon is always known at the Cape,
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able extent spreads out, exhibiting a dreary waste and an insipid tameness,
after quitting the bold and ronsmt.ic :c?;zery of the ebas£ And the
adventurer may peshaps feel strongly disposed to ask himself if such be.all
the gratification he is to receive for having undergone so great u fatigue .
in the asognt:’ - The mind, however, will soon be refieved at ihei%oolfeu-

tion of “the great command given by the -elevation, and the eye, leaving
the immediate scenery, will wander with delight round the whole circum-
ference of the horizon. On appoaching the verge of the mountain,”’—

How fearful
And dizzy 'tis to cast one’s eyes so low !
* * * » *

The fishermen that walk upon the beach
Appear like mice ; and yon, tall anchoring bark,
Diminish’d to her cock. . .

. *  The murmuring surge,

That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes,

g Cannot be heard so high.

¢ All the objects on the plain below are, in fact, dwindled away t8 the
eye of the spectator, into littleness and insignificance.  The flat-roofed
houses of Cape Town, disposed into formul clumps, appear like those
paper fabries which children are accustomed to make with cards. The
shrubbery on the sandy isthmus looks like dots, and the farms and their
enclosures as so many lines, and the more finished parts of a plan drawn
on paper.”

* * . * » *

But let us now descend from thosesofty regions to the town below, -
which, commencing on the margin of the bay, runs back in a succession
of broad, clean, and regularly built streets, shaded by tall trees (in some
instances overhanging a clear-running stream), to the very foot of the
mountain, here lost amidst groves of noble oaks, stately pines, or of the
graceiul silver tree, whose glittering foliage is confined to this favoured
spot.

P The bay (so miscalled), is neither more nor less than a most insecure
roadstead, open to the full swell of the South Atlantic Ocean from March
to September, during the prevalence of the north-westerly gales, at which
period the shipping stands gvery chance of being, and oftenis, driven aghore,
whilst at other times of the year the south-east wind howls fiercely gown
the gullies of the Table Mountain, threatening to tear everybark foifn its. .
anchors, and carry her out to sea. v e

In short (with so secure a haven as Saldanha Bay, close at hand), there .
is probably not a spot in the Britisha-or any otger possessions—so ill
adapted to afford proteetion to shipping, and in a climate where shelter
is so much required, for never, I believe, since this ill-chosen spot was;
fixed on for a settlement, has a single year passed by, without the oecur~.
rence of some sad accident or other.

Merely to enymerate the fearful wrecks which have here occurred,
and the acts of devoted courage and heroistm‘ they have given rise to,
in attempts, too often vain, to save their ill-fated crews, would occupy a
chapter of itself, but one noble instance of these endeavours stands so

-

# The Protea argentia of botanists, a most beautiful and fast-growing trég
peculiar to the valleys of Table Mountain, which are thickly planted with & for
the purposes of supplying fuel to the tow;. ) .

. 02 )
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inently forth amonfst the rest, that, although nearly a century has
intervened, the name of Woltemad is, from the following circumstance,
still held in reverence at the Cape.

On the night of the last day of May, 1773, during s fearful gale from
the north-west, flashes of light were seen at intervals from the town,
through the fnurky darkmess around, whilst the faint report of guns
heard above the roaring tempest, too plainly announced to the anxious
inhabitants the not unusual intelligence of a vessel in distress.

So pitchy dark was the night, so fearfully raged the storm, that
nothing positive could be ascertained, or any steps taken to afferd relief,
until the approach of day, whose first dawn disclosed the sad spectacle of
a large vessel stranded at a considerable distance from the shore, the sea
making a clean breach over her fast parting hull, to which still, with the
strength imparted by despair, clung many of the survivitg crew.

This wreck was soon recognised as being that of the Dutch ship the
Jonge Thomas, carrying a valuable cargo, a large crew, and numerous

assemgers.  The shore soon became crowded with spectators of the in-
evitable destruction of the vessel, and probable fate of those on board,
for she had drifted into a shallow part of the bay, so far from the land
that no assistance could possibly be tendered, as not a boat could live in
the boiling surf then furiously breaking on the sands.

Meanwhile, guns were fired, and signals of distress displayed by the
despairing crew, but with no further effect than of exciting the pity and
commiseration of the helpless spectators, who, after several vain efforts at
launching boats through the raging surf, had hopelesslygiven up the futile
attempt, and were hasbenin;i ackwards and forwards along the beach,
venting, as people are in such cases wont to do, their grief and sorrow,
but without apparent end or object in view.

Whilst matters were in this state, a horseman on a large and powerful
steed rapidly approached along the beach, it was the substantial and wealthy
Burgher Woltemad, mountcg on his favourite coal-black charier of true
Holstein breed, a noble animal, sent as a token of regard by his friends
from distant ¢ Fatherland.”

Seizing the end of a line, the gallant Dutchman unhesitatingly dashed
through the foaming surge, and, breasting the crested billows, his brave-
steed soon carried him near the wreck, but in his efforts to throw on board
the rope, it slipped through his grasp, and disappeared from the straining
eyes and outstretched hands of the anxious crew ; meanwhile, ere another
line could be prepared, one of their number who had either been washed
overboard, or had wildly sprung into the waves, seizing on.the horse’s
mane, Persisted, notwithstanding the earnest remonstrances of Woltemad,
and with all the desperate energy of a drowning man, in continuing to
retain his hold.

Weighed down by this new burthen, the horse struggled madly for
release, there was no time for hesitation or delay, Woltemad, therefore,
instantly made for the shore, and safely depositing his charge, again
fearlessly braved the surf, &

Seven times did he repeat his daring feat, bringisg as often back a
living freight, but on his eighth and last attempt, the sight of a female
figure, graspiu% 'with one arm the fragment of a bulwark, straining in
the other an helpless infant to her breast, induced the heroic Dutchman
to approach more nearly to the vessel's side, when a simultaneous rush
was made, a host of despairing wretches beset him in their drowning
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struggles, and both Woltemad and his noble steed, already exhausted b
their previous efforts, now borne down amidst the raging billows, sa
alas! to rise no more in life ; the vessel shortly pa and the lifeless
bodies of the crew, together with those of the brave Woltemad pnd his
charger—to which he still clung in death—were soon thickly strewed
along the sands near the mouth of the Salt-water river.

Tﬁis melancholy tale is but a solitary instance from amidst hundreds
of similar events, which have marked, and still continue to stamp this
wretched roadstead as the very ‘“‘road of wrecks;” but quitting the sad
scene of. repeated disasters, let us—while we can—get safely ashore, and
survey the result of old Van Riebeck’s labours, who, in the broad hand-
some streets, stately buildings, noble squares, promenades and gardens
now shaded b)ifigantic pincs and oaks, would no doubt be puzzled to
recognise, in this metamorphosed state, the mud fort and few temporar
sheds, he, some two hundred years gone by, first erected on the spot, an
which then formed the first nucleus of the infant scttlement at the Cape. As
some readers may not have had either opportunity or inclination to wade
through those musty folios® containing an account of the early proceedings
of the Dutch in this part of the world, the following outline may, per-
haps by such, be-deemed worthy of a passing glance, whilst others more
learnedy can but close the book.

* * » * * »

Allusion has already been made to the discovery of the Cape in 1486,
from which period the Portuguese continued to frequent it for the pur--
pose of obtaining water and fresh provisions, during the course of their
traffic with the East. }

That the natives were not, even in those remote periods, the harmless
and passive set of beings they have since been so falsely represented to
be, is proved by the defeat, sustained at their hands, of the Portuguese,
svho, in 1510, were routed after an * obstinate engagement” at the Salt
River, flowing into Table Bay, on which occasion, Alnieida, the Viceroy
of India, met with his death.

In course of time, the Dutch succeeded the Portuguese in the supre-
macy of the eastern trade, when the Cape was, for the samg purposes,
resorted to by them ; nor was it a matter of small importance in those
days (when, through an imperfect knowledge of the ‘trades,” a voyage
to the East and bac%c was one of months and ycars, instead of, as at pre-
sent, of days and weeks), to be able to lay in, at this half-way house, &
fresh supply of water, fresh meat, and vegetables, doubly acceptable to.
crews generally debilitated by scurvy, that dreaded scourge of the mari-
ner of old.

Table Bay became, likewise, long before any settlement was thought
of, a sort of post-office to passers-by ; letters being, at stated spots, left
under large stones along the begch, iy which means the Dutch East India
Company’s ships generally had intelligence of their consorts, whether
homeward or outward bound.

The Dutch continued long to monopolis8 this traffic of the East,
but, about the end of the sixteenth century, the spirit of maritime enter-

rise then evincing itself in England, soon brought forth more formidable
rivals than their late antagonists the Portuguese.

In the year 1620, two vessels belonging to the English East India

® Such as Kolben, Thunberg, Moodie's “ Records of the Cape,” &c., &c.
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‘Company touched at the Cape, whose commanders, named Humphrey
Fitzherbert and Andreas Shilling, took formal possession of the spot, in
the name of their sovereign, James 1., but no further steps appear to
have been taken in the matter by the British government, and txl;e Cape
continued to be indiscriminately frequented, for the purpose of obtaining
refreshments, by mariners of all nations, though without any attempt at
colonisation or settlement, till the year 1652,

About 1648, a large vessel, named the Flaarlem, belonging to the
Dutch East India Company, was driver ashore at Table Bay, whose crew
had to remain there several months, ere relieved by some of the vessels of
the same company returning from Batavia. This detention gave oppor-
tunities of observation on the resources and nature of the surrounding
country, which were embodied by one Leendart Jantz,in a ¢ Remon-
strance,” bearing date Amsterdam, the 26th of July, 1649,* in which is
brieﬂg set forth and explained, the services, advantage, and profit, which
would accrue to the chartered East India Company- from making a fort
and garden at the Cabo de Boa Esperance.

As to this “ Remonstrance” may be traced the first origin of ‘a settle-
ment at the Cape, its substance may not prove uninteresting.

After premising as follows:

¢ Notwithstanding, honourable sirs, that it is well known to us, that
many and divers persons, even among those who have several times
frequented the Cabo de Boa Esperance, without, however, taking any
notice of the situation or fitness of the country—will pretend and say,
some, that the place is unsuitable, and consequently, that the cost—seeing:
that there is nothing to be had there, except water and a little scurvy-
grass—would be needless and thrown away; others, that the honourable
Company has forts and places enough, aye, more than too many to provide
for, and, therefore, ought not to establish any more; we shall, however,
point out to your honours, as briefly and simply as our poor ability will
permit, not only how useful and necessary the zyrmation of the said fort
and garden will be, for the preservation of the Company’s ships and

e, l:lut that the same may be effected, withont expense, and with

rofit an n.”

Mynheer Jantz proceeds to set forth the various advantages which
would acerue to the * Honourable Company,” by the establishment-of a
fort and garden, where fruit and vegetables might be raised for the use of
vessels bound to, and returning from India, as likewise fresh provisions,
be procured by barter with the natives—whom he exonerates from the
charge then apparently brought against them, of being * cannibals.”

' He fully points out the importance of such a settlement in baffling the
attempts of the Spaniards and Port e against their East India trade.
Peace then existed between the Enghsh and Dutch, but he hints that the
trade of the latter might likewise meet with serious interruptions from
the “Turk,” should he discover and take possession of %a.ble Bay.
Allusion was, probably, here made to the then formidable pirates of the
coast of Barbary, but it appears to have been rather far-fetched, as the

ine sorsai tirx::gh at this time the terror of the Mediterranean,
never gppirently carried their de, ions into these remote scas.

" The sbove document further contains the following curious notice of

® "Pride « O1d Chronieles of the Cape,” recorded by Donald Moodie, Esg., B. N
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St. Helena, which, in those good old times, appears to have been tenanted,
by very different inhabitants from those of later days. L,
“That the Tsland of St. Helena has been hitherto a very convenient
{lace of refreshment for the homeward-bound ships, cannot be denied ;
ut it has become so destroyed—partly from the carelessness of the ship
captfins, and partly from that of the common sailors (who are more dis-
posed, when they touch there, to ruin every thing they can get at,
to plant, or to leave any thing for those who come after them), that'from
henceforward neither hogs nor goats will be procurable. . ,

“ For, heretofore the homeward-bound ships, when they sailed from
St. Helena, each carried with them-—besides what was consumed while
they were there—some seventy or eighty, aye, more than 100, alive ;
whereas, last yeur, the fleet under the flag of Wollebrant Geleijusen
(eonsisting of twelve ships) could catch in all, in spite of all the trouble
they took, no more than 200 hogs ; and it will be found, that year after
year, less and less will be caught, until, in a short time, nothing whatever
can be had there. Thus we shall find, that the return fleet of this year
has caught fewer than the year before. .

“ The cause of this is above noticed,—the negligence of the captains,
and the mischievous disposition of the common sailors, who consist of the
people of all nations, and who, if they take care of themselves, do not
think of those who come after them, as your honours have often heard
them say, ¢ What do I care about a profitable voyage, so long as I come
back here alive.” Thus they destroy all they can reach.

¢ Therefore it is, that they will not take the slightest trouble, as long
as they get hogs enough for themselves, ta carry on board again, or to
kill the dogs with which they have caught them, to which the several
captains in particular, and the commander of the fleet in general, ought
to have pai«f some attention, which, however, has not been the case, so
that some dogs of both sexes have been left on the icland, which have so
multiplied, that in a short time all the stock—as these dogs have no
other food—will be destroyed and extirpated by them.

“ So that henceforward nothing will be found for our shi&)s at St.
Helena, except a few herbs, and sometimes a few apples and lamaens,
which are often plucked before they are ripe by the English (who touch
there earlier than we do) as happened last year.”

The old chronicles of the Capo do not apparently state the specific
post occupied by Mynheer Jantz on board the Haarlem, ov what notice
was taken by tie utch East India Company of the above ‘ Remon-
strance,” which, in June, 1651, was followed by “ Further Considerations
and Reflections upon some Points of the ¢ Remonstrance,’” presented by

" Mr. Leendert Jantz, upon the project of establishing, at the Cabo de Boa
Esperance, s fortress and plantation, and whatever more may be there
in due time cxpected to contribute most to the service of the Company,
addressed to tge Honourable the Directors, &c., &c., of the Chamber,
Amsterdam, and signed “Jan van Riebeck.” ) ‘
. Van Riebeck, a surgeon of one of the Company’s ships, had already
nvigated every region of the globe, and evidently made the most of, his
opportunities or oﬁemﬁon, he had undertaken one or two voyage§ to
Greenland, knew the West Indies, had threaded in every direction the
Eastern seas, from the Cape of Good Hope to Siam, Batavis, China, and
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Japan ; was, moreover, & botanist, naturalist, and philosopher; in short,
appears to have been quite the-Sir Joseph Banks of his day.

In 1648, he visited the Cape with & return fleet from India, and as
advantage was taken of their arrival to remove s much of the goods of
the Haarlem as could be saved from the wreck, this circumstance gave
.Van Riebeck thesopportunity of passing several weeks on shore, of which
opﬁ)rtunity he seems fully to have availed himself.

is letter to the Directors of the Company appears to be in substance
nearly the same as Janta’s * Remonstrance,” except as to his opinions of
the natives, whom he says, ¢ are by no means to be trusted, but are a
savage set, living without conscience; and therefore the fort should be
rendered tolerably defensible, for I have frequently heard, from divers
persons equally deserving of credit (who have also been there), that our
people have been beaten to death by them, without having given th®
slightest cause.”

He further recommends “ a sharp look out to be kept on the proceed-
ings of the English, French, Danes, and particularly on those of the
Portuguese, whom he refers to, as always envious of the increase and
extension of the Company’s power, and as constantly endeavouring to
obstruct the same.”

For his mistrust of this ‘““savage set,” he was (notwithstanding the
misrepresentations of modern ¢ philanthropists”) fully justified by sub-
sequent experience, for at their hands, in return for kindness and for-
bearance, he never met with aught save treachery, murder, and theft.®

Be that as it may, we find that, in 1651, the Duteh East India Company,
with the sanction of their government, equipped atr expedition consisting
of three vessels: thd" Drommedaris, the Reijger, and the yacht Hoep;
which, in December of the same year, left the Texel, under the command
of Van Riebeck, with directions for the formation of a settlementt at
the Cape, for provisioning the Company’s fleets, according to the plan
which had been first suggested by Leendert Jantz ; of whom, whether
from death, or other cause, no further mention is made.

¢ About the fifth glass of the afternoon watch, on the 5th of April,
1652,” says Van Riebeck, in the journal, where he daily recorded every
notable event, “ we got sight, God be praised, of the land of the Cabo
de Boa Esperance.

*“In the night, the ships Reijger and Hoep closed with the Drom-
amnedaris; and early in the morning of the 6th of April, we were about

L3

* To ehow howfilse are the accusations of harshness and cruelty towards the
natives.brought against the early Dutch settlers, we find the following amongst the
instructions given as far back as March, 156, for the conduct of those engaged
in the proposed settlement at the Cape:~* You will also make ‘inspection near
the fort for the land best suited for depasturing and breeding cattle, for which
purpose a good correspondence and intelligence with the natives will be very
necessary, in arder to reconcile them in time to your customs, and to attach them
to you, which ‘must be effected with discretion ; above all, taking care that you
do net injure them in person, or, in the cattle which they keep or bring to you,
by which 't’hey may be rendered averse from' our people, as has appeared in various
instances. " e

t.The settlement wns at first confined to this object, but a few years sub-
sequently we find that parts of land were given, on certain conditions, to some of
the Compiny's servauts, at which period the work of colonisation may be said to
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1
to steer for Table Bay, but deemed it advisable first to examine whethet-
any enemies’ ships lay in the road, as it was suspected that Prince Robert
lay in wait here for the return fleet. . . . ~Ahout two o’glock in the

rnoon they returned, reporting that there whre no-ships there,-we
therefore stood on, and notwithstanding the calm, by the aid of a fine.
souther'lg: breeze which we got at lagt, our ship, and, the yacht Giede
Hoep, thanks to God, safely an , after, sun-setJn the Table Bypy;
in five fathoms, sandy ground.” /% Yy - ﬁ{;

Having been now nearly five mionths af sed,’and" éﬁ crofey "
in those days, severely suffering from the effects of so long a veyage,
Van Riebeck’s first care was to send a party ashore for the purpose of
obtaining a supply of green herbs, and to procure fresh fish from the
river, in both of which objects they succeeded, and also found a box of
letters left, buried in the sand, by the return fleet from India, which,
having touched some weeks previously gt the Cape, had likewise brought
for the expected settlers, a few horses (probably fronp Batavia); the
latter; as stated in the despatches, having been left in charge of an
“ OtteMoo” (Hottentot), named Herry.

This Herry, or Harry, whose proper appellation was  Autshumao,”
and who cuts so conspicuous a figure during the ‘first periods of the
colony, had from his previous intercourse with the English, and from
having performed a voyage to Bantam in one of their vessels, aequired a
tolerable knowledge of our language, and his services were, consequently,
eagerly secured as a medium of iutercourse between the Dutch and ¢
natives ; but like most of the class of dragomans, Mr. Herry proved
himself in the end an arrant rogue, and was often, during such commuhi-
cations—for purposes of his own—the wilful cause of serious di
and misunderstanding betwixt the Dutch and the Hottentots.' s

Van Ricbeck found the shores of Table Bay frequented by a small
tribe of all but naked savages, in a miserable state of want ‘and destitu-
tion, whose sole means of subsistence consisted in roots, bulbs, and sheli-
fish, which they succeeded in picking up on the sands, and amongst the
adjoining rocks.

By the Dutch these wretched beings were called ¢ Strandlozﬁe:s," of
frequenters of the shore, for probably the same reason that they were
dubbed “ Waterman” by Mr. Herry, who added that this horde, to which
he had the honour of appertaining, owned property of no deseription, or
any sheep or cattle whatever, the possession of which was entirely mono-

ised by another tribe, described by him as inhabiting the neighbour.
{:zod of Saldanha Bay; and he further stated, that between these  Sal-
danhers” and the * Strandloopers” there existed a deadly feud, that
a third people called Vishmen, baving on!% cows, and subsisting by fish-
ing from the rocks, came periodically to Table Bay after the departure
of the Saldanhers, with whom, as likewise with the Strandloopers, these
Vishmen were constantly at war, and that robbery and plunder were
nearly the sole occupation of their existence.

The first part of this account was fully corroborated the following day,
when on the arrival of o small party of Saldanhers, the Strandlozg:u,
armed with “ bows, arrows, and assegais,” rushed furiously towart_ls m,
and it was only through the active mediation of the Dutch, on this, as on
many subsequent occasions, that bloodshed was averted.

ese Saldanhers appear to have been a race much superior to that of
the Strandloopers, for they are described in Van Riebeck’s journal as



198 . A Few Months insSouthern Africa.
“handsome, active men, of p%ood stature, dressed, however, in

a cow (or ox) hide, tolerably , which they carxied fully
n one arm, with an air.as courageous as any bravo in Holland can
carry his cloak on arm or shoulder.”

It is, however, difficult to guess ‘at the unsophisticated old Hollander’s
idea of the standard of perfection, when he calls any of the Hottentot race
“ handsome,” unless it be, that he considered as beauty that “stern” pro-
minent feature, said to be one of the characteristics of his own nation, and
which, if admitted as the model of symmetry, caused, perhaps, at a later
period, the French traveller Le Vaillant, to style, under the poetical
appellation of « Narina,”® a woolly-headed, greasy Gonaqua girl,
““the younger sister of the Graces.” An opinion of the general in-
accuracy of Le Vaillant’s statements may be formed from the flamin
accounts he gives of this Hottentot Venus, well boughow'd, or anointe
with grease and red powder)probably somewhat in. the /present
Kaffir fashion)y He a plié’& toher the name of “ Narina” (which
may be translated  Rosebud’), .fancied himself deeply enambured,
and that he had inspired a similar passion in this * enchanting® figure,
formed to inspire love, and the youngest sister of the Graces under the
figure of a Hottentot.”

L * * L

Van Riebeck having thus, by timely intervention, brought about a

truce, the hostile tribes remained peaceably together near the tents of the
settlers which were pitched along the shores of the bay. Through means
of Herry, aided by signs and gestures, with a’ few Dutch and Eng-
lish words, of whic{ the natives appear to have had a knowledge (the
former having probably been secently acquired from the wrecked crews of
the Haarlem and Maurice), a sort of pantowimic intercourse was success-
fully kept up, and the Saldanhers thus intimated, that within a few days
they would bring cattle and sheep to barter for copper and tobacco, m
which intention they were further encouraged by kind treatment, presents,
and by being, moreover, plentifully supplied with food.
. 'To show that, notwithstanding the most calumnious allegations to the
contrary, this kind (though no doubt interested) treatment on the part of
the Dutch, was, from the earliest periods of the settlement, strictly enforced
towards the natives, the following extracts of a proclamation dated so far
back as the 9th of April, 1652 (three days after the arrival of the Dutch
settlers), is here set before the reader.

“Jan van Riebeck, senior merchiint, and on behalf of the directors of
the, &c., company, commander oven their fortress to be constructed, ships
and concerns, also over their possessions to be selected at the Cabo de
Boa Esperance, and his comneil, make known :
.. % That as we have been ordered by the said directors, with the help of
the ships Drommedaris, Reijer, and Hoep, thereto employed, to build at
the Cagpe such fortress and fortifications as shall be z;und necessary
for the protection of the possessions to be taken. :

¥ And agguch new. uncf:rmking shoulgf boht;onducted with gm::ca,uﬁon,
partioularly-as regards the wild people of that country (they being very
:mpudmb}{and especially great meplbe taken that wt:ybe in {vary respect
on our.guard and in a posture of defence, also, that no cause of offence
may:Pe-given by us or our men to that people, bat on the contrary, that

* See Le Vaillant’s Travels, vol. i, p. 361.
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all kindness and friendship be shawn't them, in order that by our amicable
conduct they may: inclined to an intercourse with ug, so that'
this means we may have the greater supply of all kinds of ‘cattle, &
suffer the less molestation from them in the plantations, &o., which we
are there to cultivate and to rear for the supply of the company's passing
and repassing ships, the chief object, in the first instance, of our Ionmm
masters, andgehat farther may in thne be sought for the servite of the
com; (S LA .

«So {tis'-that we, for the prevention of all m¥chief in the promotion of
the said affirs, as well as for the maintenance of good order and discipline
among the common people, who think little of remote consequénees, Ymve
deemed it highly necessary, as by resolution 8th of April, 1652, te enact
the following articles for that purpose, and after eonsideratibr;fnd ‘a
proval of the council, to publish them, wﬂler with some portighs of tg
general articles at she proper p¥e . ;.

“ And.as ibmnremmfevh: bold SHEVIsh, aad nof at albouly
trusted, each shabludke good cdre that his arms and working tools, or what~'
ever he be placed Mgharge of, be well taken care of, that they may not be
stolen from him by the savages, as we. by no means, nor upon any con-
sideration, desire that they should, on account of such theft, exeepting
with our previous knowledge and consent, be pursued, beaten, aye, even
be Iooked upon with anger; but each shall have his stolen arms or tools
charged against his wages, as a penalty, and for his carelessness reeeive
fifty lashes at the whipping-post, and forfeit his rations of wine for eight
days, or such other severer punishment as the exigency of the case may
demand. And accordingly whoever ill-uses, beats, or pushes any of the
natives, be he in the right or in the wrong, shall in their presence be
punished with fifty lashes, that they may thus see that such is against owr
will, and that we are disposed to correspond with them in all kindness and
friendship, in accordance with the orders and the objact of our employers.
Wherefore the sentries and other guards are thus expressly ordered to
assist in this, or otherwise, upon their suffering any injury to be dyze to
the savages in‘their sight, they shall be liable to the same punishment as
the actual offgnders. . S ot

¢ To this end all persons whomsoever are seriously exhorted, and ordered
to show them every friendship and kindness, that they may in -time,
through our courteous behaviour, become the sooner accustomed to us,
and attached to us, so that we may thus attain the object of our em-
mem; provided at the same time "that every one be well on his guard,

ithout going so far among them, orsrusting them so far, that they may
get any of our people intp their power, and massacre or carry them off.

L4 [ 4 L]

% Whoever transgresses in other particulars not herein i.nserted, shall
be punished according to the General Articles, and the exigency of the
case.

“ And that no one may have cause to pretend ignorance, we have
caused these, and some sections of the General Articles to be read to the
people on board of all the ships of the squadron, and also caused the
same to be affixed at the proper place, upon a post erected for the tiur-
e. 'Thus done in full council, in the ship l;rommedari:, the 9th of

April, 1652,
« JaN vAN RiEBECK.”
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' *The promises of the Saldanhers to return in a few days with sheep
and cattle, greatly raised the hopes of the settlers, whose fresh provisions
were confined to the produce of their fisheries, and to the wild herbs they
collected near the shore, which, after the privations of so long a voyage,
were most eagerly sought for, and converted by them to culinary pur-

»

poses.

About three weeks after the arrival of the expedition a loose plank
shed was completed, which, with a few tents, served as temporary habita-
tions'for Van' Riebeck and his followers, who then busily.commenced the
erection. of a fort for their more permanent residence and protection.

Reconnoitring parties were sent out in the immediate neighbourhood,
behind Table Mountain ; the forests with which this part of the country
was then covered were explored, quantities of game, such as ¢ harts,
steenbuck, elands, &c.,” were seen, a hippopotamus was killed, and
served out as food for the crews, and all appeared delighted with the
genial climate, the beauty and fertility of the-soil, ¢ watered,” says Van
Riebeck, in his journal, ¢ by streamg as firre as could be desired ; and had
we it occupied by thousands of Chitlese, or other farmers, they could not
cultivate the tenth part of it. It.is so rich that~not})ing can equal it ;
neither Formosa, wEich I have seen, nor New Netherlands, which I have
heard of.” ¢

Van Riebeck, however, expresses his disappointment at the non-
arrival of the Saldanhers with their cattle; the only inhabitants of this
Hesperian clime being a few wretched “ Strandloopers, who brought with
them,” says he, “nothing but lean bodies and hungry bellies,” articles
not likely to be in great request by men engaged in constant hard and
laborious work, who began &emselves to feel the sharp cravings of want,
and over whom disease was then beginning menacingly to shake her
palsied hand. -

Five weeks had elapsed since the arrival of the settlers ; it was now the
middle of June, the winter of these southern regions, and which appears
that year to have set in with unusual severity (for we find that Van
Riebeck, in his diary, makes mention of ice being seen on the foot of Table
Mountain), still no sign of the Saldanhers with the expected cattle, the
extent of barter having as yet been one “lean cow and a calf.” Sick-
ness,—an unusual occurrence in this fine, healthy climate, but probably
brought on by the recent privations of a long voyage, followej) by ex-
posure, hard -work, and unwholesome food,—was, moreover, taking such
rapid strides, that at last only fifty men were able to carry on the work
at the fort, and even these enjoyed but indifferent health, ¢« The rest,”
says . Van' Riebeck, “lying sick with dysentery, persing, and severe
fevers, for whom very little can be dorie as to regimen, except with &
little wine and vegetables, which begin to grow from our Dutch seed.”

During the three or four ensuing montE.s, the infant colony had still
ever increasing difficulties to contend with, besides hardships and priva-
tions of every description ; for, whilst famine and sickness stared the poor
exiles in the face, clouds of locusts ravaged the crops and gardens; tem-

ests tore up the young plantations, and laid prostrate their frail embryo
Ewellin . Such were their trials by day, whilst, during the darkness of
the night, between the fitful gusts of the raging storm, the roar of
hungry lions, the sad yell of the: hyzns, and demoniac howls of con-
gregated jackals, were the dismal sounds echoed in frightful chorus from



A Few Months in Southern Afvica. 20}

the mountain’s side, forming too often the last sad anthem of many an
= negd ‘;“?I:Iol t of death, the

ured by §re seen + these grim, midnight visitors, featlessl

prowled am the tents and sheds,g:lvhose helﬁfess inmates conld 0&{_

on the lowly, fevered, and sleepless couch, feel their hot earrion breath"
rankly steaming through the gaping crevices of those frail planks, their
sole protection from a living grave.*

Days and weeks thus wore slowly into months, which lazily dragped
on their weary length, though bringing succour neither by. sea or land ;
for, to the straining eyes of this forlorn and desolate crew, not a sail e’er
loomed ¢’er the far watery horizon, nor was the fluttering of .a single
“ kaross,"t or the dusty track of cattle, to be discerned amidst the distant
sand-hills along the bay, or the wild, barren heaths beyond.

To add to their distress, the fishing-nets, by means of which they
"had hitherto been supgiied with an aceasional meal, became at last nearly
worn out, dnd could be scarcely made to hold together. Table Bay, at
this inclement sedson of the year, was, moreover, found most insecure
for the ships; discontent spread rapidly amongst the crews, and this
mutinous disposition was shortly followed by plunder on their part, ahd
desertion from the settlement.

Van Riebeck had, in short, to contend with all those vexatious trials:

l‘ad difficulties ta whieh Columbus, Bartholomew Diaz, and other early
discoverers and explorers of ufiknowil regions, W '
his courage and strength of mind continued, nevertheless, un, ‘
the last ; he bravely faced the storm, kept a steady hand on the wheel of
government of his infant state, nor, in all his difficulties, for a single
moment appears to have given way to despondency or despair.

In order to obtain tidings of the Saldanhers, and to procure provisions
of sonte description, the smallest vessel, called the Good Hope, was sent
on several exploring trips to Saldanha Bay, as likewise to Dassen and
Robben Islands, from whence she always succeeded in bringing back
supplies of some sort in the shape of seals, penguins, or sea-birds’ eggs,
which though, with their oily and rank fishy flavour,perhaps not very
pelateable to an Epicurean taste, were, nevertheless, eagerly received

-and greedily devoured by his starving people.

Van Riezeck having thus provided (gr their immediate wants, his next
endeavour was by appointing a provost-marshal, and instituting summary
and immediate punishment, to repress those great irregularities which ap-
Rear af this time to have crept in amongst his people, who, not content
with committing thefts on each other, commenced plundering the com=
pan¥’s stores, and robbinitbe public gardens of their crops.

A spirit of desertion which might have still more seriously affected the
future prospects of the infant colony, now, as before observed, likewise
manifested itself amongst the emigrants, four of whom, towards the latter
end of September, clandestinely left the Cape, with the intention, it after-

& « This m"ipt ita peared’ as if the lions would'take the fort by storm, that the,
might get at the sheep . They made a fearful noise, as if they would destroy nﬁ
within; but in vain, gor they could not climb the walls . . . . . worked lustily
at raising the?higher:’ that we may 5§a;e as little for the English,” &e.—~(From
Van Ricbeck's Journal, January 28, 1653. - TR

4 The “kaross” is the cloak of dressed kide, sometimes worn by the naipe.
t. of South Africa. . Ll
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wards appeared, of reaching by land the Portuguese settlements at
Mozambique, and thence endeavouring to procure.a passage to Europe.
Inafew ga.ya. however, h fovced them to retyrn and ggge themselves
up ; when, although deemed advisable to remit the aet%e of death
dgcreed as a punishment for their offence, it is recorded that they were-sen-
tenced to work for two years in irons as slaves, and the leader, Jan Blank,
was, moreover, “ keel hauled,” and received, in addition, 150 lashes.

It is, perhaps, worthy of remark that the said Jan Blank—the first
European traveller in Southern Africa—should, likewise, have been the
first to hand down to posterity, a writfen account of his adventures in this
part of the world.

The following naive relation of this his ill-fated expedition, written in
red chalk, was found on his person at the time of his apprehension.

¢ In the name of the Lortr Jesus Christ.

“ Sept. 24.—In the evening set out from the Kaap de Boa Esperance,
directing our course to Mozambique, four of us, Jan Verdouk of Vlaan-
deren, Willem Huytgens of Maastricht, Gerrit Dirkse of Maastricht, and
Jan Blank of Mechelen, having with us four biscnits, and fish ; God grant
us success on the journey ! also four swords, two pistols, and the dog.

¢ Sept. 25.—This evening marched seven mylen ; saw two rhinoce-
roses, which advanced upon us, intending to destroy us. Jan Verdouk w:
obliged to leave behind his hat and sword ; a little before our dog ran
a porcupine, by which he was so wounded in the neck that we thought
he would die ; took our rest to-night by a rivulet, in God’s name ; saw,
also, two ostriches ; obliged to leave ditto again because of two rhino-
ceroses that came towards us, then we chose the beach ; after we had
gone two mylen, we made our eamp in the first of the sand hills. *

 Sept. 26.—This morning again set out on our journey, chose the
coast to the Kaap Aquillas, marched about seven mylen, our first food
was four young birds who lay in the nest, and three eggs ; encamped on
the beach where we got some limpets. -

~ % Sept. 27.—Went along the beach about seven mylen; came in the
evening to a very high mountain close to the sea, which we must over,
therefore rested at the foot until }.

“ Sept. 28.—And provided ourselves with limpets to take with us over
the mountain, which we prepared strung on lines and dried, and also with
calabashes to carry water.

¢ Sept. 29,—Setting out in the morning intending to get over this
ﬁrner, but not being wellb able to do so, Jan Verdouk and Willem

u s began io repent, but went on.

“ytg;xt 30. —Noth\gichstanding until the afternoon of next day, when
Gerrit also was knocked up, and, for me, I could not make a dance of it
alone, therefore resolved to retumn to the fort in hopes of mercy and grace
in God’s nswe.”

How many subsequent explorers of “Southetn Africa,” would have done
well to ifnitate this concise and unvarnished statement, and how many
whom we ¢ould mention (present company always excepted) have richly
merited the punishment of poor Jan Blank, for wilfully * deserting” in

their kng&ened nazral:ives, the paths of reotitude'and truth !* .
. »

Y Ciiely applicablo o those who from political or interested motives have so
‘é”‘oﬁa mni;led the British public relative to the state of the celony of the Cape of
pe.
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Upwards of six months had now elapsed since the arrival of the
:xolpesnion in Table Bay, and affairs began to assume with the infant

ony, a most gloomy aspect. In consequence of the non of
the return fleet from India, from whom relief had been confidently éxpected,
it was eoncluded to have probably made for St. Helena, without touchir
at the Cape ; sickmess still prevailed, the remaining stock of bread ans
flour was fast decreasing, and even hope itself began to fail ; great
therefore, was the joy of these unfortunate exites, when at length, about
the middle of October, a few strange Hottentots were seen approaching
the fort, who, through the interpreter “ Herry” gave intimation of the
vicinity of their tribe, provided, as they stated, with abundance of sheep
and cattle, which they further gave to understand would readily be bar-
tered for tobacco and brass.

It appeared by Herry's account that numerous tribes coming from the
direction of Saldanha Bay, made an annual practice of thus periodically
visiting this part of the country, where, after consuming the past
about Table Mountain, they formed a circuit to the East, through
district a¢ present known as Iottentots’ Holland, and thence back again

o their own country, or rather to that point from whence they had taken
eir depdrture, for their homes appeared to be (like those of many of the
interior-dribies of the present day), wherever pasture was to be found, and

where they were unopposed by more powerful tribes ornations than them-_

selves. 4

The expected party accordingly arrived, bringing in their train in-
numerable herds and flocks. The barren heath extending between Table
aud Simon’s Bay, hitherto an unoccupied and desert tract, suddesly
teemed with animated life ; the green vafleya and wooded  kloofs” of the
mountain re-echoed the lowing of browsing kine, and the settlement now
presented the bustling appearance of a cattle-fair. Through the medium
of Mr. Herry (who played the part of both broker and interpreter), an
active system of barter and traffic took place, on terms which were pro-
bably cerisidered equally advantageous by both parties ; for we find that
the price established for a cow was usually “two small plates of copper,
or one large plate,” whilst * sheep were generally bought for as much
tobacco,’ or thin copper wire, as the sheep—tail included—measured in
length.’

n%he Saldanhers inéited, as was then supposed, and subsequently fully
proved, by the traitor Heiry (said to be more favourably inolined to the
English thau to his actual benefactors and employers), however, shortly
begau to show less eagerness for the him:es in question, and encouraged
by the mistaken lenity enjoined in the before-mentioned proclamation
(and the consequences of which ill-judged line of policy have so often
been displayed with the same results, it subsequent intercourse with the
natives), committed innumerable thefts of property, accompanied even
with personal violence towards the settlers, whenever the opportunity
presented itself of so doing.

Towards the latter end of February, 1653, the Saldanhers—who of
late had shown such hostile cispositions, that considerable armed parties
of the Dutch were deemed necessary to traffic in safety at their «kraalg™*

® A corruption from “ corril,” a térm used in South America, and meay
the inlosure where cattle is secured at night;—the word “kraal” is pow
in South Africa, in the above sense, and also to express an assemblage of native
huts.

)
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—finally took their departure in an easterly direction, having disposed of "
130 head of cattle and 350 sheep; which supply was the more acceptable,
as the provisions brought by the expedition were by this time completely
exhausted, and with no hopes of being d until the arrival of the
homeward bound fleet from Batavia : which, to the great joy of Van
Riebeck and all the settlers, appeared in sight on the st of garch, and
after having furnished the settlement with bread, flour, and other re-
quisites, received in return fresh water, meat, and vegetables, and again
took its departure for Europe on the 15th of April, 1658,

By this opportunity Van Riebeck sent an account of the first year's

zroaeding‘s of the new settlement, with which he appears then to have
" been so thoroughly disgusted, that he thus terminates his despatch : —

“I will now, to conclude, most humbly, respectfully, and earnestly
pray, that your honours will think of removing me heue~ to India, and
to some beiter and higher employment, in order that in due time, and in
consideration of better services than I can render here, I may earn pro-
motion ; for, among these dull, stupid (batte, plompe), lazy, stinking

ople, little address (subtylteyt) is tetlmred a3 among the Japanese,
!.,l?onquinese, and otber precise nations thereabouts, who, as I have suffi-
ciently experienced in my ten years’ service, give enough to do to the
brains of the cleverest Dutchman ; and here there is nothing to be done,
except to barter a few sheep and cattle, in which little address is required ;
and whether there is any thing to be done in ostrich feathers, musk, or
anp thing else, I shall have sufficiently ascertained between this time and
the receipt of your honour’s answer, and should I then see my successor,
I shall be able to give him such good instructions, after the experience I
shall have gained upon all points connected with your service, that he will
be as well qualified to take charge as myself; and, as you have done me
the honour in all your letters to entitle me commagder (for which [ am
very thankful), I would still respectfully request that (should my conduct
have given you any satisfaction) you would be pleased to henour me with
that ratk, as also with the usual emolument of 150 gnilde;zer mensem,
thereto appertaining, under a written instrument in debita formé, in
order that I may produce it on my arrival in India, for otherwise the title
would tend to nothing but‘contempt, for being now entitled commander,
and hereafter arriving in India bein, lookeg on as only a merchant;
and, to say a few words more, I would gladly bind myself to remain in
India with thet quality and pay, for three years beyond my first engage-
ment : and awaiting the pleasing intelligence of mi;.' removal to India,
for the ose above stated, I shall hold myself fully rewarded and
satisfied for the services which I have done here to the utmost of my
ability, hoping that on reaching India through your favour, I shall render
you services of somewhat more importance than I have here a field
for, &e. .

¢J. VAN RiesEck.

“In the Fort the Goede Hoep, 14th of April, 1653.”
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TICK;
OR,
MEMOIRS OF AN OLD ETON BOY.

BY CIIARLES ROWCROFT, AUTHOR OF ‘‘ TALES OF THE COLONIES; OR,
THE ADVENTURES OF AN EMIGRANT.”

CraPTER V.

Tnere were more than five hundred boys at Eton in the year to
which these memoirs relate, of ages varying from nine to twenty ; but
there were very few among these two extremes. The general age was
from twelve to seventeen or eighteen ; after seventeen most of them left
school for one of the universities, or for the army, for the period to which
I refer was during the war. Of these five hundred, sixty-two, if I re-
member the number correctly, were on the foundation, that is, were
received as king’s scholars by the ruling powers of the college, for educa-
tion and partial support from the funds provided by the founder Henry
VI, of scholastic memory. The value of these funds, which consist
principally of lands, has increased enormously, as measured in money,
since the first establishment of the college. These sixty-two king's
scholars are, indeed, the rcal Eton boys, properly so-called, as it is they
who constitute the college by right, whereas the other students are ad-
mitted to such advantages as the college possesses only by favour.

There are various rules and regulations in respect to the king’s
scholars which do not affect the larger number who have not the same
privileges. By the original institutes of the college, the king's scholars
are obliged to wear academical gowns; and by a singular and fancxful
prescription, the moral uses of which I have never been able to discover,
they are condemned to wear knee-breeches, which, in the instances of
little hoys, has avelz droll effect. For some reason, also equally myste-
rious, they are forbidden to wear gaiters; so that their drum-sticks,
when unconcealed by their gowns, are exposed to the view of the critical
spectator in their natural and unsophisticated state. As to their head-
gear, it seems that the regulation for covering that superior part of the .
body has been omitted ; at least no ordipance, that I am aware of, exists
respecting it, so that hats were the universal wear; I rather think that
caps were considered objectionable, as I do not remember to have seen
that article of dress sported on ‘any occasion.

The masters, also, all of whom must have been educated at Eton on
the foundation, wore gowns, and for a long series of years formidable-
looking cocked hats of rather extensive dimensions, and which reminded
me, when I first beheld them, of the one under which the late Professor
Grimaldi appeared in one of the pantomimes at the Theatre Royal
Covent Garden. The weight and incumbrance of those monstrosities,
however, which in the heat of summer were peculiarly oppressive, pro-
duced a spirited remonstrance on the part of the sufferers in the year
1309 or 1810, I forget which, and after a grave deliberation on the part
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of the provost and fellows, in solemn conclave assembled, in which vast
erudition was displayed, and much black-letter learning was brought to
bear on the subject of cocked-hats, it was determined that a modification
of that appendage might so far take place as to allow of a change from
the cocked-hat, properly so-called, to one of a flat shape of equal sides
and equal angles, but still of a sufficiently grotesque appearance to dis-
tinguish the college dignitaries from ordinary persons. Andso I believe
it has remained even unto this day ; the masters sporting an academical
tile consisting of a flat piece of board, about a foot square and a quarter
of an inch thick, covered with black cloth, and ornamented (with classic
severity of style) with a single tassel of black silk; the whole being
intended, doubtless, to inspire the beholder with a sort of reverence for
the bearer of so imposing a piece of machinery ; a feeling, however,
which was but moderately entertained by the Eton boys, who, like all
other boys, were rather inclined to make fun than otherwise of any thing
that afforded them the opportunity. But 1 must not forget to say a
word about the other and the far larger portion of scholars who were not
on the foundation.

These were called ¢ Oppidans,” from the Latin ¢ oppidum,” a town,
denoting that they were town boys, which, no douEt, originally they
were, who were admitted by favour, and for the sake of the pecuniary
aid, perhaps, which their attendance furnished, to partake of the superior
education gratuitously provided for the.sixty-two scholars on the founda-
tion. The celebrity of the college, in the course of years, attracting
the attention of the wnobility and higher gentry of the kingdom, by
degrees it came to be considered as an aristocratic school, which, as 1t
partook of that exclusiveness which is so much prized by the higher
classes of this country, was the more eagerly sought for. Thus, in pro-
cess of time, the foundation school of Eton has come to be changed from
its original character ; and, instead of being a place of gratuitous educa-
tion for a fixed number of scholars, ecclesiastically trained, it is now the
highest place of resort for the sons of the nobility and aristocracy of the
empire, whose presence has not only changed the general aspect of the
school, but has occasioned modifications in the class of “king’s scholars,”
as the foundation boys are sometimes called, not contemplated by the
founder. For, instead of the king’s scholars being taken from that class
‘who could not otherwise obtain the superior education which the college
was designed to give, they are now composed, for the most part, of the
sons of persons in easy circumstances, who, by sdlicitation and favour,
obtain the gift of the presentatipn of a boyto the foundation, to the ex-
clusion of those for whom the benefit was originally intended. Nothing,
1 believe, but the queer costume of the knee-breeches, causing thereby a
distant and somewhat humiliating resemblance ‘to ordinary muffin-caps,
prevents the higher aristocracy from taking possession of this pm‘tiaﬁy
eleemosynary institution for their own children.

: 'The regulations, however, respecting the king’s scholars, have been pre-
served with more strictness than might have been expected from the changes
of the times, and the innovations of intruders, The king’s scholars, it
was 50 in.my time, at least, and I believe'no material change has taken

lace #ince then, form a class apart and distinet from the Oppidans.
. -are not permitted to sleep out of the college dormitories, and they
ary obliged to take their meals in the college hall ; they are not allowed
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to go beyond certain restricted limits, in which the village of Eton, in
which the Oppidans roam, is not included ; and they must on all occasions
wear their gowns, which, being composed of woollen of a tolerable thick-
ness, is, in the hot season, a very disagreeable infliction. = With res

to their association with the Oppidans, no restriction is placed upon that
other than the regulations appertaining to the constitution of the coll
which, by obliging them to remain within their own walls after a certain
hour in the evening, apd of sleeping there at night, prevent their inter-
course with the Oppidans at those times, which, in some respects, may
be considered greatly to their advantage.

With respect to t\};e saying of lessons in school, they and the Oppidans
are precisely on a par; and in the playing-fields, at cricket, or foot-ball,
&c., and at other recreations and amusements, no one dreams of any dis-
tinction between the Oppidans and the collegers, except such as may be
derived from personal merit, from greater skill, or from superior intellee-
tual attainments ; for nowhere does personal merit, apart from rank or
wealth, receive its just tribute of respect and deference more than among
the Fton boys. And on this point tEere is a remarkable distinction esta-
blished by the boys themselves, which I will take the opportunity to note
at this pl);ce, lest it should be forgotten amidst the flood of recollections
which crowd upon me of my juvenile days.

Among the Eton boys, respect is paic{ to intellectual attainments, but
homage 1s paid to talent.  When a boy works hard at his lessons, they
call im a “ Sap ;” now, as I say, they award due respect to the ¢ Sap,”
who, by dint of labour, achieves a certain amount of learning ; but they
say, “any one may do it if he chooses to sap ;” but what they regard
with the higher respect, and with a sort of intuitive admiration, is the
intelleet which arrives at the same point as the hard-working ¢ Sap,”
without the same expenditure of labour. In fact, it is the pure intellect
which they worship : the mental power by which the possessor leaps—
not climbs—to the summits of Parnassus. It is for this reason, perhaps,
that those few remarkable for facility of versifieation—Latin, of course—-
are the most highly esteemed. Knowing, a8 the bO{;S do, that, although
the facility of the mechanical structurc of verse may be, in a great degree,
acquired by labour and diligence, the poetical spirit cannot be attained
by any exertion of the will —that the poetical mind must be born with
the individual, and eannot be manufactured by hiroself, nor for him—thez
regard with enthusiastic admiration, a gift which, being beyond the reac
of the many, is, so far, beyond their envly. .

Alkin to this feeling is the sort of dislike which they exhibit to a boy
who surpasses the rest, and beats the boy of superior talents, by sheer
labour and poring over his books. The boys regard this as taking an
unfair advantage of the others ; they say that all ought to study alike,
and then let the best win ; but they don’t like the tortoise to pass the hare,
nor the dull boy to crawl past the clever one by a system of slow, steu‘iy,
and unremittedy progression. I mention this fact for the contemplation
of those who are fond of psychclogical inquiries, to assist them in building
up a system. .

I conjecture that those who m?v read these memoirs of an:old Eton
boy would be disappointed if I did not say something about the system
of fagging, which prevails more or less at all public schools, and which
flourished with extraordinary licence 2a.t the period to which these descrip-
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tions refer. I am the more readily inclined to devote a portion of my

ce to a consideration of this subject, as it really is a very serious
question, which latterly has again come into public discussion, but about
which a great many erroneous notions are entertained. It may be useful,
therefore, to record the evidence of an eye-witness, who has had a nal
experience of the practice in the capacity both of fagger and fag. But this
is too important a matter to be appended to the encf of a chapter. Besides,
it is proper that I should give some account of the. proceedings which took
E’ac?. consequent on my introduction among my companions as a “new

y .
CuapTir VI

It was at the close of the autumn that I first entered the college, and
the evenings were drawing in fast; so that there was ample time before
turning in for the night to discuss ‘the events of the day and the politics
of the school ; and to engage also in such interesting recreations to pass
away the time, as any one who had a genius that way might take it into
his head to suggest. As for me, being young and one of the “ little
fellows,” though I was tall and robust for my age, I was placed in a room
with two other boys, both older than myself, who had been at the school
one or two years before my arrival, and who were well initiated, there-
fore, in all the mischief incidental to the place.

I was sitting very disconsolately with my hands in my breeches-
pockets, gazing at the fire, having studied the mysterious hieroglyphics
on my one-pound note with much admiration, and counted the silver
which my mother had given to me before my departure from home, over
and over again, when my meditations were interrupted by the entrance
of my new associates. I was a little shy at first, as was natural ; but
the modest diffidence which abashed me was by no means predominant
in the air of my companions. Without t{e slightest reserve they
assailed me with a series of questions, as to my name, my parents, family,
and paternal habitation. These, it appeared, were answered to their
satisfaction; and the mention of my pony, whom I particularly de-
scribed (not forgetting his mane and tail), served to prepossess them with
a favourable opinion of my personal character and predilections ; .and the
elder of the two, who rejoiced in the name of Elmes, was pleased to express
his opinion, that “I did not seem to be a spooney.” In this eulogistic
observation the other, whose name was Linden, kindly acquiesced, and in
a very few minutes we became on friendly and, imﬁ;ed, intimate terms,
for Emes had the consideration to inquire if ¢ the governor had pouched
me handsomely ?”

The purport of this question having been condescendingly explained
to me, I produced my one-pound note and the dozen shillings in silver
with which I was enriched, but this amount of wealth did not seem to
convey to them, by any megus, the idea of an inexhaustible supply.

However, it was ready-money, and that was something ; as tEere were
some articles which I ai erma’s' learnt, such as spirits and wine, which
were obt@ihhb'le only by the actual transfer of a proportional amount of
the natipial currency.

Tn £hé meantiime, the circumstance of a new arrival had so far excited
the euriosity of the junior portion of the inmates, that several of them
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dropsed in to have a look at me, and to see how far my exterior pro-
mised to afford them s suitable object for exercising their mischievous
propensities ; which, although practised in the most good-natured way in
the world, were not always considered agreeable by the noviciates, but
which, from immemorial usage, were considered indispensable for the due
installation of the tyro. These ceremonies, however, were discussed
apart in a select committee assembled for that purpose in another room,
and I became acquainted with the result of their deliberations only by
the consequences of the resolutions, which were there passed for my
personal edification. In the meantime, the important point to be settled
was the style and quality of the entertainment to be given on the occa-
sion of my introduction.

After a short discussion, it was decided that a supper on a superior
scale should immediately be prepared for eight, and cards of invitation
were issued accordingly, whicﬂ were graciously responded to by the in-
vited, in person, by putting their heads inside the room, one after the
other, and assuring %us that “they would come.” Elmes being most
experienced in these matters, undertook the solids, while Linden engaged
to superintend the tart department ; the liquids being left for considera-
tion. Some little difference of opinion took place between my seniors on
this latter point, Elmes giving it as his opinion that whiskey-punch was
the most suitable tipple for so hilarious an occasion, and Li.ngeu inclining
to “bishop,” composed of port-wine, sugar, and lemons, peculiarly
Etonic, and compounded with curious felicity by the operative at
“ Christopher’s ;”* so that it was difficult, as I afterwards had occasion
to experience on more than one occasion, to leave off imbibing that
fascinating beverage when the mind had once become a little enthusiastic
in its discussion. At the same time, they both had a strong predilection
for “shrub,” that pleasing liquor possessing a sweetness and flavour par-
ticularly ingratiating with juvenile dispdsitions.

As it was impossible to come to an undivided vote on this question,
and as time pressed, for the hour was fast approaching when * absence at
Dame’s” would be called, after which egress from the house was difficult
and dangerous, it was amicably decided, with a charming defe}‘ence of
opinion on either side, that we should have all three ; namely, bishop to
be a preliminary drink ; shrub as an auxiliary whet ; and whiskey-punch
for a wind-up. ~ Plates, glasses, and tumblers were immediately borrowed
from the different guests, with other necessary articles, and I timidly
tendered my one-pound note in aid of the potatory part of the entertain-
ment ; but this was summarily rejested, the supper being given, as
they said, in honour of my arrival, and my character as a guest
5recluding my joiuing in t%xe expenses. My seniors, therefore, un-

ertook the providing of the drink as well .as of the substantials; and
as I was a new boy, and unacquainted with the ways of the place, I was
not allowed to undertake any of the out-door work, Elmes taking. on
himself to procure the “lush,” as he called it, from resources to which
he had access. Leaving me. therefore, to’ arrange the table-cloth and
accessories in an appropriate manner, by joining together our own table
and a borrowed one, with a washing-stand set out as a mde-bo.ard, the
purveyors departed on their respective duties, and I found myself invested
with the extemporaneous office of butler to the party; being busily
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oceupied in laying the knives and forks, and brightening up the glasses
with such towels as I found convenient to my hand.

All matters being prepared, the guests assembled, and I was introduced
to them generally and individually by Elmes, who, as head of the room,
sssumed, as a matter of rifht, the head of the table, Linden acting as
deputy chair, and I being placed, asa “ new boy,” in the place of honour
at the chairman’s right hand. As each boy is allowed a candle for him-
self every night for the convenience of writing his exercises and preparing
his lessons for the next day, the illumination from that source alone was
tolerably brilliant, which was increased by a happy idea of Linden’s, who
displayed on the mantelpiece a row of four dips of six to the pound, artis-
tically stuck in ingeniously prepared potatoes, which had a very fine effect.
There was s little difficulty about snuffers, no one of the assembled party
having been able to fumisﬂ that convenient instrument ; but that embar-
rassment was got over by a general agreement, that each boy, under
penalties for default, should keep his own candle duly and scientifically
snuffed, either by the administration of the tongs, 8r by his own fingers,
according to his individual courage or inclination.

This point having been satisfactorily settled, the company sat down to
table, I being the youngest of the party, and Elmes the eldest, who was
in the fourth form, and of the adolescent age of fourteen. The display of
the supper excited a subdued murmur of applause, and all the party having
had a glass of the bishop, which was placed in a water-jug in the middle
of the table, a pint bottle of ¢shrub” being placed at either end (the
whiskey being kept as a reserve), they proceedetf to make a vigorous on-
slaught on the eatables, with a power of demolition which can be appre-
ciated only by those who have had cxperience of the inexhaustible nature
of juvenile appetites at all seasons and at all hours when good things are
set befere them.

As it is usual to imyortalise the bill of fare on regal and lordly occa-
sions, by serving it up next day in print before a sympathising public, I
shall comply with that edifying custom, by recording the present “ spread”
for the satisfaction of my readers :

One moor-hen roasted by myself by a string :

A pigeon-pie :

A plate of ham:

Two oval-shaped dishes of potted beef :

Two apple pies, quinced :

One dozen raspberry tarts (cross-barred) :

Four tri-corners (highly jammed) :

A parabolic section of Stilton cheese :

Four twos of butter :

Four bricks (not such, as I innocently supposed, as are used for the
building of houses, but loaves of superior quality symmetrically baked in
tin cases and much patronised) :

Four twists (small fancy loaves, consisting of a congeries of knobs):

Grapes on a raised dish, supported by a lexicon and a classical dic-
tionarys” ’ .

Apples onp dozen, pears one dozen :

Agrge dish of biscuits, judiciously assorted :

‘A'Targe washing jug of bishop :
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Two pints of shrub in their native black bottles (no corks) :

A half-pint milk jug containing spring-water : \

It will be seen that this extempore supper, although not consisting of
every delicacy of the season, was a refection of an elegant and recherché
description befitting the aristocratic assemblage prepared to do honour to
the entertainment.

In those days smoking was not the fashion, and a cigar was a rare
thing to see ; and, indeed, smoking was considered at Eton as a low habit,
permissible only among the common people; and I may say that it was
considered had taste, generally, for a gentleman to smoke a pipe in an
shape ; so that when that offence against propriety was committed, it
was done with due precaution and in secret, so as not to expose the
offender to the social disapprobation which attended its detection. It is
curious to contrast the indulgence, even of the ladies, which in these times
is extended to smoking, with the opinion which prevailed on the subject
forty years ago. However, in my juvenile days we were happily spared
this infliction. :

The conversation among the boys on this occasion, was of a varied and
animated description, turning, as may be supposed, chiefly on the politics
of the school, and on the sayings and doings of the masters, whose words
and actions were freely canvassed with a liberal latitude of expression be-
fitting. the citizens of a free state, and which somewhat resembled, asit has
since struck me, the discussions of older boys in other places; particularly
as their praise or blame was apt to be tinctured by the favourable opinions
or by the outraged feelingseof the speakers. I have endeavoured to call
to mind some of the table-talk which took place that evening, which I
record for the satisfaction of the curious.

Caarter VII.

BEeFoRrE we commenced the onset, our president, Elmes, with the con-
currence of the company, stepped over the passage, and invited a member
of the fifth form, Green minor by name, to join us in our little jollification.
The said Green minor resided with his brother, the redoubtable Green
major, in a room opposite ours,—I shall have to speak further of the
latter when I come to touch on the subject of fagging.

It may be useful towards the elucidation of these papers to state, that
the boys at Eton are not known by their Christian names, and when there
are more than one bearing the same surname, as in the case of brothers,
or otherwise, the individuals are distinguished by the addition of maximus,
major, minor, and minimus. These four degrees of comparison only are
recognised in the college, the original ecclesiastical authonties, I presume,
never having anticipated the indecent enormity of more than four brothers
being at the school at one time.

Green minor, although in the fifth form, condescended to overlook the
difference of rank, ang out of his particular esteem for Elmes, who
approached him in point of age, was graciotisly pleased to honour us with
his company. *The presence of so exalted a personage, for as a_member
of the fifth form our distinguished associate was invested with the privi-
lege of fagging the whole of our party, at first gave rather a serious
cast to the fostival ; but Green minor epoke to each indigidual of the
company with such a charming condescension of manuer, encouraging
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them all to regard him as an equal, that every one soon felt at his ease,
and the rank of the fifth form was momentarily forgotten. I have a
notion, however, that the conversation, in the earlier part of the evening,
assumed a higher tone in consequence of his presence, and although alk
were not qualified to join in it in the same degree, the sympathy and
resiect of the juniors were manifested by the deferential acquiescence
with which they received the fifth-form’s remarks on the subjects on which
he was pleased to deliver his opinion.

The talk was carried on principally between that distinguished indi-
vidual and our president, which a.fforged the opportunity, however, to the
silent portion of the company—for in all the accidents of life there is,
as | have observed, a compensatory principle in action—(I mean to write
a treatise on this subject when I can find time)—to demolish the pro-
visions with a sensible advantage over the talkers ; thus stesling a march
in advance in favour of the corporeal over the intellectual,

The fifth form announced to the company in general, and to his friend
the president in particular, that he had been amusing himself the evening
before' with dipping into the ¢ Microcosm,” a series of papers so intituled,
written in the style of the Spectator, by Canning and Frere principally,
when they were at Eton some years previous. The fifth form gave it as
his opinion that the “Needy Knife-grinder” was one of the cleverest
things in the collection, in which Elmes concurred, adding, however, that
he thought the criticism on the story of the “ Knave of Hearts who stole
the Tarts” on the memorable occasion which is there immortalised, was the
most humorous. This led to a lively discussion on the respective merits
of the various Latin metres, with some allusion to the Greck, both agree-
ing that English was comparatively unworthy of consideration.  Finally,
the fifth form decided, with the unanimous accord of the juniors, who, as
they understood very little about the matter, were the more ready to
acquiesce in an opinion ready-made for them, that ¢ Sapphics” bore the
palm. The Needy Knife-grinder” being composed in that musical
measure, and at the fingers’ ends of almost every boy in the school,
doubtless had its influence in determining that opinion.

Some observation from Linden, relative to the fondness of Plumtree
for spouting Greek, led to a comparison between that master’s knowledge
of Greek and Keate's. Green said that it was the general opinion of the
fifth form, in which he might undertake to say most of the sixth joined,
that Plumtree was the best Greek scholar, but that Keate was the best
general scholar of the two. Some speculations were then hazarded as to
the probable bearing of Keate as head-master of the Upper School, the
advanced age and declining strength of Dr. (I forget the name)
rendering it likely that Goodall would succeed at no distant date to the
vacant (ﬁgnity, when Keate as a matter of right would move up to the

lace of head-master.

The fifth form communicated to us, in confidence, that it was the
opinion of those who were well qualified to judge, that Keate would hold
tll:; reins of power with more' than a tightish hand ; and that there was
reason to apprehend that he would attempt to introduce s8me new restric-
tions in respect to * bounds” and ¢ absence,” which would trench on the
ancien liberties of the school.

js infopgnation was received with much uneasiness by the company,
and a hope was expressed that the whole school would stand together,
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Green saying, that it was the opinion of a large party in the fifth, with
whom he acted, that it would be impossible for any head-master to be
successful in his attempt: on curtailing their liberties, if all the fellows in
every form, big and little, would stand firm in their resistance.

Tiis sentiment being considered an appropriate subject for a toast, it
was drunk accordingly in bishop, the juniors shouting vociferously, and
the fifth form waving his glass in a 3igniﬁed manner, in silence, but
with a strong expression of determination in his countenance.

The conversation then branched off into various subjects and became
more discursive. The comparative attractiveness of the Greek and Latin
langua]t,;as were slightly touched on, Green observing that he did not
think there was a fellow in the whole school who did not prefer Greek to
Latin, or who would not, any day, rather have a peena of twenty lines of
Homer to learn by heart, than e similar number in Horace or Virgil.
Mention was made also of a splendid copy of verses having been de-
livered in by a fifth form boy of great poetical talents, which had excited
the marked admiration of the upper school, This composition was the
result of a *peena,” which Goodall had imposed on the author, of ten
Latin verses, for being out of bounds; and the delinquent, led away by
his subject, and rejoicing in his strength, had actually sent up t,l{irty
verses, which Goodall had declared to be equal, if not superior, to any
written in his memory by any boy in the college !

The extraordinary talents of t{;e composer, particularly in respect to
versification, were much commented on; and due admiration, unmixed
with a particle of envy, was enthusiastically expressed for the precious
gift of poetical talent; Green taking occasion to observe that it was a
subject of general regret in the “fifth,” that the party in question was
such a scampish chap. Every boy knew that he was so excessively
slovenly in his dress, and so dirty, that he was a disgrace to the college,
in that respect, and reflected a discredit on the fifth form that was painful
to their feelings. Besides, it had come to their knowledge, that the
had been seen, on more than one occasion, drinking porter with some of
the common people in a public-house, and reciting verses for their enter-
tainment ; and what was more unbecoming, and indeed demeaning, that
he had smoked tobacco with them out of a clay pipe; an act which all
must feel was derogatory to the character of an Eton boy: and, more
than that, that he had actually borrowed money from a farmer, who was
among the treated, to pay for the beer and pipes, his own incladed, whick
he had the vulgarity to call “a yard of clay!” Now, this borrowing or .
money, the fifth form observed, was “wery bad,” because he might have
« gone tick” for the score, which would have saved his own credit, and
supported the reputation of the college. .

Due reprobation was expressed by all present, of the very questionable
conduct of the unworthy member of the fifth form; although, it struck
me at the time, I remember, young as I was, that there was much
humour in making the rich old lg\rmer pay the score for all, not unmixed
with poetical justige.

Shortly afterw#ds, Green minor retired, apologising for leaving us so
early, as he had to write out his Greek exercise for the next mqrning;
although I have since suspected that his real reason for withdrawing be~
fore the bishop and shrub were finished, was his fear of compromising his
diguity by mixing too familiarly with the juveniles, on whose spirits the
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imbibing of the liquids had Begun to produce a rather hilarious effect ;
and who, it was possible, as I have no doubt the member of the fifth
form judiciously reflected, nfight be seduced by the emboldening qualities
of their potations, to overstep the respectful line of demarcation which
separated them from those of a higher grade. I must own that, on his
departure, all the company, Elmes of the fourth form included, seemed
to breathe more freely, as if relieved from a certain restraint ; and the con-
versation immediately took a more social and convivial turn, assuming
a tone of affectionate personality and badinage, in accordance with the
ages and positions of the juveniles.

Crarrer VIIL

AFTER drinking their departed guest’s health in a bumper with every
demonstration of regard for him and for the bishop, Linden broke the
ice by endeavouring to be facetious on a recent mishap which had befallen
one of the party, Lord Lackrent, who bad been sitting rather uneasily
in his chair during the evening.

“1 say, old fellow, how did you like your breakfast this morning ?”

“ By George,” said Mortgage, “ Keate seemed to be in a bit of a
rag! Something had put him out—did you see his face? He had
tied his neckeloth so tight he could hardly speak. He'll go off in a fit
one of these days.”

“I saw him,” chimed in Smith minimus, whom the bishop had em-
boldened to join in the general eonversation with a freedom which would
have been rcbuked on a less festive occasion ; ¢ Keate seemed to take a
special liking to you; I saw him breaking the twigs and taking care to
leave all the buds on !”’

“ Have you picked ’em out yet ?” inquired Linden, in a sympathising
tone. Linden wasa yarticular crony of Lackrent’s.

* Oh, it was nothing to hurt,” replied the noble lord, rubbing himself
behind with one haud and helping himself to a tumblerful of bishop
with the other ; “but there’s no fun in reminding one of it !”

“It was for being out of bounds and fighting with the Bargees,
wasn’t it ?” said another ;  come, tell us all about it.”

¢ Infandum regina jubes renovare dolorem,” said Linden.

‘1 suppose you give us that as something new,” said Elmes; ¢ this
is the three hundred and thirtieth time that you have favoured us with
that very novel quotation, to my knowledge.”

 Oh, let him alone ; it's the «only quotation he knows, so he must
make the most of it.”

« How many cuts ?” asked Elmes.

¢ Four,” replied Lackront ; ¢ but hang it! what's the use of talking
about it 7" :

“The very best thing to do,” observed Smith minimus, speaking in &
serious tone, and in a manuer ex cathedra, “is to bite a piece of India-
rubber tight between your teeth; then you don’t feel it, so much.”

« Experientia dacet,” said Linden. &

“Yes, experience does it,” replied little Smith; « I know Pve tried
every thing and there's nothing so good as that.”

“ But you suffered in a noble cause,” resumed the vivacious Linden ;
“ the. Bargees are our natural enemies, and ‘dulce et decorum est pro
patrid mori.” ”
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“¢ Vivere pro patrii dulcius esse puto,’” said Mortgage.

“ Gentlemen,” said Elmes, risiog to order, *this is too bad; upon
my life I can't stand it! If we are to be persecuted in this way by
Linden with his scraps of Latin and stale quotations—to say nothing of
that little rascal Smith minimus trying to make a pun, for which he
ought to have a knock on the head—1I shall propose that the said Linden
be turned up in his bed for the remainder of the evenjng.”

“ For my part,” observed Mortgage, “ I have never been flogged yet,
but I fancy 1 would rather be turned up than have a heavy peena. When
you're flogged it’s over, and there’s an end of it.”

“ That depends on the sort of peena,” said Elmes ; T had one last
half ; it was for playing at eggs in the bush in church. 1f it had been
on a Sunday I shouldn’t have done it, but a week-day is different. Well,
Bethell was on duty, and somehow that clumsy fellow Bluff gave my
elbow a jog—I think it was done on purpose, and you know we had a
fight about it—well, all the marbles went down the aisle, and Keate at
the bottom looked as black as thunder. So I had to write out all the
Greek Testament, Now I say that wasn’t fair for a week-day's church ;
and T have not liked the look of a Testament since.”

‘ That was a bore,” said Mortgage; “I had io write out my lesson
this morning.”

“ What for ?”

“What for? why, all owing to that stupid fellow Beeston. I gave
him a good licking for it directly after sehool. You see, Plumtree called
me up, although he had called me up the iwo mornings before. One
could never expect that ! So I dido’t know where we began, and that
mean fellow Beeston wouldn’t help me, although I kept kicking his shins
and turning over thoe leaves of my ¢Ovid' as if I had accidentally lost
the place, and so Plumtree put me in the bill !”

“ Put you in the ll!” T ventured to observe, with the diffidence be-
coming a new boy, “what does that mean ?”

«Oh! putting you in the bill means this. When you’re in school, if
you don’t know your lesson, the master has sometimes the impoliteness to
put you in the bill, that is, he writes your name on a bit of paper, and
gives it to the prepositor to take up to Keate ; you know Keate is head-
master of the lower school, and Goodall of the upper. You will be in the
lower school.”

“ How many boys,” I asked, “are there in the lower school

“ How many fellows ? Let me see: there are six in the first form,
that's Knapp’s form : eight in Yonge’s form, that’s the second ; in Plum-
tre’s, that’s the third, I'm in that, there are sixteen; and then there’s
Keate's own form, I think there must be . . . .”

“ Thirty-five,” said Mortgage, “and that makes sixty-five in all.”

“I am told,” said Elmes,” *that Plumtree is trying to put down one
of our rights in the lower school ; and if it is once done there it may be
attempted in the upper.” R

“ What's that 2" asked all the company with once voice, for the Eton
boys are very teffacions of their privileges, which, although not founded
on statute law, are enjoyed as imprescriptible rights by the Etonians ;
¢ what is it?”

“ Why, they tell me,” continued Elmes, ¢ that when a fellow’s name is

t in the bill, Plumtree makes the prepositor walk right away and put-the
ggl on Keate’s desk without stopping! Now every one knows that the
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proper way is for the prepositor to walk backwards with his face to the
master and with his feet close together.”

¢ And he ought not to’lift his feet from the und,” added Smith
minimus, “but he must shuffle them from toe toir:el, very slow ; s0 as
to allow time for the fellow to be begged off.”

Just 80,” said Elmes, *that has always been the rule. Butif the
old rules are to be broken by any master wzo takes it into his head, what
is to become of the liberties of the school ! We might as well live under
a pure despotism. If it should be attempted with us in the fourth form,
I know it will be taken up by the fifth, and b?' all, and there will be such
a booins as never was known at Eton before!”

“And there's another shame,” said little Smith minimus, speaking
feelingly ; ““that fellow Birchell doosn’t make up the rods fair. You
know six sticks is the proper number ; it was always six sticks ever since
the college was founded . . . .’

“You talk too much,” interposed the president, regarding the preco-
cious Smith minimus with rather a severe countenance.

“ No, I don’t ; I want to say that the one Keate flogged me with had
eight sticks, and they were all full of buds! I wish some big fellow would
give that Birchell a good licking and not let him be so hanged officious !”

“ All the better, my hearty,” said Lackrent ; ¢ the thinner the rod the
more it stings; don’t you know that? But for all that we won’t give up
any of our rights. T'll stand by our rights to the last,” continued the
noble lord, speaking energetically, and very fast, with his voice a little
thick, and endeavouring at the same time to squeeze a few drops more of
shrub from the empty bottle : * And whether it is in the form above or
the form below me, I'll stand by the rights of the whole school. We
will all stick to one another. I say, Elmes, old fellow, the bishop’s out,
there’s no shrub left, and my mouth is as dry as saw dust. Who mixes
the whiskey-punch? and, I say, let us have a game at cards, a round
game at any thing. What's o’clock ?”

¢ Half-past nine,” said I, wishing to make myself agreeable, and has-
tening to answer the question.

“Is it a good, goer,” asked Lackrent, taking the watch from my hands,
which surrendered it with some reluctance; ¢ a silver hunter; it's as good
a sort as any ; for if a watch has no outer case, the first lick with a ball
or.a hoopstick, or what not, smashes the glass and then it's good for
nothing till you get a new one.”

¢ Where's your gold repeater, Lackrent?” asked Elmes.

% In my bureau, done up. I left that little ass Smith minimus to boil
the eggs for me the other day, and gave him my watch to boil them by;
and, by George, the little wretch popped it into the pot with the eggs and
boiled it.”

“It was not my fault,” said Smith minimus; “I couldn’t help it.
Just as I was putting the eggs in, Green major came and told me to go
up town for him, and in the hurry I forgot the watch; but I don't see
that it did it any harm ; it Yooks as well as ever it did.”

¢« Well, there was not much harm done, perhaps‘," said Lackrent ;
“but the worst of it was, when I came back the eggs were boiled as hard
88 honces, and 5o I lost my breakfast !”

«“I had a watch once,” said Smith minimus, “but, somehow, as
often as I wound it up, it went whiz!. whiz! and the hands turned round
like winky : so I changed it with Moses at the Long Wall ; he said it
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was worth nothing ; but he gave me a squirrel for it in a cage, and two
white mice, with a mag'nif{lmg-glass an% a toasting-fork—and a jew’s-
harp besides ; but they’re all emashed long ago 1” .

“Tll keep your watch to-night,” said Lackrent to me, depositing .it
very coolly in his fob. “I'm going out a-shooting to-morrow morning,
and I shall want it to tell me the time. Jack Slug says he knows where
there’s a lot of birds, and I’ve secured one of Mortimer’s guns. The-one
I had last kicked awfully !” . .

« Take care not to shoot such a tough old fellow as the moor-hen we
had to-night,” said Linden ; “I do believe it was the great-grandmother
of all the moor-hens on the river!”

«“Qh! I shall shoot any thing I see,” said Lackrent; ¢ what does it
matter, so long as you have a shot?”

“ You won't shoot any more farmers’ ducks,” said Elmes; “ you were
done there.—What do you think,” he continued, addressing the company;
< must tell you the story. Lackrent was out shooting one morning
when he came on a lot of ducks in a pond, looking as serious and con-
templative as privy-councillors. There was a farming-man standing by,
and said Lackrent,—¢ What will you take to let me have a shot at those
ducks ?’—¢ A crown,” said the man. Lack had only five shillings in his
pocket, but the temptation was too strong to be resisted, so he forked
out, and gave it to the rustic, who pocketed it, and said nothing. Then,
as he had paid for the shot, he took deliberate aim, and shot, I don’t
know how maay of them, and there was such a screaming and fluttering
of feathers as had never been seen on any piece of water since the
general deluge. ¢How do you like that, governor,’ said Lack.—¢ It's
all the same to me,’ replied the man; the ducks am’t mine; they
belong to Farmer Bullfist, who lives in the house opﬁosite " As he said
that, Farmer Bullfist appeared in_person, in the highest possible state of
excitement, and doubling a fist, which in bigness justifie his cognomen,
he would have given Lack a more vigorous thrashing than he had ever
given his corn, if our friend had not made himself scarce without cere-
mony. So poor Lack was obliged to scud for it, with the old farmer
with a pitchfork, bellowing behind him.”

«Well,” said Lackrent, [ wouldn't interrupt you, but now that you
have done, I say, where’s the whiskey-punch ?”

The reply to this iuteresting question was interrupted by the sudden
entrance of our dame, whose appearance was instantly followed by fhe
secretion of the bottle of whiskey, and by a general rising on the part of
the company, who greeted her with the. most extravagant demonst.rations ’
of respect and affection. The lady gave an interrogatory sniff with her
nose, and had no difficulty in detecting the savoury fragrance of the
bishop, intermingled with the fumes of the aromatic shrub. It being
against the rules of the college for the boys to drink spirit or wine in
their rooms, it was incumbent on her to express her disaﬂyrobatlon of the
excess which had evidently been committed ; and she half uttered some-
thing about being * obliged to report the offence to the Kroper authorities.”
But all the company protested in the strongest terms that they had tasted
nothing but water alg the evening, in proof of which they exhibited the
milk-jug, which was full of that primitive liquid. The water-jug, th
averred, had contained nothing but lemonade, and how it came to &
of bishop, as they candidly acknowledged it did, surpassed their compye-
hensions! As to the two pint bottles, they were empty, as she m: ght
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gee, and although it was possible that they might formerly have contained
shrub, as they were aware that shrub was occasionally put in pint bottles,
they certainly contained none of the forbidden liquor now ; and they
accounted for the odour from the circumstance of Lord Lackrent having

articularly requested that some liquorice-water might be prepared for
Eimself specially, as he had caught cold from playing with a damp foot-
ball, as Elmes alleged ; an explanation which his lordship unhesitatingly
confirmed, adding that the smell of liquorice and shrub was curiously the
same, as he had frequently remarked—that is to say—at home ; f%'r as
to there being any of that pleasing liquor at Eton or Windsor, it was a
fact of which he was not personally cognisant, never having seen it on any
occasion ; although he was frec to confess that it had sometimes been
made the subject of conversation in his presence, but always in a theo-
retical and ideal sense, and never in its substantive capaciiy.

With this explanation our dame was obliged to be satisfied ; trusting,
perhaps, that as all the vessels were empty, there was no further mischief
to be apprehended on that score; but she recommended the company,
which, in her language of suavity, was cquivalent with a command, to
retire immediately to their respective rooms, as it was time to go to bed.
To this intimation all promptly replied that such was their intention ;
and they declared that they were in the very act of separating when she
canic in, appealing to each other for the verification of this statement,
which was vouched for with the utmost readiness by every one present,
excepting myself, who, as a new boy, maintained a modest silence.

The lemous now attracted our dame’s attention ; and her suspicions
pegan to revive that a further carousal was meditated ; but this was de-
cisively met by each boy taking his candle, and retiving with the most
politc manifestations of respect towards Miss Angelo, not without some
compliments as to her good looks, Lord Lackrent taking oceasion to re-
mark ‘how well she looked that night ;” and in truth, she was a pretty
woman, about forty years of age, with a juvenile-looking figure, and of a
very amiable disposition. Miss Angelo, on this dispersal, after making
some inquiries of me, as a new boy, hoping that I felt comfortable, and
trusting that my companions would take care of me till I got used to the
ways of the place, descended to her own apartment ; and as soon as it
was ascertained that she was secure, our perty immediately re-
assembled ; the punch was brewed, and they made a jolly night of it.
I, being shy, partook but moderately of tﬂe mixture ; but soon my
senses becime confused in a strange manner; I saw a prodigious
quantity of candles; and, as I was afterwards informed, insisted on
haranguing tho company on the merits of my long-tailed pony, on which
I promised them sll a ride the next morning. I finished with a song,
which, as I neglected to conclude, I was chanitably put to bed in a state
of oblivion. %he rest kept it up as long as the punch lasted, no other
incident worthy of note occurring, with the exception of a very fierce
dispute between Linden and Lackrent about the respective merits of their
dogs, which each kept on the sly, the same being forbidden by the rules
of the college. The dispute ended in & quarrel, which it was agreed
should be sﬁ]ed by a fight the next morning after first school, in the
playing-fields ; Elmes offering to be Lackrent's second, and Mortgage
proffering the same service to Linden ; an arrangement which was satis-
factory to all parties.

Such was my first night at Eton College.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF AN OLI VOLUNTEER.

Come the three corners of the world in arms,

And we shall shock them: nought shall make us rue,

If England to itself do rest but truc, -
S skspEARE.—King John.

TrosE were glorious days, when all the world was up in arms in oppo-
sition to Old Englaud, and every Briton was a patriot, and felt himself a
hero. It was u feeling which made him ready to contend with the
gigantic powers eager to crush him ; it was a feeling which led him
on to victory. Well do I remember, as if it were yesterday, when
quitting my books and quiet study, I joined the Light Horse Voi):mteers,
and first handled a rifle. Laugh not, reader, at the idea of a horse-
man handling a rifle, for know that I belonged to a dismounted troop
of that chivalric body—a body which, 1 have no doubt, had they ever
been called inte action, would have shown that they had not degenerated
from their ancestors who fought at Cressy and Poitiers, for many of the
privates were of the most noble and high-born in the land. Asit was,
they did good service by setting an example of that spirit of enthusiasm
and devotion to their country and their sovereign which became general
throughout all rauks of society. We mustered, as far as I recollect,
eleven or twelve hundred men among the six troops of mounted and
three troops of dismounted volunteers who composed our body. Our
uniform was superb, and when drawn out on parade we presented a mag-
nificent display. Our helmets were covered by a bear-skin surmounted
by a feather, and the word ¢ FOoRwARD” on the {front. Our jackets were
searlet, richly ornaunented, and our dismounted troops were armed with
rifles of the first manufacture, and swords to fasten at the muzzles to serve
as bayonets. At first the swords were short, and the whole weapon was
well-balanced and extremely handy, but somebody took it into his head
that they were not sufficiently long to meet cavalry or to charge against
bayonets, and we changed them for long spit-like weapons, which made
us fear we should tumble on our noses when we came to move at double
quick time over rough ground.

We had also a green dress to put over our red uniform in case we
were called upon to act as riflemen. This was rolled uE on our backs,
together with a huge horseman's cloak, a knapsack with shoes, shirts,
socks, trousers, and a variety of other articles of the toilette, and several
rounds of ammunition, making altogether a weight whiclt it was no
joke to carry ; but we bore it cheerfully and gladly, and if our backs
ached, we felt that it was for the good of our country. Those were days,
it must be remembered, of pomatum and pipe-clay, and our great general
had not introduced those reforms which have made the British soldier a
far more efficient, healthy, not to say cleanly being than he then was, nn'd
I hope when my sons arc called out to serve their Queen and their
country they will go with as light hearts as did their father, but with
less weight on their backs. As omnibusgs were then unknown to
fame, we had large cars to carry us to the field, drawn by four or six
horses, like the stage-cars in Ireland. We sat on them back to back
with our rifles between our knees, and a fine appearance they cut as they
dashed through the streets of London, picking up their warriors on the
way. What execution we used to commit on the eggs and bacon., when
on'our grand field days we advanced as far as Blackheath, or Finchley
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Common, all the survivors of the corps will bear witness. Alas! how
few of those gallant gentlemen now remain to narrate the deeds of their
early days. Some afterwards were engaged in the noble scenes of active
warfare, and fell on the field of victory ; the swords of others have long
since rusted, and have, like their owners, returned to their mother earth,
while 1 with a few others survive, again perchance, to sec enacted the
scenies which now rise to my mind as if they occurred but yesterday.
None can forget those two days, the 26th and 28th of October, 1803,
when his majesty George III. reviewed in Hyde Park the volunteer corps
of London and its vicinity, which amounted alone to 46,000 effective
men. I can scarcely attempt to enumerate them—there were artillery,
cavalry, and infantry ; every parish had its corps, and many companies
turned out fine bodies of men. The East India Company had three re-
giments of about 600 men each, and the inns of court and other law
associations had theirs ; every man of spirit, worthy of the name of man,
whatever his rank or station, shouldered his musket and did duty in the
ranks if he had not a commission as an officer, and one feeling animated
the whole, a firm determination to die rather than yield up his honour or
his liberty. It is impossible to describe the magnif%::cnce of the spectacle,
as our beloved sovereign, accompanied by his brilliant staff, rode along
the line of gallant hearts drawn up for his defence ; nor can words speak
the enthusiasm with which after we had given three vollevs, the like
number of shouts from full 200,000 voices rent the skics, amid the
waving of hats and handkerchiefs, as the bands of the different corps
struck up “ God save the King.” Those who live.in these days scarcely
know that such things were. To me the very character of my country-
men seems changed ; the words loyalty, patriotism, and honour, are never
uttered. I trust the sentiments they express are not extinet. No, [ am
sure they cannot be, and if I thought they existed not in the bosoms of
my own boys I would disown them forthwith, and send them away to
become French dancing-masters and tiddlers, as the only occupation for
which they would be fitted. But I expeet better things of them and of their
generation ; I still believe that like circumstances will call forth like sen-
timents, and that if there was the hint of any invasion from any foe we
should soon have a million of men under arms in Great Britain, and that
I shall sce her Majesty Queen Victoria riding along the ranks of the
London volunteers, and being received with the same heartfelt enthu-
siasm and loyalty which greeted her revered grandsire. No sooner had
Napoleon declared war and threatened England with invasion, than
nearly 500,000 volunteers immediately came forward, and drilled and
exercised without cessation till they were considered efficient to take the
field ; and they not ouly supported themselves, but large funds were
forthwith subseribed for the raising of regular troups, for rewarding those
who should perforin acts of gallantry, and for the support of the fami-
lies of those who might fall in the defence of their country. Even the
members of the universities used to quit their studies every day to drill
under officers and non-commissioned officers appointed for the purpose,
and I well remember the tutors expressing a wish that the same system
should be kept up as a part of their academic studies. Had it been so
we should now have had a large number of English gentlemen ready to
drill their tenants, and to form corps which would be not a little formidable
to an-invading army. Avarice and selfishness were scouted as they deserved,
and each man was most eager to give his treasure or his blood for the
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land he loved. See the glorious result. It was that noble, unselfish
spirit which made our tars the conquerors on the ocean, and crowned our
troops on shore with the wreaths of victory® It was that spirit which
saved Europe from slavery and restored peace to the world, and it is that
same spirit which in these days can alone again save Old England from
destruction.

Siuce I sheathed my sword I have devoted my days to the education of
my boys, and the peaceful Futsuits of literaturo and science. I never
trouble myself with political squabbles, seldom glance at what are called
political articles in the newspapers, nor, I must confess, at the navy and
army estimates, though I have however, narrowly watched the great events
which have been taking place in Europe and the rest of the world. I
have seen Russia increasing her army and exercising them in the Cau~
casus, and improving her navy till it 1s one she may well be proud of. I
have watched how carefully she has manceuvred to gain possession of the
city of the Constantines, till she may any day claim it as her own ; nor
have the eager glances she has turned towards the East escaped me. I
have seen France tampering with Egypt, taking possession of Algeria and
training her army of 350,000 men in a bloody war against the fiercest and
most heroic tribes of Afiica. I have seen her carefully increasing her
navy, both in line-of-battle ships, and especially in steamers, and practis-
ing her sailors in seamanship and guunery ; and more than that, I have
seen her princes brought up with a taste for conquest and a jealousy of
England, and I have observed them endcavouring to instil the most bitter
hatied into the minds of the people against us, openly suggesting an in-
vasion of our territories, by prctending that we shall some day pay them
a warlike visit. T have observed, too, a spinit of teiritorial acquisition grow-
ing up in the United States of America, wlhich may make her free and
enlightened citizens unable to withstand the temptation of laying an un-
lawful hand on Canada, which they have already shown no slight inclina~
tion to do, although they may burn their fingeis if they attempt it. I
have seen Italy endeavouring to regain her long lost liberty, and Austria
determined to prevent her if she can, and Switzerland also likely to become
a bone of contention. I have watched Ireland, still unmanageable, or ill-
managed, and I have thought often of the gigantic efforts we must make
to preserve our immense possessions in India, our newly-acquired influence
in China, and our numerous colonies in every direction, should the world
again be cursed by war. Yet seeing all these things (I must confess my
ignorance, nor was it singular) I had no conception of the amount of the
British army. I'might, had I been asked, have stated it at from 150,000
to 200,000 men, for knowing the immense forces of our neighbours, I
should have thought there was very little use making the protests and re-
presentations against any of their acts of which we disapproved, without
a power beyond what mere words could give us, Tused to wonder why
we allowed the subjugation of Poland by Russia, why we so placidly sub-
mitted to see our flag so frequently insulted by the French at ses, and
why we allowed the Americans to annex Texus and iuvade Mexico. I
used to blame our ministers for their pusillanimity and supineness. I now
see that they acted most wisely and patriotically, for they knew that they
would not only make England ridiculous and contemptible, by attempting
to interfere, but would endanger her safety, Those nations would only
have answered as a tall broad-shouldered friend of mine did with a kind
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sile to a little imp who came up sparring at him with & threat of thrash-
ing him, “ Now don’t, you may hurt me.”

Oh ye gods, it did ama?® me that England could submit to ‘such in-
dignities, till I saw every paper and other periodical with leading articles
on the National Defences, and found, to my amazement, that Great
Britain possessed scarcely men sufficient to garrison her forts and protect
her colonies, in fact, that she exists as a nation merely through the
clemency of her neighbours. Knowing the intense hatred of the French,
the ambitious projects of Russia, and the jealousy of cousin Sam, I was
panic-struck, and so I think must every man be who is not besotted by
money-making, or blinded by prejudige. .

I had for some month$ past felt that we were on the eve of a war, but
being one of those who do not consider that the ministers of the crown
must of necessity be rogues and place seekers, I put fuil ~onfidence in
their judgment, that they would make the necessary preparations to meet
it. T did not suppose that any men of ordinary capacity existed in Eng-
land who could expect to influence 350,000 well-disciplined, but blood~
thirsty troops, longing for plunder, by harangues on the advantages of
free-trade and the blessings of peace, I did not dream that my country-
men had grown so avaricious or so insensate as to have lost ail sense of
danger, and I therefore could not suppose that our rulers would find any
difficulty in raising funds for tho defence of the country, even though a
single possibility only existed of war on any side.

Dougly astonished, therefore, was I when I found, that not only did
some of the papers, although not denying that war might occur, assert
that it will be time enough to prepare for it when war is declared,
sagely reminding their readers that tﬁey must be taved if they have an
army, but that one orator is making a progress through the country
to endeavour to persuade people that the best way of preserving peace is
to dishand our troops aud dismantle our ships.

Armies and fleets are expensive toys, and war is an expensive game,
certainly, but let me ask those sagacious gentlemen whether it is not
cheaper to pay five shillings to a policeman to guard your house, than to
be robbed of your plate and jewels, not to speak of having your wife
frightened out of her wits by the thieves ? Let me ask them whether it
would not be wiser to pay an increased tax, than to have Hull or York sacked
and burned ; than to be liable to receive visits at their country-houses
and maritio villas from privateersmen, who are apt to go beyond even
robbery and murder, not to speak of a hostile descent on the coasts of
Kent or Sussex, and the bare pggsibility of the capital and all its hoarded
wealth falling into the hands of an enemy ? This event, as several high
authorities have declared to be possible, it is worse than folly not to
guard against by every means in our power. Let me ask those gentle-
men if they ever send a ship to sea without insuring her ? and let me
ask if the arming of a couple of hundred thousand of her brave sons is not
the best way of insuring Old England? Or, perhaps those gentlemen
are so cosmopolitan in théir principles, that they care not who inhabits
England provided trade flourishes. They will answer, probably, “ We
ate very good patriots, but we have been travelling through France; the
French merchants gave us excellent dinners, and made speeches as long
as ours on the advantages of free trade and peace.”

1 have no doubt they did ; but can those same merchants curb the fiery
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passionsof 350,000 armed men ? Has the wealth and intelligence of a few
of late years so governed the mob of France, that the free-traders can
trust to it now for preserving peace ? Did the army and the mob, did
the princes who have crowns to win and ambition to gratify, did the
marshals of France say they wished for peace ? Were even all the mer-
chants sincere when they dined late, sat drinking wine, and talked of
free-trade ? If we have no better security for peace than such promises
hold out, we had better forthwith prepare for war, or haul down our flag:
at once, and, to save bloodshed, give in. Perhaps, like falling Rome,
we had better bribe our foes to desist from their purpose for a few years.
The free-traders may supply the funds. Away with such falf;eies.
Free-trade, I honestly believe, will some day prove a great blessing to
the world ; but till the world grows more civilised, it will ‘be wiser to
carry it on with arms in our hands, or it may chance to have some
odium thrown on it.

When the works of Adam Smith, M‘Cullagh, and Jean DBaptiste
Saye, are taught in conjunction with military tactics, then may we ho
to see the principles of political ¢conomy influencing the army of the
Grande Nation ; till then let us trust to our broad swords and bayonets.

The next most silly class of our countrymen are those who have not got
over their nursery ideas of one Englishman being cqual to three French-
men. Ten Englishmen, with their fists, would probably floor ten
Frenchmen unaceustomed to the use of their knuckles; but any soldier
will tell them that ten thousand well-disciplined French soldiers, with
the aid of artillery and cavalry, not to speak of shells, congreve-rockets,
grenades, and other engines of war, would utterly destroy fifty or even a
hundred thousand of the bravest Englishmen who ever fought for all
they love best, if armed only with their fowling-pieces, and summoned
hastily together without officers or discipline. Such folly is worthy only
of little children or old ladies, who may talk of shouldering their muskets
and going out to fight the French. The Duke of Wellington had fre-
quently, during the Peninsula war, to rcbuke his officers and men for a
fool-hardy contempt of their foes, a contempt which at that time cost
them heavy loss, and which same feeling was the cause of the destruction
of so many brave men in Affrhanistan, and which might have caused the
loss to Great Britain of her whole empire in India, when our troops were
surprised on the Sutledge.

We cannot conceal those painful facts from our enemies any more than
from ourselves, but we may reccive them as useful lessons to guard us
from like faults for the future. I, for one, have a sincere respect for the
bravery of the French, though I bear them no love, and 1 know their
troops to be as well disciplined, as well educated in all the arts of war,
and as inured to hardships and bloodshed, as any soldiers in the world,
and 1 therefore do not know whether I feel most anger at, or pity, or con-
tempt, for those boastful heroes of ours, who talk of never letting a
Freuchman return alive who sets foot in England, or of partitioning
France, aud such like nonsense, yet all the tite are unwilling to arm or
take the common means of defence. France and her allies are much
more likely to partition Great Britain, let me tell them, if they do not
make use of all the means in their power to prepare for the worst.

Some of these newspaper generals talk of disputing every inch of
ground with guerilla parties behin‘;l hedges, of protecting London by

q ,
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_breaking down the bridges, and by summoning the population, the clerks

and shopmen, to charge the enemy (with their rulers and yard measures,
I conclude). The French marshals are not old women, and have seldom
exhibited any over-serupulous squeamishness; they know every inch of
coast, and all the rom{: necessary for military purposes, and depend
upon it, before war is declared, before the fastest message-boat can
bring over intelligence of their intentions, they will embark a force at
one or other of their ports, sufficient to strike a blow somewhere or
other, perhaps in the north, perhaps in Ireland, perhaps in the south,
which will make us repent our want of precaution. I certainly have
wished to discover why some of our journals have so studiously en-
deavoured to lull the mind of the easily-led public back into the dull
apathy from which those who have any feeling of patriotism have en-
deavoured to rouse them. Feeling the wealmess of their awn arguments,
those journals have endeavoured to throw ridicule on the letters of
Lord Ellesmere and the Duke, and, with a want of the common
decencies of society, of all manly and grateful sentiments, have derided
the warnings of our greatest general, and have treated him and his
opinions with scorn. I believe that but one feeling could animate
the breast of every honest Englishman on seeing such observations, that
of unmitigated disgust, and I here enter my protest against such being
the sentiments of Englishmen.

It must be remembered that Lord Ellesmere, although a civilian, is
considered by military men as one of the first authorities on military
matters. Some officers took umbrage, because he spoke of the army as
a mere police force, alluding to their numbers § others, because he observed
that the guards would be compelled to march out of London on one side,
ag the French entered it on the other. This, he said, with bitter grief, to
show how perfectly unable a handful of men would be to contend against
a powerful French army. Besides, any wise general who commanded
them would give them the same order to save them for the purpose of
forming the nucleus of a future army. To Lord Ellesmere the thanks
of every patriotic man are due, for the sound advice and awful warning
he gave us. I will now turn to the duke’s letter. He is abused and
ridiculed by fools or traitors, because he utters words which may well
make honest men alarmed for the safety of the country. First, ho is
found fault with, because, as is asserted, he does not speak of the navy.
Near the commencement of his letter he says, « We have no defence, or
kope of defence, excepting in our flect.”’ The duke, like every English-
man, has a sincere respect for the navy, and knows that they will nobly
do their duty ; but suppose our fleets are scatfered, driven into harbour,
or wrecked by storms; suppose one or more divisions are attacked,
and, if not beaten, crippled by a supcrior force, a contingency which is
very likely to occur; then, says the duke, the country is totally unpre-
pared to defend itself from an invading army ; besides, descents may be
made on any part of our coasts with much greater facility and impunity
than Paul Jones effected rhore than once in his day. Such being the
case, argues the commander-in-chief, it becomes my duty to make pre-
parations for the military defence of the soil. The only sentence in his
whole letter which can be cavilled at is the following,—* excepting
immediately under the fire of Dover Castle, there is not a spot on the
eoast on which infantry might not be thrown on shore, at any time of



Recollections of an Old Volunteer. 225

tide, with any wind and in any weather, and from which such body of
infantry, so thrown on shore, would not find within the distance of five
miles a road into the interior of the country, &c.” Had the duke added,
what he evidently intended to express,—*in uny weather, when vessels
can at all approach the shore without danger of shipwreck,”—even the
most dull of comprehension would have understood his meaning, and
seen that such is clearly the truth; viz., that an enemy can land on the
spots he speaks of. A naval officer also adds, by sacrificing the larger
transports from running them aground, even in rough weatier a break-
water, may be formed to enable troops to land. Tius, if any accident
should happen to any one of our channel squadrons, or if the flotilla of
the enemy can manage to elude them, or should they be drawn off in
chase in another direction, we have no means of defending our shores.
Some of the paper-generals do not deny that a French army may march
to London, but say, that not a man would ever get back again. Now I
assert that, if they once got to London, even if not a ship of our fleet
was injured, we s{ould be compelled to carry them and their plunder
back to France in that very fleet, besides having to pay pretty roundly
for the ransom of the city, our magistrates, and our women. If an army
once got there, while our fleets wcre assembling at the mouth of the
Thames, a sccond French, or, perhaps, a Russian or Austrian, army,
might be marching victoriously through Ireland, and a third takinf up
their quarters in Lincolnshire or Yorkshire, while the first would hold as
hostages, thousands of our women, many of our principal seople, and,
perhaps, even the person of our sovereign, while they would, of course,
threaten to give up our women to the soldiery, our residences to plunder,
and our city to the flames, if we refused to grant their demands.
Peaceful civilians can scarcely picture such scenes of horror to their
imaginations, but as little more than thirty years ago they were of daily
occurrence throughout the rest of Europe, so they may again occur; and
I do not know by what falisman we Englishmen can expect to be
preserved from them, except we have on foot ¢ few hundred thousand
well-disciplined regulars and militia, backed by bodies of gallant volun-
teers similar to those I remember in my younger days. Such is the
only talisman in which a Briton ought to trust, such the only safeguard
of British liberties. People have for the last month back been talking
and thinking only of a French invasion; but may not the Russians and
Yankees be tempted to pay us a visit, on seeing our unwarlike condition ?
Russia would bargain for India ; the United States, for Canada and the
West Indies; and France would be content with our possessions in the
Mediterranean, the colonies we took from her, and Ireland probably. One
thing we may be assured of, that if we tempt the French to go to war,
they will commence hostilities before they declare war ; and they will, if
they are wise, not give us & moment's time to make preparations to
receive them.,

The duke has, I fear, too just an estimate of the sentiments which of
late years have appeared to influence the mass of the people, when
instead of appealing to their chivalry and their patriotism, he alludes
only to the pecuniary sacrifices they will have to make to the contributions
de guerre which will be assuredly levied if the Freunch are oncc masters
of any part of the kingdom. But I, perhaps, have a right to think
better of my countrymen. I do appeal to their chivalry, their loyalty,
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and to their patriotism, and call on them by all they deem holy, and in
the name of those they love best, to awake from their slumber, and to
come forward with their swords and their gold to insure their country
from the risk of all the horrors of jnvasion.

The navy will, I know, do their duty, but let us remember that, although
we have a noble fleet in commission, it is scattered over the face of the
ocean ; that although we have numerous ships in ordinary, sailors cannot
be found on a sudden to man them ; and that we have many hundred
miles of coast to guard, while we must at the same time be watching the
%orts of France.* At this present moment I will venture to say that the

rench have more ships and steamers ready for sea at a week’s notice in
their northern ports, than we could send from our southern dockyards and
the Thames in the same time. In those ports we have scarcely forty-four
steamers armed with guns and above a hundred horse puwer, while as
they have upwards of a hundred in their navy, no doubt more than sixty
wi]ly be found in the northern ports ready to tow a fleet of transports
across the Channel. The great point, however, to be settled is whether
it is possible for a fleet to get across and an army to land, and the best
authorities answer it in the affirmative. Nobody can deny that we are
ﬁerfeetly unprepared to meet that army, and thus I think every one who

as a spark of patriotism in his composition, or has even any regard for
his own safety and property, will be ready to come forward with his purse
or his sword for the defence of his country.

I am much amused at reading the numerous letters which appear from
nameless generals in the public prints, kindly endeavouring to soothe the
minds of the multitude, to calm the panic they talk of, by assuring them
that there is not the slightest danger of a visit from any foe. How
cleverly they show that an army cannot leave a Trench port without
being attacked ; that if it manages to get outside it cannot cross ; that
if it crosses it cannot land ; that if it lands we shall very soon have troops
collected to oppose it. But, may I ask where the troops are to come
from with which these doughty generals are to fight their battles ?  'Will
they attack them with yeomany and other volunteer corps? ¢ No, but
we will have the Guards down on them from London by the next train,”
the{ answer. Do railroads run to every part of the coast 7 May not an
arch give way, or a rail be displaced 7 May not a few steamers appear
off ouc part of the coast and draw ourtroops in one direction, while the

® People who are unaware how the navy lists are drawn out, are completely
deceived when they examine them. By the list, the navy of Great Britain appears
to consist of 671 ships, but of these 240 only arc in commission, the greater number
of which are scattcred over the occan; some on the Canadian lakes, and others
lent to colonial governments; others are on exuloring cxpeditions, and some are
merely small craft and tenders. Of the romainder, 102 are condemned as unfit for
service, and are waiting their turn to be broken up; others have only their keels
laid, a great number are hospital ships, coal depots, convict hulks, &c., &e. A
comparatively few on]“v could be fitted for sca within some months, and thenwhere
are the men to be found for them? The channel squadron is what we at
present have to consider, Aud although we might send out about forty-four
steamers to form part of it, there are not half a dozen line-of-battle ships nor ten
frigates in our ports which could under many weeks, or months rather, be got
ready for sca. It.is much better to know the truth than to be deceived by false
statements; and how can such a force, I ask, blockade all the ports of Fra.m_:e and
guard our own coasts, even if we had notice sufficient to get them ready, which we
should not have, we may be assured? Our fleet is not manned, and our artillery
is incomplete. The teeth of the Dritish Lion are blunt.
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real landing is effected in another ? In case of a war, will Ireland remain
8o quiet that we shall not require more tooops there, and will no descents
be made on her coasts ? Some talk very scientifically of fortifying all our
small harbours, but quite forget to enumerate the men necessary to work
the guns in them, and how the{ are to be taught. They all, without
exception, also by a species of clairvoyance peculiar to themselves, seem
to know exactly the plans the generals o},zhe enemy will pursue, and
show most clearly how they will counteract them. "Now I certainly
acknowledge that the chief who can foresee or discover the plans of the
enemy, has already half gained the victory ; but unfortunately for us,
the reality is we shall %ot be able to foresee the plans of our invaders, nor
know within some hundred miles where they will make their descent. In
fact, these paper heroes are anxious to prove themselves far greater
generals than the Duke of Wellington or any other old Peninsula chief;
and, scorning all advice, are ready to perform feats of valour which wiser
men would not hope to accomplish. The flippant, self-sufficient, vaunting
tone which has been assumed in this discussion, and the utter disrespect
which has been exhibited towards age and experience, and the disregard for
all warnings, and the ridicule with which they have been received, is one
of the worst signs of the times.

In the same manner did the nations of old, when warned by their sages
and elders to arm against the invasion of the barbarians, blinded by
avarice and cnervated by luxury and vice, disregard the warnings, and
fell to rise no more.

Except we also are willing to see the downfall of England and an eternal
disgrace affixed to the British name, we must strengthen our fleets, in-
crease our army, and, not trusting to forts or walls, call out an efficient
militia, and raise and thoroughly discipline strong corps of volunteers in
every part of the United Kingdom, and then, and not ¢ill then, may we
consider ourselves secure. Ther our enemies, seeing us well prepared to
give them a warm reccption, will probably think twice before they atterpt
to break the peace. '

THE NEWS OF THE BATTLE!

BY J. WILLYAMS GRYLLS, ESQ.

« Dinna weep for the days that are gane—Mither!—
Dinna weep for a Sun that has set !
Tho’ we're left in the wide world alane—Mither !—-
We'll trust to gude Providence yet !”

« What|—na weep ?—when I think o’ your dad, Lassie!
In the Winter of Life from me ta’en ?
And my bairn—my a’e bonny brave lad— Lassie!
Lying dead on a far battle-plain ?

“ When I'm gane—which 1 shall be fu’ soon, Lassie!
(And in sooth I care little to dee)
May the Merciful Power that's sboun, Lassie !
Deal couth’er wi’ you than wi' me!”
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LIFE OF LORD CHANCELLOR HARDWICKE.*

A CENTURY ago lawgers and judges were far less bound by precedent
than they are in these days. Hence greater inducements were held out
to argue and to decide cases entirely from principle ; and, by a necessary
consequence, also, to study this more deep ly, and to cultivate the mind
more assiduously for desling with pursuits of this nature. Longer time
was also allowed, owing to the less intricate nature of our laws, for gene-
ral study, and for turning attention to the higher authorities connected
with this science, and referring to them on all occasions. Had Bacon
and Hale lived in these days of multitudinous decisions and reports, and
new acts of parliaments and rules of pleading, it is impossible that they
could ever have found leisure to enter so much into the world of general
literature ; to store their minds so fully with knowledge, and to give so
many of their researches to the public.

Herein we have the main features of the Lord Chancellor Hardwicke’s
character. At school young Philip Yorke displayed a gencral great
proficiency, while his amiable disposition, easy temper, and pliancy,
made him, as they also contributed to do throughout life, an almost
universal favourite. When articled to Mr. Salkeld, the attorney,
while he applied himself diligently to the study of the law, and became
well-grounded in Coke and Hale (for there was no Blackstone im those
days), it is certain at the same time that his mind was no less ardently
devoted to philosophical studics, and to such as appertained to a more
general literary and polemieal character. In the same manner, in after
Iife, Mr. Harris, his able biographer, remarks that Yorke was, from the
constitution of his mind, naturally better fitted for a leader than fora
Jjunior. Many of his principal powers and qualifications were quite lost
in the latter capacity, and could only be displayed in the former. Know-
ledge of principles, reasoning power, eloquence, discrimination, and all
the great resources of the mind which enable the leader to distinguish
himself, have no opportunity of being evinced in the junior, in whom an
accurate acquaintance with the details of the case, and a knowledge of
the legal decisions bearing upon it, are mainly expected.

Philip Yorke was born at Dover, on the 1st day of December, 1690.
His father was an attorney, of limited means, but respectably connected,.
and who held the important and somewhat lucrative office of town-clerk.
Young Yorke having pre-eminently distinguished himself at school, his.
father determined to give him evesy advantage, articled him to a solicitor
of eminence and extensive practice in London. It is well known that
many of the most successful lawyers have, in their earliest da{s, felt the:
pressure of poverty, and not a few, periiaps, have been largely indebted
to this circumstance. The future lord chancellor was not an ex-
ception.

A curious and amusing anecdote (says his biographer) is toldt of his career
while in his clerkship, which is certainly not uncharacteristic of Yorke. Mrs.
Salkeld, who considered herself as his mistress, and who was a notable woman,
thinking she might take such liberties with a clerk with whom the writer says.

* The Life of Lord Chancellor Hardwicke; with Selections from his Corres-
ndence,  Diaries, Speeches, and Judgments. By George Harris, Esq., of the-
iddle Temple, Barrister-at-Law. 3 vols, Edward Moxon.

4 Cooksey’s Anecdotes.
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no gremium had been received, used frequently to send him from his business
on family errands, and to fetch io little necessarics from Covent Garden and other
markets. This, when he became a favourite with his master, and was intrusted
with his business, and cash, he thought an indignity, and got rid of by a stratagem
which prevented complaints or expostulation. In his accounts with his master,
there frequently occurred coach-hire for roots of celery and turnips from Covent
Garden, or a barrel of oysters from the fishmonger's, and other sundries for the
carriage of similar dainties indicative alike of Mrs. Salkeld's love of good cheer
and the young clerk’s dexterity and spirit in freeing himself from her attempted
domination. Mr. Salkeld observing this, urged on his spouse the impropriety
and ill housewifery of such a practice, and thus Yorke’s device for its discon-
tinuance proved completely successful,

There is, Mr. Harris justly remarks, nothing more interesting to oh-
serve than the early struggles of men who afterwards obtained a high
degree of celebrity, and whose minds were first fortified by contending
with the difficulties which beset their course. Nothing belongs more
strictly to the tragedy of real life than this, and in no walk of life are
there scenes more vividly displayed than in the commencement of that
profession to which our hero belonged.

But these very struggles of an early youth, his knowledge of the povert
which he had witnessed at home, and the feeling that he was himself
so far dependent on the liberality of others, only stimulated young Yorke
to further exertion. With Mr. Salkeld's good-will Yorke quitted, after
only two years’ apprenticeship, that branch of the profession for which
he had been originally destined, and embarked on a more ambitious
career. ““ It was,” says his biographer, “in the magnificent hall of the
Middle Temple—a building at once famous for its beauty and its anti-
quity, and renowned yet more for the rich associations connected with
it—that Yorke commenced his career as a student. Inspired by the illus-
trious example of the great men who had gone before him in the same
course, he himself eventually contributed in no small degree to the glory
of the society which enrolled him among its members.”

On the 27th of May, 1715, Yorke was called to the bar by the benchers
of the Middle Temple, being then in his twent_y-ﬁfth year, and there
cannot be a doubt that he commenced practice with a mind well culti-
vated and invigorated by general study and knowledge, and adorned
with acquirements of a very varied nature. He began at a very early
period to adopt that logical system of subdividing the argument into
different portions, which afterwards so particularly charaeterised his
speeches. The two circumstances which, undoubtedly, contributed most
to Mr. Yorke’s success, at least so far ag regards the opportunities he had
of exhibiting his proficiency and powers, were his connexion with Mr.
Salkeld and the high and marked favonr shown to him by Lord Mae-~
clesﬁ(lelld, who was at that time Chief Justice of the Court of King’s
Bench.

Mr. Harris will not allow, however, that this latter patronage so far
influenced Mr. Yorke's career as Lord Campbell, Cooksey, and other
writers would have us believe. He naively ‘enough remarks, that “the
grand turning-point in a barristes’s professional career—the real change
whichgoccurs in his condition—is that which takes place when from bein
cmployed because his client would be useful to him, he is now employ
because he is thought useful to his client.” No one would venture to
doubt this manifest fact. Lord Campbell may be in error, and it is to be
hoped that he is so, when he intimates that Yorke succeeded on his
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circuit by methods which were not legitimate, for such an opinion is
opposed to the whole features of his life, although there seems to be little
doubt but that our bero was indebted mainly to Lord Macclesfield for his
sudden promotion in 1719 to the office of solicitor-general over the
heads of many of his seniors, who, according even to Mr. Harris, were
well able to fill the office.

The rising reputation of Mr. Yorke soon caused him to be sought out
by the government of the day, who were anxious to secure the services of
s0 able a speaker as their political supporter in the House of Commons,
and he was on the 2nd of May, 1719, elected for the borough of Lewes,
in Sussex. This was indeed altogether an eventful year with young
Yorke. He was at this time one of the handsomest men of the day, and
it is even said that he took all due care to set off these natural advantages.
By this, says his bio%r;.pber, he attracted the notice of the youthful and
pretty widow of Mr. W. Lygon, of Maddersfield, niece to the then Master
of the Rolls, Sir Joseph Jekyll; and although, when the young M. P.
addressed himself to the father of the young lady, the old gentleman told
him to leave his rental and writings with him, objcctions were soon
overcome, and the marriage took place on the 16th of May, 1719, a few
days after Yorke’s election for Lewes.

On the 2nd of April, 1720, Mr. Yorke was re-elected member for
Lewes, and soon afterwards le received from hig majesty the honour of
knighthood. He had been appointed to the solicitor-generalship in
March, 1719. In 1722, Sir Philip Yorke was rcturned to parliament for
Seaford, although it is said that his constituents in Lewes continued
favourable to his re-election.

It was in this latter year that a great conspiracy to raise a rebellion
in favour of the Pretender was discovered. Many persons of distinction
were concerned in this unfortunate Jacobite demonstration, and a serious
demand was made upon the services of the Attorney-General, Sir Robert
Raymond, and of the Soiicitor-General, Sir Philip Yorke ; the latter of
whom contributed in no small degree, by his forensic eloquence, in pro-
curing the conviction of Mr. Layer, who was exccuted at Tyburn on the
18th of May, 1723, and his head set up on Temple Bar ; as also of Dr.
Francis Atterbury, Bishop of Rochester ; of George Kelly, of John
Plunkett, and others.

On the 31st of January, 1724, after Sir Philip Yorke had been nearly
nine years.at the bar, and had during more than three years filled the
office of solicitor-general with the most distinguished success, he was
chosen to succeed Sir Thomas Raymond as attorney-general, and he thus
arrived at the head of the profession to which he belonged.

He was in this eapacity called upon at a very early period to deal with
a culprit whose rank and the nature of whose offences varied very greatly
from those of the state criminals against whom he had been empf; ed the
previous year, but whose exploits in a certain way have gained for their
perpetrator scarcely less note than the enormities directed against the very
exiltence of the state obtaintd for the latter. This was no less a person
than the notorious John Sheppard, of whose extraordinary feats, and of
whose numerous eseapes from Newgate, Mr. Harris gives a lengghened
account from the newsﬁapers of the day. The biog-ralﬁer of Lord- Hard-
wicke concludes with the following remarks : —

Thus ended the career of a person who, from the extraordinary dexterity
with which he pursued his nefarious schemes, has obtained a certain kind of cele-
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brity even in our day, and indeed been attempted to be raised to the rank of a
hero. Some good and generous ‘qualities doubtless appear to have animated
him, and occasionally to have displayed themselves under the most trying cir-~
cumstances. His fidelity to his allies, the generosity with which he always
bebaved towards his fiiends, and his undaunted courage and self-possession, only
lead us the moreto regret that theseexcellent endown:ents which nature had given
him should have been rendered nugatory and even pernicious by an education’
and long practice in vice, and instead of serving to adorn, only exhibited strange
inconsistencies in his general character. While we also admire his great inge-
nuity and wonderful resources, we can only deeply deplore that these shonld
have been entirely perverted for the worst of purposes, and as a whole he can only
excite applause by separating altogether the consideration of his extraordinary
powers from that of the entire misuse of them. As it was, he who was capable
of attaining high and honourable distinction by the proper application of these
endowments, died, as he undoubtedly deserved to do, and as every requirement
of law and justice demanded that he should, the death of a felon. Hence,
although by his *“ bad eminence,” he has made himself almost as great a moral
pest after his death as he was a social one during his life, he was at last com-
pelled to make some atonement for his misdeeds by serving to evince that the
brightest talents, if misapplied, will only procure for their possessor a propor-
tionate degrec of ignominy and misfortune.

These remarks are in every respect true and judicious, but the man of
law omits the literary part of the question ; which is, whether viewed as
a simple work of art—as one of Fuseli’s paintings might be looked upon
—the artist, by pen or by pencil, may not select as a subject for his
graphic power, ““bad eminence” as well as ¢ great excellence,” so loug as a
bad moral is not also conveyed by such portraitures. Mr. Harris subscribes
to the cant of the day and echoes the cry of a certain set of eritics, when
he excuses in Fielding, what he condemns in a contemporary novelist.
The life and adventures of Jonathan Wild he calls one of the very hapgiest
productions of that ¢ accomplished and distinguished author,” while Jack
Sheppard is designated as a *“ moral pest,” at the same time that the bio-

apher and lawyer inconsistently admits that Jonathan Wild ¢ had but
fc:v of what werc, or rather what might have been, the redeeming qualities
of Sheppard, intellectual or moral ;” of whom he further statcs, that he
was in some way or other related to Mr. Cornwall, at that time Speaker of
the House of Commons. Fielding's ¢ Jonathan Wild” is an odious book,
and quite unworthy of the author of « Tom Jones;” a satire, if you please,
but full of disgusting and obscene details, though luckily almost unreadable;
with Mr. Ainsworth’s ¢ Jack Sheppard” we believe Mr. Harxis to be unac-
quainted, except by report, and therefore unable to deliver a fair opinion.

The conviction of Sheppard and Wild was followed by the far more -
serious impeachment of the Earl of Macclesfield, Lord High Chancellor
of Great Britain. 'The attorney-general excused himself on this occasion
from taking a part in the proceedings against his friend and patron. A
the time of the lord chancellor’s disgrace, when the popular clamour
against him was of course very loud, and the more so from the judicial
part which he had taken in the trial of Dr. Sacheverell, the saying was
current among the mob, that Staffordshire had produced the three greatest
rogues of the day—Jack Sheppard, Jonathan Wild, and Lord Macclesfield.

The same year (1725) Sir Philip Yorke purchased the manor and
estate of Har&{wicke, in Gloucestershire, for £24,000. In 1732, there
was an important debate in the House of Commons on the subject of a
standing army, in which it is corious in the present 'day, w.hen we are
likely to have the same discussion renewed, to find Sir Philip arguing
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that ¢ it was certainly the interest of this nation to render itself as con-
siderable as possible amongst its neighbours ; for the greater opinion
they have of our strength and power, the less apt they will be to under-
take any expeditions or invasions against us; and the more easy it will
be for us to obtain from them any advantages or immunities which we
may think necessary for improving the trade and increasing the riches of
the kingdom.” The last speech made in the House of Commons by Sir
Philip, was on the occasion of the grand debate on Sir Robert Walpole’s
excise scheme.

On the 31st of October, 1733, Sir Philip Yorke was appointed chief
Jjustice of England, the salary of which had been raised from two to four
thousand a year, to induce the attorney-general to resign his pretensions
to the woolsack, a circumstance which has led other biographers to stamp
his character with the brand of avariciousness, a stigma which Mr. Harns
makes no satisfactory effort to remove. A peerage was also promised
him, and shortly afterwards conferred. This occurred on the 23rd of
November of the same year, when he was raised to the pecrage by the title
of Baron Hardwicke, of Hardwicke, in the county of Gloucester. One of
his first acts in the disposal of the patronage which fell to him as lord
chief justice, was to bestow on Mr. Salkeld the office of clerk of errors in
the Court King's Bench, an appointment both of honour and emolument.

One of the first cases in which the new chief justice was engaged was
that of Savage the poet, for a libel, and the information against whom
was dismissed, with encomiums upon the purity and excellence of his
writings. It was urged,” says Johnson, in defence of Savage, that
obscenity was criminal when it was intended to promote the practice of
vice ; but that Mr, Savage had only introduced obscene ideas, with the
view of exposing them to detestation, and of amending the age by show-
ing the deformity of wickedness,” The notes which were made by Lord
Chief Justice ITardwicke of the different cases tried before him, have all
been preserved and all contained in five small volumes of note books.
Many of these cases are not only of high interest to the law student, but
also to the general reader, as illustrating in a very striking manmuer tho
state of the country at this period, in the lawless outrages which were
everywhere perpetrated, and the general manners of the times. In the
case of a Flect marriage, Lord Hardwicke decided that it was not a legal
one, and his experience of the evils arising of these ill-considered alli-
ances, ded him afterwards to introduce a measure which put an end to
such pernicious and disgraceful proceedings. When presiding on the
Nisi Prius side of the court at Buckingham, in 1734, a singular case was
brought before the lord chief justice, arising out of a superstition still
common at that period, being an action of defamation brought by an old
woman against a man for calling her a witch.

“ Norfolk Circuit, Summer, 1734.—Buckingham, July 23, 1734,

« Mary Butcher, widow, plt.; Joseph Hadland, deft.

* Case for words : — .

«She'is a witch, and bewitched my wife, and T will prove it.

“ She is a witch. Shecame over ye pond, and over a hedge, her foot light.

“ She is a wicch. T hung up a bladder full of water in ye chimney. Whilst
yt remained there she had no power over my wife. She came down ye chim-
ney in ye shape of a bird, and fetched ye bladder away.

“ There goes ye old witch. Damn her, I will have ye blood of her.

“Plea—Not Guilty.

“Myr. Clarke, pro quer.
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“ Robert Verncy. Knows ye parties, Abt. my house, heard deft, tell a
man yt Mary Butcher is a witch, and bewitcht my wife.

“ gmd she was a witch. She came over ye hedge, her foot light, and overye
pond.

“ Knows ye words were mentioned by Mary Butcher. She was named in
ye conversation.

“ Cross-ezam. Deft, a cooper,

“ Tho. Butcher. There goes ye old witch yt bewitched my wife. Damn her,
I will have ye blood of her. :

Serjt. Urbyn, pro def.

““ Geo. Fellows. Heard Robt. Verney swear at Iiadland.

* Verdict pro quer. da 1."#

.In 1786, the statutes of Enfla.nd and Scotland against conjuration,
witcheraft, and deal:ﬁ with evil spirits, were repealed ; but it does not
appear that Lord Hardwicke took any active part in aiding or procuring
these measures. .

However great had been Lord Hardwicke’s skill as an advocate, and
however large the reputation which he earned as the first common law
Jjudge of the land, yet, it is in his capacity of Lord High Chancellor of
Great Britain—his advancement to which office took place on the de-
cease of Lord Talbot, the great seal having been delivered on the 21st of
February, 1737—that Lord Hardwicke is principally known to the world;
and it is to the mode in which he discharged the functions of that exalted
station that he owes, in the main, the celebrity which he has obtained.

The advancement of Lord Hardwicke to the chancellorship led him to
occupy a more prominent and elevated position in the political world, and
the first occurrence in which he was engaged were the unhappy differences
which at that time existed in the royal family. It was also very soon
after Lord Hardwicke’s advancement to his new office that the misunder-
standing took place in regard to a non-application on the part of the poet
Thomson, which led to the bard of the “Seasons” losing a luerative sinecure.
Upon this subject Mr. Harris makes the following observations, unfortu-
nately too civilised for the age we live in:—

Probably no class of men in this country are less liberally requited, accord-
ing to their labours, than literary men of real merit ; and of these, perhaps, poets
fare the worst of all. Their minds and time, nay, health, and even life 1tself,
they devote to their fellow creatures, and to their true interests, the promotion
of their intellectual, and moral, and sociul good. For this they despise the
allurements of wealth and luxury, which ordinary professions, and even business
avocations of a lower grade, would be pretty certain to bring them. The,
taste in reality the poverty and privation they so forcibly describe, and whic
they so feelingly contribute to guard others against. Owing to a barbarous con-
ventional rule in this civilised age, they are in a great measure excluded from
society, or at any rate are allowed no recognised place or station in it, who are
at once its highest benefactors, and its greatest ornaments. By their limited
means, they are but too often precluded from participating in those pleasures
they so contribute to enhance in others ; and by the constant effort of mind
and unremitting exertion which they undergo, they become debilitated and
frail, both in person and intellect. b

These men surely then are those who both stand most in need of, and are
best entitled to, the bounty of thestate. ‘The} are at once its most deserving
members, and those to whom it owes the most. There are few with whose
services it could so hardly dispense : and there are none whose efforts are so en-
tirely devoted to the public weal, and to whom therefore a grant by the state,
of the nature of that for a time given to Thomson, is in fact not 2 mere idle
pension, but well-earned pay.

* So Iate as the year 1759, a case occurred at Wingrove, in Hertfordshire.
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As the nation advances yet further in its career of civilisation, it may be hoped
that the truth of what I have propounded will not only be acknowledged, but
acted upon; and it cannot be doubted that the encouragement to men of mind
thus afforded, will be fully responded to by them.

On the 22nd of May, 1740, Mr. Philip Yorke, the eldest son of Lord
Chancellor Hardwicke, married Miss Jemima Campbell, only daughter of
John, Earl of Breadalbane, and grand-daughter of the Duke of Kent. The
extract which follows, from a letter by Horace Walpole to Mr. Conway,
shows the feelings entertained of the prosperous career of the chancellor
and his family at this period :—

« Harry, what luck the Chancellor has! first, indeed, to be in himself so great a
man ; but then in accidents ; he is made Chief Justice and peer when Talbot is
made Chancellor and peer: Talbot dies in a twelvemonth, and leaves him the
seals at an age when others arescarce made solicitors ; then marries his son into
one of the first families of Britain, obtains a patent for a marquizate, and eight
thousand pounds a year after the Duke of Kent's death ; the Duke dies in a fort-
night, and leaves them all !  People talk of fortune’s wheel, that is always rolling,
troth, my Lord Hardwicke has overtaken her wheel, and rolled along with it.”*

Upon the fall of the Walpole administration and the reconciliation of
the king with the Prince of Wales, Lord Hardwicke was retained as
chancellor by the new ministry. His difficulties in freeing himself from
the trammels of party were very great, but they afford a truly noble and
grand moral spectacle. The high and eminent position of the lord
chancellor involved him more or less in all the great events of his time.
Upon the landing’of Prince Charles Edward, in 1745, the assiduity of the
chancellor was unbounded. Asthe most active, able, and leading member
of the coronal of regency, he was incessantly occupied in concerting
measures to check the rebellion, and after the defeat of the Pretender the
very important, painful, and onerous task devolved upon him, of presiding
in the first judicial assembly of this mighty nation, on the trials in cases
of life and death, of persons of the first rank and quality.

The suppression of the rebellion was, however. only followed by new
dissensions in the royal family, by a dissolution of parliament, and by the
temporary departure of the king for Hanover; till the hopes of the oppo-
sition, the distractions in the royal family, and the apprehensions of the
chancellor and his colleagues, were alike put an end to by the death of
Frederick Prince of Wales on the 26th of March, 1751. The Regency
Bill, the abrogation of the Julian style, the Forfeited Estates’ Bill, the
Clandestine , Marriage Bill, and the Naturalisation of the Jews, were
among’ the chief public acts of theeensuing three years, and when in 1754
the Duke of Newcastle took office as prime minister, the Lord Chancellor
was created Farl of Hardwicke, a'fair and due reward for his long and
great services rendered to his country in so many ways.

On the calamitous death of Mr. Peltam, the arduous task of recon-
structing the government devolved on the Earl of Hardwicke, and for a
short interval the chancellor was the only responsible and acting minister
of the crown. The new ministry was not destined, however, to hold
out long against the inflexible and uncomﬁromising hostility of Mr.
Pitt to the Duke of Newcastle, and when, on the 11th of November, 1756,
his grace resigned his place in the administration, Lord Chancellor Hard-
wicke also came to the resolution of giving up the great seal and retirin
altogether from official life. The retirement of such a man as Lorﬁ

# Correspondence of Horace Walpole.
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Chancellor Hardwicke from the high judicial and political dignity which
for nearly twenty years he had filled with such distinguished eminence,
was an event which formed an era, not only in his own life, but also in
the history of his country. His loss appears, indeed, to have been almost
universally regretted. .

“ Never,” says Lord Mahon, “has the office +f chancellor been more
uprightly, more learnedly, and more ably filled.”

It was so difficult to find a successor to Lord Hardwicke, that the great
seal was placed in commission, and was left so during the whole of
George IL's reign. A flattering testimony to the merits of both father
and son was also paid by the new ministry, in promoting Mr. Charles
Yorke to the office of solicitor-general.

The favour with which Lord Hardwicke was regarded by George III.,
when Prince of Wales, was openly manifested on the young king’s
accesgion to the throne, by his requesting the veteran judge again to
occupy the high official station in which he had so long and so ably pre-
sided. But Lord Hardwicke was at this period not only in the decline of
life, but he had also experienced a long and severe illness, combined with
several family afflictions,—the last of which was the death of Lady Hard-
wicke, which took place on the 19th of September, 1761, at Wimpole,—
and he finally retired from the duties and cares of public life, on the
breaking up of the administration the following year. He had held
office under the crown for an uninterrupted period of above forty-two
years, from his first appointment as solicitor-general in the month of March,
1720, which he filled for about four years. More than eight years he had
been attorney-general ; for three years and a half he was Chief Justice of
England ; for nearly twenty years, Lord High Chancellor ; and during the
last six years he had assisted at council deliberations, though without any
particular place in the cabinet. He served three successive sovereigns ;
and his influence, both in the ministry and in the House of Lords, those
who at once regretted and endeavoured to underrate it, acknowledge to
have been almost paramount. He relinquished office at last, not only
voluntarily, but against the wishes both of his king and his colleagues ;
and in the face of renewed offers for his return to power.

Notwithstanding, however, this expressed intention to prefer an honour-
able and peaceful retirement as most suitable to his years, Lord Hard-
wicke in reality continued to act more or less as a public man to the last.
e took an active part in the debate on peace, and in the affair of
Wilkes, and his last energies were given to the ministerjal troubles of
1763. The same year he was attacked with illness, and he lingered till
the 6th of March, 1764, when this gleat and good man breathed his
last, at his house in Grosvenor Square; “at a time,” says the writer of
the memoir of him in the Annual Register, when the situation of public
affairs rendered his death a loss, as unseasonable, as it would at any time
have been important. And his name will be remembered by posterity
with the same reverence which attends the most celebrated civil cha-
racters in the annals of this country.” Lord Mansfield said,—* If you
wish to employ your abilities in writing the life of a truly great and
wonderful man iIn our profession, take the life of Lord Hardwicke for
your object ; he was, indeed, a wonderful character,—he became Chief-
Justice of England and Chancellor, from his own abilities and virtues.”
And for such a man, Mr. Harris’s able biography is a more fitting and
more appropriate monument than marble or brass.
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MARIA LOUISA AND CARLO LUDOVICO.*
BY L. MARIOTTI, AUTHOR OF “ ITALY PAST AND PRESENT.”

Maria Louisa, Leopoldina, Carolina, Imperial Princess, Arch-duchess of
Austria, Duchess of Parma, Piacenza, and Guasttala, was born at Schin-
brunn, on the 13th of December, 1791. She was the eldest daughter of
Francis 1L, afterwards Emperor of Germany,—and of the second of his
four wives, Maria Theresa, of Naples.

The princess was brought up under all the fostering cares which
environ the young nurslings of that fruitful pepiniére of Schonbrunn.
She was taught to speak French and Italian, to read Latin, to paint in
oil-colours, to play on the piano, and to hate the French and Napoleon.

The habitual play of the princess, and of her brothers and sisters, con-
sisted in drawing up in battle array a band of little wax or wooden dolls,
which were made to represent the French army, with a dark demon-like
figure at their head—the accursed Corsican—and their devoted ranks
were made to bear the brunt of the youngsters’ popguns.

Meanwhile, the French and the Corsican managed to thrive in despite
of all that dire execution. The king-slayers were twice at the gates.
Austria had twice lost all ; had nothing to give ; the hungry lions were
roaring for more prey. Austria gave up her flesh and blood. Meria
Louisa was doomed ! .

The poor young princess! She who had been reared in so salutary a
dread of male animals! It was the story of ¢ Beauty and the Beast” acted
over again. “ Will he bite ? Will he tear me to pieces ?"’ She, the
daughter of the Cesars—wedded to the Corsican ;—to bear imps to the
arch-devil !

The language at her father's court was now strangely changed. The
brigand-chief had become a leader of heroes. They made wondrous dis-
coveries about his ancient pedigree. Napoleon had become a standing
toast with the aulic council. Her imperial father himself addressed him
as “ Monsieur mon frére.” The devil was not so dark, afterall, as he was

ainted. There was a dash of the Alexander-breed in his composition,
and had not Alexander chosen him a bride amongst the daughters of his
prostrate enemy ?

Maria Louisa listened and grew wise. The mild creature never had an
idea, never a wish of her own : she never knew how to show any reluctance
to other people’s demands. She had been taught to hate, and she hated
—she was now bidden to love, and she married—* Behold thine hand-
maid!” she said, and the Ogre led her to her nuptial apartment.

Maria Louisa was then (1810) in the bloom of youth ; her stature was
above the middle size—queenly in her countenance and bearing. Her
complexion was fresh and fair ; she had hazel hair, Austrian eyes and lips
—features much admired by rome, though the eyes, drawn down obliquely

* We do not hold ourselves responsible for the opinions, somewhat strongl
asserted by M, Mariotti; neither can we vouch for his statements; but we thin
it right that an Italian should be heard on a subject like the present, espe-
t{zlly when we believe him to be accurate, and know him to be conscientious.-~

d, N. M. M.
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towards the nose, bear a close resemblance to those of a pig, and the
pursed-up lips wear an unpleasant expression of haughtiness, Her hand
and foot often served as models to the artist, and Canova, who was sum~
moned to Paris for the purpose, made as much of them as he could in his:
statue ¢ La Concordia,” which is to be seen in the hall of the ducal palace-
at Colorno.

It is just possible that Maria Louisa brought herself to endure her hus~—
band during four years. About Napoleon’s tenderness for her, from his
wedding to his dying day, we have been entertained to satiety. He called
ber Ma petite vie! And as a man who valued the sex from their prolifie
capacities, he was most probably amused by a natveté so closely bordering
upon silliness.

In 1818, and the following year, he thought he could propitiate his
treacherous ally of Austria, by placing his empress at the head of the-
regency which was to rule in his absence. Her task was, however, less
difficult than might be supposed. The yea and zay, by which she was-
to answer all questions were invariably prompted by the nod of Camba-
céres.* It is amusing to see her helplessness in circumstances of the-
least difficulty, and the ingenuousness with which she had recourse to her
private sccretary, acknowledging that she had not the least idea. Why
should she ? If great warriors and statesmen choose to trust their nursery
toys and little geese with arduous cares of empire, why, they must take:
the consequences.

Her illness and pusillanimity hastened the catastrophe of 1814. She
ran away to Rambouillet, March 19th, taking along with her her reluc-
tant infant, and an escort of 2500 men, the élite of the garrison of
Paris,

From this moment, Maria Louisa considered hersclf as virtually
divorced from her husband. Napoleon was once more the arch-fiend
and ogre of her childhood. His solicitations that she would join him
beyond the Loire were disregarded. Her father placed her in &le keep-
ing of a horde of Cossacks; in her interview with him, she declared her-
self ready to desert the cause of the conquered, and exchanged her impe-
rial diadem for the independent possession of an Italian principality.

From the first instant of her departure from Paris—and there are cour~
tiers who have registered every word that fell from her lips—there is no
symptom of regret or rejoicing on her part. Her French servants-and
advisers were removed from her side. She travelled across Switzegland
and the Tyrol, and came back—a prodigal child—miraculously restored.

* There is an ancedote relating to this period which we cannot refrain from
quoting, although it may be familiar to many of our readers. On the first sur-
mises of the defection of Austria, Napoleon, who was not always careful in the
choice of his terms, expressed his indignation towards his father-in-law, by saying
to the empress, “ Votre pére est un ganache.” Ganache, a word more fit for the bar-
rack-room than the court, comes as near as Et;suible to the English blockhead.
Maria Louisa, who had studied French all her life-time, had, however, to run to
the Duchess of Montebello, her grande-maitresse, f8r a definition of that singular
word. The good widow of Marshal Lannes, in the greatest embarrassment, re~
plied, “ Ganache—to be sure—it mears a worthy and clever fellow.” Maria Louisa
treasured up the word, and “made anote” of it. ~During her regency, being pressed.
to answer some puzzling question betore her imperial council, “ Let us consult the
arch-chancellor,” eaid she, “ who is le plus grand ganache de tous /"
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The work of re-naturalisation was too plain and easy. She sought
rest and oblivion amidst frivolous occupations. She joined her relatives
in the clamorous rejoicings for the enemy’s downfall. Her aunt, Maria
Carolina of Naples, gave her a hint as to the propriety of tying up her
bed-clothes, to let herself down from her window, by the aid of 51em,
and join her good man at Elba. But Maria Louisa was already weaned
from her proud associations. She evinced no desire to eling to the wrecks
of departed greatness, In the duchy of Parma, which the allies, ever
since the 11th of April, held before her eyes—a glittering bauble to a
spoiled child—all her silly ambition was centered. She dwelt with an
inconceivable fondness an the prospects of unshared sovereignty, and her
anxiety for the exercise of dominion was increased by the artful post-
ponement of its enjoyment ; by doubt and difficulties which placed it
further and further from her reach. Parma was to be a reward for un-
bounded, unconditional obedience; and we have already seen that Maria
Louisa belonged to the non-resistance school. They bade her put off.
her arms and liveries, to divest herself of her proud titles, to forget her
husband, to deliver all his letters into her father's hands, to cease from all
correspondence with him, to surrender her son to an Austrian governess, to
renounce in his name all rights to the succession of her new states, to deprive
him of his name, re-baptise him as Charles Joseph, Duke of Reichstadt;
to suffer him to linger behind in a kind of imprisonment at Schonbruno.
Her obedience outdid even the immoderateness of their demands. She
was, above all things, eager to advance her prospects as a candidate for an
Italian principality. The attempts of Murat, King of Naples, upon the
north of Italy, the troubles of the whole Peninsula, and t{)le endless in-
trigues of the Congress of Vienna, raised at every step new obstacles
against the fulfilment of her desires. Wearied with deferred expectaticn,
and urged, also, by that animal instinct of locomotion, which became one
of the prominent features of her character in after-life, she pleaded ill-
health, and earnestly solivited, and obtained from her father, permission
to repair, unattended by her son, to the baths of Aix, in Savoy.

If there is a spot on carth which the tempter of mankind may look
upon as his most favourable battle-ground, it is, undoubtedly, a watering-
place. All that might remain pure and ingenuous in the character of
the ex-empress was corrupted among the pleasures and dissipations of her
short sojourn at Aix. On her arrival, July 17¢h, she was met by the
Count Neipperg. She avowed to her secretary, M. de Meneval, the
only Frenchman who continued by her side, that her first impression of
that gentleman was any thing but agreeable. To do her justice, Maria
Louisa never loved at first sight,

Adam Albert, Count of Neipperg, Licutenant-General of Hungarian
light-horse, was a tall, fine-looking pvsonage. His age, at his arrival,
was not much beyond forty. He haﬁ bright, warlike countenance, and,
when seen on the right side, he was a striking tyge of manly beauty. In
his ear] igns, in a close engagement, a French lancer had poked
out his {eﬂ;‘eye ; that honotirable wound was carcfully covered by a black
band drawn round ff;e brow in th;:gaisa of a‘.lgiadem, allld there rema}ined
chprpt etiough in the one eye he to drive Napoleon's image from
thie émpress’s Lieart. L.

As a private secretary and chamberlain, the count and his imperial
mistress were brought into the closest intimacy. In consultations of state



Maria Louisa and Carlo Ludovico. 239

(for the duchess busied herself much about the welfare of her future sub-
jeets), as well as in parties of pleasure, riding, dancing, or travelling, they:
became indivisible. ‘

To the watering season followed a romantic exeursion. At Berna the
ex-empress fell in with the Princess of Wales, and oh, the singing, flirt~
ing, and frolicking of that blessed evening between those two congenial
spirits . and their gallant cavaliers. Neipperg sat at thie piano, the aceom«
plished conductor of a royal concert. A few days after, the Austrian
arch-duchess rambled about the ruins of the Castle of Habsburgh, she
picked up relics and fragments of armour ; instituted a- new order of
chivalry, and decorated her secretary with the collar of grand-master:

These base intrigues continued at Vienna, where the count accom-
panied his sovereign lady in September, 1814. A few months after~
wards Napoleon was again triumphant in Paris, Maria Louisa was in.
a fever ofP anxiety about her hard-won Italian sovereignty, which that
untimely invasion might yet have power to wrench from her grasp.
Under that apprehension, she solemnly disclaimed all knowledge of, or
participation in, that hair-brained cnterprise, and implored her father’s
and the allies” protection against her husband, as against her most dan-
gerous enemy. She rejected all her husband’s advances, revealed and
frustrated an attempt made by his friends to carry her off with her child,
and sat down with the arch-duchess to embroider banners for the Austrian
regiments. Finally, she announced her determination never to re-unite
herself to her husband—*were even all her father’s awthority exercised
to compel her to return to him!” Napoleon was sent to St. Helena.

Widowed and childless, though not yet bereaved by death, but sur-
rounded with pomp and magnificence, with her one-eyed secretary by
her side, Maria Louisa left Vienna, at last, in the spring of 1816, has-
tening towards her humble metropolis. ~Greeted and applauded wherever
she passed on her journey, she drew after her the best part of the popu-
lation of Lombardy. Parma was crowded with strangers of all nations
and conditions. They were especially the friends and servants of her
husband, the Italian warriors of the Russian and German campaigns,
disappointed people, unable to make up their minds to present circum-
stances, and willing still to look up to Maria Louisa as the centre of
their discomfited party, and to her son as the per altera mundi.

The pomp and triumph displayed on the occasion, the enthusiasm “ex-
cited by her solemn entrance, were unexampled in the annals of Parma,
All that first intoxication, however, bogan to abate when it was under-
stood that she had left her son behind ; and the disenchantment was com-
plete when the new government, thanking every one kindly for their good'
wishes, desired all aliens to go about their business. The festivals were
at an end, order was restored, and Maria Louisa found herself along with
her subjects.

The &uchy of Parma, Piacenza, and Guastalla, is one of the most fer-
tile districts of the vale of Po. It is bounded on the north by that
noble river, on the east'and west by the Euza and' Trabbia, two of its
tributaries, and on the south by the woody Apennine chain. It measures
about 2200 square miles, and has now something less than half a mil-
lion inhabitants. ’

Parma and Piacenza, Roman colonies, rose into active existence as in-
dependent republics in'the middle ages : they shed their best blood in

: R
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endless as well as useless feuds, till, after passing from one tyrant’s hands
to another’s—from Correggio to Visconti, and from those again to Este ;
they were added to the dominions of the church by the warlike Julius II.,
in 1508. The'{ were subsequently erected into an independent duchy
by Pope Paul III., who invested with it Pier Luigi Farnese, his illegiti-
mate gon, and although that son of a pope did not fare too well at the
hands of his subjects, who strangled and flung him from a high window
of the citadel of Piacenza into the moat beneath, yet the sovereignty of
that state remained in possession of Pier Luigi's descendants, some of
whom—such as Alexander Farnese, and the hot-headed Octavio—are
famous in history. Like most other Italian reigning families, the Farnese
became extinct from sheer impotence, engendered by habitual debauchery,
in 1748. The ill-fated duchy became a bone of contention for all the
powers of Europe, and had in the end to pay most of the expense of the
wars it had given rise to. It was, in the end, adjudged to %on Philip,
one of the Infantes of the Spanish house of Bourbon. Don Philip
having, providentially, broken his neck at the chase, Don Ferdinand, his
son and successor, called the bell-ringer, from his partiality for that pious
and healthy exercise, found himself involved in tEe great catastrophe of
the French invasion, and, in 1802, Parma and Placentia were united to
the French territories under the appellation of Departement du Taro.

Maria Louisa, enthroned in prejudice of the illegitimate heir, the Duke
of Lucca, grandson of Ferdinand the bell-ringer, found, at her arrival, &
thriving community, enriched by the gold lavished upon it during the
Bourbonic dominion, by the comparative peace and security which it en-
joyed during the first storms of tﬁe French Revolution, and by the com-
merce and industry awakened by the circumstance of its incorporationr
with a larger state. Parma, the capital, a pleasant and lively town, with
a population fluctuating between 35,000 and 40,000 souls, lies on a
smiling fPlain, twelve miles south of the “King of Rivers,” and six miles.
north of the last skirts of the Apennines. It rises on the banks of a
small but noisy stream—a flood of muddy waters in the spring-tide, a
wilderness of flint and gravel in the summer months—which gave its
name to the town and territory.  Its frank and hospitable inhabitants
have always rivalled the largest Italian cities in every department of in-
tellectual culture. Under the last Spanish duke—the Principe Campa-
naro—it cultivated letters and arts with such signal success as won it the
flattering aEpellat.ion of the ¢ Athens of ltaly.”

It was, then, difficult to misunderstand the course to be taken by the
newly-installed government. Days of repose having finally dawned
again, the pursuits of peace were once more the order of the day.

It is not impossible that Maria Louiss was by taste and inclination
addicted to all kinds of refinement, and naturally disposed to declare
herself'a patroness of art. She was very fond of painted cockatoos, and
could therefore not be said to be insensible to beauty of colouf® She
brushed up and varnished the Correggios, which had been rumpled and
crumpled by the French ruffians of the first invasion ; she gave the
models for the wigs and gowns of the professors at the universitl, and
bid a cheerful welcome to all the strolling fiddlers and players who ap-

lied for her patronage.
F : ”W&Itge lying-in hospital under her Eatronage ; built-a bridge on
thie “Tro, with twenty arches, three times the length of London Bridge,
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L]
and a golden theatre—at least all covered over with a yellow maperial,
shining like gold. She lavished large sums upon it, under the title of royal
endowment ; she was proud of possessing an unrivalled orchestra, and since
music is to the Italians the mess of potage for which they are ready to
give up their birth-right, she afferded to her subjects music,~music to
their hearts’ content.

She took an active part in all gorgeous processions; she wad the soul
of the Carnival ; and stepped down, incognita, into the crush of the pit at
the Veglione.

Her bridges, however, her theatres, her menageries and aviaries,
her superb villas, and magnificent train; her regiment of grenadiers;
her profuse liberalities to mimes and charlatans,—before long ex-
hausted her revenue. Commerce and industry once more cramped
within narrow boundaries, the taxes pressing undiscerningly on the
lab:l)uring classes, engendered general distress, and the state ran merrily
in debt.

Already, at her arrival, the new duchess had been preceded by a
decree, raising a sum of three millions of francs, by which her subjects
were to pay for the honour of receiving an Austrian arch-duchess for their
liege lady. Ever since, money went over to Austria, under a thousand
pretexts, and without pretexts. It was now a tribute of vassalage, now a
bargain of allegiance. .

Parmesan manufactories were closed, as injurious to Austrian industry.
Parmesan steamboats on the Po were stopped, as encroaching on Austrian
commerce. Maria Louisa paid for board and lodging, when a guest at
her parent’s court. She paid her son’s expense, whom they held as a
prisoner.

Ignorance and filial submissiveness might account for this mismanage-
ment of her subjects’ funds. She knew she could do no better. But
the amount of her civil list, her foolish prodigalities, aud, above all, her
endless peregrinations, were not less fatal to the state than the never-
sated cupidity of Austria.

No sooner had the larks of early spring made their re-appearance,
than she felt 2 mad neccessity to go a-larking abroad. Now she bad her
son to embrace at Munich ; now a new gown to try on at Milan; then
a wedding to attend, a christening, a funeral ; and wherever she went,
there followed a long caravan of dames, pages, and grooms, lap-dogs,
parrots, and monkeys. .

Alexander of Russia drove his barouche and four, incognito, all over
Europe, under the title of Count of, Moscow. The King of Naples,
abroad, was equally modest and saving, The little Duchess of Parma
alone kept up all the splendour of royalty. She styled herself Her
Majesty ; and, as titles cost nothing, her allies readily acknowledged the
appellation. 1t cost her poor subjects a trifle, nevertheless. She went
through the world as an empress and queen. Newspapers expatiated on
her splendid attire and unbounded liberalities. ¢ Room for the Duchess
of Parma !” vociferated the wondering crowd abroad ; no one knew what
terrible grinding all this stir and bustle inflicted on her people at home.

Yet, she was pitied and beloved. Her gonduct was looked upon as
the result of Austrian policy. The people of Parma, good-natured even
to stupidity, believed her unaequainted with their distress. They éalled
her ¥ La povera tradita,” and, on her return, they had still a ¢ for
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her. In the secret of her heart, they thought her still attached to the
memory of her husband. French papers circulated in the cafés at Parma;
and, unheard-of toleration! a few daring Jacobins still sported the minia-
ture of Napoleon on the lid of their snuff-boxes !

It was not rare, however, that some kind friend took pains to inform
the wayward duchess of the true state of things. Because there was no
free press in Italy, we must not suppose that truth might not, from time
to time, make its way to the throne.

One year the duchess was about setting out on one of her genial
excursions to Naples. She had hired a frigate of the King of Sardinia,
and decked it out with all the luxuries of Cleopatra’s barge. The
harvest had been scanty, the winter severe. Her people murmured and

aned. On the eve of her departure, at supper, under her napkin, a
sealed note was discovered ; it contained, in fourteen lines, the outery of
her plundered people. It ran as follows :—

% Go, then, Louisa, and God be with thee!
Sail on for Naples, and its sunny sky;
Let not thy sons with their importune cry
To thy maternal wish a hindrance be.
Go: from thy cares, from all thy duties free,
Go far beyond where Venus’ temples lie;
Pirates or storms fear not; the watchful eye
Of Providence guides kings across the sea.
Go: let thy pleasures by no tears be stayed,
’Tis the king’s pride to raise on tears his throne,
The pride of slaves to dic without a groan.
Sail on: throughout the world thy worth be spread;
And carth be granted to thy sons oppressed,
"To lay their sorrows with their bones at rest.” *

Maria Louisa read, and turned pale ; she bit her Austrian lip, and
shed tears of rage. The police were set on the track of the insolent
poet ; nevertheless, three days afterwards the « Povera Tradita” was
away on the billows.

Nor were these the most grievous causes of discontent. Austria had left
nothing undone to undermine her popularity. It was still remembered,
with a shudder, how daringly the regiment which had been enlisted and

uipped in her name, surrounded as it was by Austrian forces, had, in
1815, on the first report of Napoleon’s landing from Elba, set up the

¢ Vive I Empereur I’ —a movement which led to its immediate dis-
solution. The Bonaparte family, the Luciens and Louisas, were bribed

® «Va pur, Luisa, a ¢ accompagni Iddio!
Di Partenope bella all noto lido;
Te al piacer sacra invan de figli il grido
Distorria dal maternot alto desio.
Va; di te di tue cure in licto obblio,
Liete veleggia infino in grembo a Guido;
Ne temer I’ onda o il barbaresco infido
Che ai Re propizio & il fato, altrui si vio.
'Va; ne t’ acresti no miseria o pianto,
Stadditi straziar del sive & I’ opra N
Spirar tacendo & degli schiari il vanto.
@ pur; qual sei, qual vali il monde scora;
Terra i sudditi suoi cerchino intento
- Che lor ossa spolpate un di ricopra.”

% It was'thought that the duchess went to Naples for her conflnement.
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into silence and inactivity. Murat was dead, and buried; all hopes and
wishes of the still redoubted party were, therefore, centered on Marin
Louisa, and that sickly Duke of Reichstadt, who was dying by. inches in
his imperial prison. Placed in the centre of the late Iﬁan kingdom,
Maria Louisa, @ virtuous woman, was still formidable ; she soon ceased
to be a virtuous woman ! '

The journey to Aix was one of Metternich’s coups d’état. - She was
now urged on in her profligate career, till she became a by-word to her
partisans. Her father had sacrificed her heart as a bride ; he was now
willing to immolate her fame as a wife.

The unnatural parent had his intent. In Milan, at Venice, she was
greeted with loud shouts,  Long live the Countess of Neipperg I’ would
it had been so ! but Napoleon was forgotten years before he had written
his fond uxorious testament. The 5th of May, 1824, came at last,
but too late; then only was she married! ¢ Connubium vocat: hoc
preetexit nomine culpam !”  The epoch of Maria Louisa’s connexion with
General Neipperg was happy enough for her subjects. The gencral was
humane and righteous ; stubborn and obstinate like any German, indeed,
but abhorrent of violent measures ; conscientious at any rate, if ever you
succceded in hammering reason into his dull head. He was no friend
to the priests ; and countenanced the university in its differences with
the neighbouring Jesuits of Modena. Ile affected popular manners ;
could be very droll, when he chose, addressing the people in the patois of
the country.

He died on the 22nd of December, 1828. His Hungarian regiment
attended his funeral, his war-steed bled on his grave. Maria Louisa
sought consolation in change of air.

From this union with Neipperg the duchess had three children. She
built a palace for their habitation, on the hills near Tuls ; she put herself
into communication with Fellemberg, for their education. The eldest, a
daughter, was married to Luict CANVITATE, one of the broken-down
native noblemen; the second, the Count of Montenovo (the Italian for
Neipperg), is now an officer in an Austrian regiment ; the third, a girl,
died 1n childhood.

If we were to believe all the scandals current at Parma, Neipperg had
no easy time with his imperial mistress. Her confessor, Neurhel, &
strapping German youth, stout and rosy, was made Bishop of Evestalla,
then of Parma, to remove him from his too fond penitept. Captain
Crotti, the handsomest Italian ever born, was not allowed to do duty at
the palace; and an Irishman, MacAulay, or Magavoli, was also suspected
of being too intimate a secretary to this most susceptible lady. Another
of her secretaries, Richter, was looked upon as Neipperg’s successor in
the duchess's good graces ; and more lately she was, 1t appears, privately
married to Count Bombelles, a French emigrant, whom she raised to the
dignity of her prime-minister. L.

It was most to be deplored that this singular woman, too similar in
this to the profligate Joanna IL of Naples; should deem it necessary to
alter her policy,’and upset church and state on every assumption of &
new favourite. Ilad it been otherwise, people would have less troubled
themselves about her private concerns. Parma was long accustomed to
dissolute sovereigns. But Maria Louisa gave up her states where she
bestowed her heart. Her confidants were also rulers and governors.
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Har offence against public morals invariably led to the conculcation of
public rights. No wonder if her good people were scandalised.

- ¢ Daughter of the North,” they exclaimed, *are these the lessons of
continence you give to the glowing bosoms of the childrefi of Italy? Ts
it to setsuch an example that Heaven bestowed upon you a crown, e long
line of illustrious ancestors, the glory of a beautiful name ? Is it for
such an occupant that we bow before the throne, bring the fruits of our
toil at its feet, and offer up our prayers for its preservation 7’

In such a state of things, the tidings of the French Revolution of July,
1830, reached Parma. Men's minds had never been at rest in Italy
since 1814.  Conspiracies had been found out at Parma in 1820, and the
state prisons had been crowded with distinguished inmates. But those
were the days of General Neipperg, who refused his conntenance to an
effusion of blood. A few luckless Carbonari were sent to little.moc{
Speilberg, the fortress of Compiano, on the Apennines, but before the
end of two years the day of clemency dawned, and they were all allowed
to eat their Christmas turkey in the bosom of their families.

The government of Parma gained credit for comparative mildness and
Liberality. People were allowed to read and talk. They read and talked
themselves into a downright frensy when the French proclaimed that
they would secure all independent states from foreign interference. This
principle of non-intervention was a signal for a general outbreak. The
smaller Italian governments could live by Austria alone; and Austria, it
was understood, would now be compelle({ to look on unconcerned.

From Bologna to Modena, from Faenza to Rimini, all over central
Italy, up flew the tri-colour standard. Prelates and sbirri, Jesuits and
thief-takers, gave way before the storm. Without one drop of bloodshed
two millions of Italians were their own masters. The insurrection soon
reached the boundaries of Maria Louisa’s dominions. )

The animosity between this illustrious lady and her humble subjects
was now at its highest pitch. The exchequer was utterly exhausted.
The successor of General Neipperg, for the time being, one Baron Ver-
clein, had recourse to the desperate expedient of a paper currency. A
tremendous riot was the consequence. The government had to give up
their measure, and Maria Louisa curled her auburn ringlets with her
florin notes. Tumults and mutinies broke out among the students at the
university ; Xoung men of the best families were thrown intog prison ;
Parma was daily the scene of tumult and violence, when lo! one fine
mornifg, the tri-colour flag waves on the bridge of the Euza, five miles
out of town, on the borders } ' .

It was then Carnival: a lovely spring weather. Early in February
people gathered violets in the fields. There was walking, and riding,
and driving of myriads of people, anxious to hail the “rainbow of liberty.”
The young women cut up green, red, and white ribbons ; the young men
loaded their fowling-pieces ; Maria Louisa armed her twelve hundred
grenadiers ; she levelled her six-pounders ; harangued her troops on the
square-of her palace ; the drawbridges of the citadel were raised up; the
city gates 'beleagured and closed. Parms, astonishing to relate, was
declared in a state of siege ! Day and night squadrons of heavy dragoons

. with drawn swords and lighted torches, eleared the streets with ominous
tramp. Fhere was a dead silence. '

Horses, however, it was soon found out cannot run,.nor soldiers watch
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and stand for ever. After three days of patrolling, men and beasts were
exhausted and sleepy. Maria Louisa asked for a reinforcemént from the
Austrian garrison at Piacenza. The Austrian commander, * with best
respects,” replied, ¢ he had no orders.”

The people peeped out of windows. A muzzle of a fowling-piece was
also seen insidiously looking out here and there. The dragoons paused
in their course, The fowling-pieces took courage and came out into the
streets. They joined in little clusters, they swelled into little mobs ; they
swept away in one vast mass. Square after square, row after row, the
dueal troops lost ground till the scene of skirmishing was transferred to the
doors of the palace. There the two factions stood confronting each other:
every man in his rank, unde: his leader, measuring with wistful eyes the
chances of the day.

It was like a rehearsal of a Greek tragedy. In that dreadful suspense,
the duchess, terrified, all bathed in tears, appeared on her balcony, resting
on the arm of Baron Cornacchia, a popular minister. She waved her
arms on high, appealing to the generous feelings of the storming multi-
tude. The sight of her produced an indefinable sensation. The people
rushed forwaid as if to hear her words. It pressed forward as one body
against the palace walls. It wound itself round the ducal troops, like &
huge serpent, and serried them in its coils. In the twinkling of an eye,
muskets changed masters, cannons were spiked, under Maria Louisa's
eyes, Not a gun was fired, not a bayonet levelled. What was it?
Why merely this! Maria Lowsa was at the mercy of her subjects!

ational guards organised : the fortress, the gaol, the gates of the city
taken by storm. Baron Verclein and a few others sought their safety in
flight; and before sunset order and silence were restored. It was opa
Sunday, February 13, 1831.

On the following morning the heads of the people proceeded to business.
They appointed a generalissimo, colonels, and other officer: of the national
guard, a new ministry, &c. All these acts Maria Louisa was fain to
sanction with her name.

During three days the poor duchess slept little and ate nothing. Her

alace had become the house of call for all the idlers in town—shabby
Pellows with huge whiskers and dangling rapiers, stalked up scornfully to
her, and half sneering, half threatening, gave her the benefit of their
advice. .

She might have died with fright, had her captivity been, prolonged.
But some of the hearts of the softer youths about her were not’ proof
against her feminine soniow. A squadron of national guards was drawn
up: one of the ducal carriages was ordered round. Under the escort of
her humane champions, ere the people were well aware of what was goin
on, she was driven to the Po at Lucea, and there ferried over to her father’s
dominions. Hence she was directed to betake herself to her good tgn
of Piacenza, under protection of the Austrian garrison.

It was thus that the people of Parma, for a short respite, rid themselvas
of her presence. After that, there was emwinf and blustening for four
weeks with *no king over Israel.” The national guards and the patriots
had it all their own way. It was a blessed time, God knows, and the
Parmesans can hardly recall it without tears. Order was never broken,
no law violated. o one can believe what good boys Italians can be
when left to themselves.
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It was but a short dream as it turned out. Louis Philippe shook hands

-with Mettérnich, The uon-intervention bubble burst—the Austrians
marched forward. There were two hours’ fight at Fiorenzola. The re-
volutionary government had sent about 120 fowling-pieces, mostly young
students, to secure the territory, maintain order, and stir up the spints of the
ignorant peasantry. A body of 1200 Hungarians with horse and cannon
sallied out of Piacenza, caught the youngsters asleep, scattered in every
dwelling and inn of the town. The young volunteers rubbed their eyes,
and threw open their windows; from every house, from every tavern, the
fowling-pieces were heard rattling merrily: a bedy of twelve horsemen—
they were ex-body guards of the duchess—cut their way through the
enemy’s ranks with their own good swords. Two of the Italians fell :
the Hungarians lost about a score of their number. The lack of ammu-
nition brought about a close of hostilities. The Italians surrendered at
diseretion with ropes round their necks, for a climax of ignominy, carry-
ing their unloaded fowling-pieces on their backs ; they were marched to
Piacenza, and thrown into the dungeons of that very citadel in which the
fugitive duchess had taken up her quarters.
" The report of the ill-treatment of their prisoners, prompted the Parme-
sans to dire deeds of reprisals. Eight young men set out in disguise
with post-chaises, travelled across a portion of the Modenese territory, and
by a daring camisado laid hands on the person of the Bishop of Guastalla
—that same dainty chaplain and spiritual director the gay duchess was
once so fond of, now a portly prelate, but still fair and ruddy—from the
heart of his diocese, from the comforts of his sofa, in the prime ofihis. after-
noon siesta, they hurried him to their coach, drove him away to Parma,
where he was to remain as a hostage; but where all his hardships consisted
itltheavy dinners, with which they kept stuffing him into fits of apoplexy.
And yet when his release came at length, so terribly was the good
German scared out of his wits, that nothing could induce him to stay: he
took flight beyond the Alps, like a flurried owl, never stopping till he
found himself among his German friends at home, whence it took his royal
mistress no little trouble to induce him to return.

The rejoicings at Parma continued yet a few days. National airs rang
merrily, newspapers sold admirably, and a wag brought out a precious
pamphlet, entitled  The Life and Miracles of Maria Louisa.”

On the 13th of March, at the break of day, a thick close column of
800 Pa.ndours thronged before the eastern gate; at noon 16,000 Croats,
Hungarians, and Bohemians, with a train of heavy artillery, came up from
the west. The weather, which had been clouldless during four blessed weeks,
broke up in cold wintry showers, The Austriaus were in their element.

Eight hundred of the most daring spirits in town had been sent on
gome fool's errand in the mountains. The few remaining were dragged
xy by main foree from the town-gates, where they wished to ex-

nge one more shot. The partisans of the non-resistance society:had
it all their own way.

Three months after thig" easy restoration of her power, the runaway
duchess graeed her capital with her presence. Shops and windows were
shut up. .- At the theatre the officers of the Austrian garrison raised the
loyal ¢ry, Es lebe Maria Louisal” It was the signal for the saucy

'Ens to leave the theatre, :
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Maria Louisa confined herself to her palace. She surrounded herself
with Austrian courtiers. Her tribunals proceeded aguminst the rebels.
But her sbirri did their work clumsily, becauss reluctantly. Her judges
could bring no well-stated charge against her prisoners. None was
arrested except an old count, t6o old, and a few youngsters too proud, to
fly. Gendarmes, witnesses, judges, all were Italians, all had been as
guilty in their hearts as the rebels they had to deal with, The members
of the revolutionary government were discharged; and seeing how
all the rest of the prisoners would equally escape her, Maria Louisa
was advised to play a magnanimous part, by publishing a universal
amnesty, from which, however, without rhyme or reason, twenty-one in-
dividuals, who had been convicted of no erime, who had not even been
indicted, were excepted. Some of them were the fellows, whose huge
whiskers and trailing sabres haunted the duchess in her dreams, and
against whom she could never overcome her antipathy. Such, even in
the mildest states, was justice in Italy, such clemency !

Meanwhile, schooled by adversity, Maria Louisa sought better advisers
than amongst her Austrian minious. There lived then at Parma 8
cobbler’s son, by name Vincenzo Mistrali, who had exchanged his father'’s
awl into a portable book shop, and who picked out knowledge from the
greasy volumes he hawked about the streets. He had developed consider-
able talents as a poet and a statesman under the French empire, and had
for several years filled the office of governor of the city of Parma, during
the firat years of Maria Louisa’s dominion.

This able and conscientious man was now trusted with the shattered
finances of the state, and by a wise and firm rule ho got his sovereign out
of debt. The duchess herself was the first victim of the minister’s econo-
mical schemes. He reduced herhousehold; bullied her singers and fiddlers
from court; carried havoc and devastation amongst her parrots and
monkeys ; finally, he laid hold of a golden cradle of the King of Rome, a
gilt and jewelledy toilet-table, a chair, and other trumpery articles that
constituted the pride of Maria Louisa’s establishment, the greatest lions
exhibited for the wouder of foreign visifors; he sold the diamonds, he
melted the gold ; he filled the exchequer. The budget soon presented
favourable results. Maria Louisa would have grumbled. But Metter-
nich recommended prudence, and the salutary reforms were completed.

Private and public chagrins now preyed upon the duchess’s mind.. One
of her Austrian agents, 8artorio, the thief director of the.pedlice, was
stabbed in broad daylight in the midst of & crowd. Her Austrian auxilia-
ries had daily squabbles with her people. Earthquake, famine, and pes-
tilence successively ravaged her states. She was summoned to Vienna to
receive the lasry breath of her eldest born, a few years afterwards she stood
by the death-bed of the emperor her father. Iler health, undermined by
disorders, now gave way before repeated strokes of calamity. Her court
had lost its lustre, her eapital its wonted gaiety.

In this state of distress she bethought herself of the priests. Like many
a wanton she was destined to die a bigot.* Chance brought to Parma
that Count Bombelles, an emigré of the narrow-minded school of
Charles X ; a snuffy, bewigged old dotard, but who enjoyed golden
opinions with the beguines and begueules of the elder branch of the Bour-
bons, He was the man after her own heart, at any rate. He effected her
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eonversion, confessed, absolved, and, at last, privately married her, in 1834,
Priests and monks were soon in the ascendancy, The last years of her
life were spent in the achievement of that great work, to which her coun-
cillor incessantly urged her, the restoration of the Jesuits. The people
of Parma olll)gosed the measure with frantic, unabating rage. It was not
only the students at the university, the boys at the elementary schools,
who rose in frequent riots, hung u}) Loyola in effigy ; deserted the
school-room en masse ; it was not only men of letters, such as the cele-
brated Pietro Giordani, who published pamphlets, stuck up pasquinades
at the corners of the streets, Her very Italian ministers, with the pru-
dent Mistrali at their head, protested against the re-introduction of the
detested order.

All in vain !  Mistrali was luckily removed by death; his colleagues
wanted his energy and consistency. Maria Louisa was wilful for once in
ber life. Bombelles reigned without control. A posse of Austrian troops
once more made its appearance. Numerous arrests thinned the ranks of
the most violent opponents, and daunted the remainder. So, at last, the
ravens of Loyola came; how many years’ indulgence Maria Louisa bar-
gained for with them I know not, but her subjects never forgave her.

The accession of Pius IX., the universal ferment throughout Italy re-
newed the qualms of her terror of 1831. Parma was once more too hot
for her, and two-thirds of the year were regularly spent at Schonbrunn.

Reports of her approaching abdication were rife. She was weary of a
power she had, in fact, never wielded ; of a grandeur that had too long
since faded. Her Italian sovereignty, so tempting in anticipation, had
burned ashes in its fruition. It was a mercy that death re?ea.sed her.
Alas for the hero’s relict! Now can men see the wisdom of the whole-
some old Hindoo practice, that burnt widows on the ashes of the de-
parted. Hero’s consorts, in that blessed country, never lost caste. Lofty
empresses dwindled not into fie-fie duchesses, nor closed a sublime
tragedy into a scandalous farce. Had Maria Louisa been immolated on
her husband’s funeral pile ; had she been dealt with at Paris as she would
at Seringapatam, why, then the Duke of Lucca would have reigned at
Parma two and thirty years sooner.

The Duke of Lucca! that it should be written that even Maria
Louisa, with all her foibles, could ever be regretted ! The Duke of
Lucca! Three months are barely elapsed since he magnanimously
“made~away with the spoons:.” ~ After loud blustering and menac-
ing, marching and counter-marching of troops in his puny kingdom of
terror, he found out that system did not answer. The Lucchese were too
strong for him.  He turned his back upon them. By a miserable shuffle,
however, he pretended to be disposed to yield. Hi); declared he would
“only rule by love.” He gained four «nd twenty hours’ breathing time,
and secured his plate! With his pictures and marbles he had made ducks
and drakes ages ago; when he came over to England, affected liberal
notions, aped Protestantism, sought for the friendship of Italian exiles at
the British Museum ; eot 4bout a vernacular version of the Bible. He
studied political economy and ran himself into debt at Mivart’s; he left
Englanf with an enviable reputation.

And now the duchess is dead ; long live the duke! The duke—why,
wherg #s-the duke! Snug at Milan, under Austrian shelter. The duke
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tarries behind, but forward the Hungarians march. The duchy. of Parma
is no match for the might of the Austrian empire. The Quarterly Re-
view and Blackwood have said it, the Italians are a pack of cowards, and
Parma offers no resistance.

Come on, your royal highness | Austria has conquered; your subjects
are at your feet. The duke is not reassured yet. He plays hide and
seek with his beloved people. He sends forth turgid, haughty proclama-
tions, but keeps at a respectful distance. He will tread on the footsteps of
his predecessor. He shifts his quarters from Milan to Modena; any-
where but to Parma ; orif ever to Parma, in the dark only, by stealth,
like a skulking malefactor. There are desperate fellows yet in Italy,
thinks he. Did not five youths at Lucca stand up like so many targets
to be shot at by the soldiery ? and are there no fowling-pieces at Parma ?
The conquering hero, with 12,000 Germans toback him, with legions
of spies, thief-takers, scribes, and pharisees to smoke out plots and
treasons, dares not come forward yet. His reasoning is akin to that of
Don Abbondio in Manzoni’s story ; < If ever I get a good leaden bullet in
my back, will all the might of Austria ever remove it?”

The gallant Duke of Lucca! He comes down upon his subjects like an
enemy ; and he will force them to pay the expenses of that wanton, un-
provoked invasion. He will bringliﬁs English minister of the finances
along with him ; with a whole cabinet of Germans, French—Hottentots,
if nced be—to fatten on his people like leeches, to drain them to the last
drops of blood.

Such are now thy rulers, O, Italy! and, as a climax of ignominy, they
ave designated as Jtalian princes. Italian princes! God forgive you'l
This little Carlo Ludovico, this scion of the Bourbons of Spain, issued
from the Bourbons of France, what has he in common with Italy ? He
is the grandson of Ferdinand the bell-ringer, and of Maria Amelia of
Austria. He was born, Heaven knows where, in times when Napoleon
sent his royal rabble strolling and begging all over the world. He is
wedded to Austria; has married his son and heir to France. There is
not a drop of Italian blood in all their veins. I tell you, call them court-
bred if you like, call them heaven-born, only not Italian. Italy has had
tyrants of her own breeding, and they were ruthless, faithless men ; but
not such cravens, such despicable thiugs as he of Parma. As warriors,
as statesmen, as lovers of the arts, they had yet some redeeming pointa
about them. Octavio Farnese mounted the throne in sheer despite of
Charles V., and grappled single-handed with all the might of the
Austrian. His Bourbon successor stands in awe of his subjects ere they
raise even a single ery against him, afd all the power of Austria is in~
sufficient to restore him to his senses. An Italian, indeed ! The meanest
drummer in a regiment of Pandours is more entitled to that once-
honoured appellation. So long as Austria forces you upon us ; so long
as civilised Europe suffers a defenceless people to be trodden like dust,
Charles Louis of Bourbon, come on, grind us, plunder us, torture us.
Be our slave-driver, our gaoler, our headsman. Only be noue of us!
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A GRAYBEARD'S GOSSIP ABOUT HIS LITERARY
ACQUAINTANCE.

No. XII.
Forsan et hxc olim meminisse juvabit,

The Writer is introduced to Sir Walter Scott, and breakfasts with him—His
cordial Pleasantry — Departure from Edinburgh and Visit to Abbotsford—
Vindication of its Architecture—The Owner’s exclusive Love of the Medizval
Times and Style—The Armoury and the Library—Admirable Letter from Sir
‘Walter—His Illness — Extracts from * An Invoeation”—Ungenerous Reflec~
tions, occasioned by his Reverses, exposed and rebuked—The Defence of his
Memory a Public Duty. k
Ir the exact date of the most trivial circumstance will sometimes fix

itself in the memory, well may I recollect that so memorable an occur-

rence as my first interview with the illustrious Sir Walter Scott took.

place on the 7th of July, 1827.

Having left Speir’s Hotel, in Edinburgh, at an early hour, I proceeded
to the Court-house, in which a few persons were already assembled,
awaiting the arrival of the judges. At one extremity of a railed enclo-
sure, below the elevated platform appropriated to their lordships, sat Sir
‘Walter, in readiness for his official dputies as clerk of the court, but snatch-
ing the leisure moments, as was his wont, and busily engaged in writing,
apparently undisturbed by the buzzing in the court, and the trampling
feet of constant new comers. The thoughts which another man would
have wasted, by gazing vacantly around him, or by ‘bald, disjointed
chat,” he was probably at that moment embalming, by committing to

per some portion of his immortal works. Let me frankly confess that

is first appearance disappointed me. His heavy figure, his stooping
attitude, the lowering gray brow, and unanimated features, gave him, as

I thought, a nearer resemblance to a plodding farmer, than to the weird

magician and poet whose every look should convey the impression that

he was “ of imagination all compact.” Quickly, however, were his linea-
ments revivified and altered when, upon glancing at a'letter of introduc-
tion, which my companion had placed before him, he hastened up to the
rail to welcome me. His gray eyes twinkled beneath his uplifted brows,

his mouth became wreatheﬁ with smiles, and his countenance assumed a

benignant radiance as he held out his hand to me, exclaiming,—¢ ITa |

my brother seribbler ! T am right glad to see you.” Not easily, “ while
memory kolds her seat,” will that condescending phrase and most cordial
reception be blotted from my mind. On learning that I should be com-
gelled to quit Edinburgh in two days, my fellow-traveller, Mr. Barron Field,

aving business at the Lancaster assizes, he kindly invited us to dine with

him, either on that day or the next, for both of which, however, we were
unfortunately pre-engaged. Though the parties who had thus bespoken
us were barrister friends, from whose society I anticipated no small plea-
sure, most willingly would I haye forfeited it, had I foreseen the greater
delight and honour in which I might have participated. ¢ Positively, I
must sée something of you before you leave ¢ Auld Reekie,”” kindly re-
sumed Sir Walter. “ Suppose you come and breakfast with me to-morrow,
suffering me to escape when I must make my appearance in court.” To
this proposition we gave an eager assent, a.m{ I need scarcely add that on
the fcl))llowing morning we presented ourselves at his door, within a minute
of the time specified.



A Graybeard's Gossip about his Literary Acquaintance. 251

Our host was dressed, and ready to receive us; his daughter, Miss
Scott, presently made her appearance, shortly followed by her brother,
Mr. Charles Scott. During our short meal IY can recall one remark of
Sir Walter which, trivial as it was, may be deemed characteristic of his
Jealousy in the minutest things that touched the good reputation of Scot~
land. I happened to observe that I had never before tasted bannocks,
when he entreated me, and earnestly repeated the request, not to judge

of them by the specimen before me, as they were made, and not
well b . Our conversation chiefly turned upon Edinburgh, of which

city, so grand and picturesque from its locality, so striking from the con-
trast of its old and new towns, I expressed an unbounded admiration.
Our host, however, assured me that the Highland scenery would have
been found much more romantic and imposing, and expressed his wonder,
considering the guickness, facility, and economy with which it might now
be explored, that I should lese so favourable an opportunity of proceeding
further north, even if I did not pay my respects to the Hebrides.

A few months before my visit to Scotland, I had dedicated a little
work to Sir Walter, forwarding to him a copy, in which I had thus
endeavoured to express my great and sincere reverence for his character.
It is not your reputation as a writer, however unrivalled it may be,
that constitutes your best fame. No, sir, you have achieved a still fairer
renown. You have exalted the tone and feeling, as well as the quality of
our literature, by discarding from it all ‘that jealousy, bitterness, and
malice which had stigmatised authors with the hereditary appellation of
the irritable race. The future Hercules announced himself by strangling .
these serpents in the very outset of his career. By your gentleness a.ns
urbanity towards your predecessors, when exercising the functions of an
editor or a commentator ; by the generous encouragement which you have
seized every occasion of extending to your contemporaries ; by the liberality
and courtesy which have invariably marked your conduct, whenever there
was an OEportunity for their disylay, you have afforded an illustrious
example that the highest and noblest qualities of the head and heart will

nerally be found in conjunction; and have enabled England to boast that
E‘:r literary Bayard neither fears a rival nor a reproach.”

That any notice would be taken of a merited tribute, which all England:
was equally ready to proffer, never entered into my contemplation ; but
this very natural conjecture proved to be erroneous. From the breakfast
party I have been describing, my friend and myself were reluctantly
tearing ourselves away, that our host might not be too late for thecourt,
and already had we reached the hall, when Sir Walter, detaining me by
the button, drew me a little on one side, as he said, with a mystifying
smile and tone,

“ Did it ever happen to you, when you were a good little boy at school,
that your mother sent you a parcel, in the centre of which she had depo-
sited your favourite sweetment, whereof you had no sooner caught a
glimpse, than you put it aside, that you might wait for a half holiday,
and carry it with you to some snug corneg where you could enjoy it
without fear of interruption

¢ Such a thing may%uwo occuzrred,” said I, much marvelling whither
this strange inquiry was to lead. )

“ Well,” resumed my colloquist, *“I have received lately a lit .
dainty, bearing- the name of —(here he mentioned the title of the work
had sent him). Now, I cannot peruse it comfortably in Edinburgh, with
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the daily claims of the Court of Session, and a variety of other interrup-
tions ; gut when I get back to Abbotsford, won’t I sit down in my own
snug study, and devour it at my leisure.”

Sir Walter's time, I well knew, was infinitely too precious to be wasted
in the perusal of any production from my pen; but the kindness of his
sl.)eeoh, and the playful donkommie of his manner, were not the less ma-
nifest, and not the less gratefully felt. He had politely invited me to
visit him at Abbotsford, when he should return to 1t, and though I could
not avail myself of his eourtesy, I determined to make acquainignce with
the mansion which, salidly as he hed constructed it, was destffied to be
the least enduring of his works.  After another hasty ramble, therefore,
over the most picturesque city in Europe—a citf' of which its enlightened
and hospitable inhabitants may well be prdud—1I bade it a reluctant adieu,
and started for Abbotsford, fraught with abundant regollections and
pleasant anticipations, most of which bore reference to Sir Walter Scott.

Not over pleasant, however, did I find the approach to his mansion,
for the river had been swollen by heavy rains, tEe waters threatened to
enter our post-chaise, and the rocky ground sorely tried its springs.
Probably the old abbots never ventured across the ford, to which they
have bequeathed their name, in a close carriage, The surrounding locali-
ties presented but small attraction, for though the far extending Down
scenery was enlivened by the river, and its prevailing bareness was re-
lieved by wide plantations over the demesne, the latter were too young
at that period to assume any more dignified appearance than that of un-
derW(l)o . By this time, they have, probably, grown out of their sylvan

upillage.

P pitg of the ridicule which, from the erection of Strawberry Hill, to
the present day, has been lavished upon such modern antiques ; spite of
the very questionable taste which insuced Sir Walter to embody in his
new house old materials, occasionally exhibiting remote dates and{xeraldic
emblazonments, until the incongruous structure might well be termed an
architectural anachronism; I myself could find no fault with either the
conception or the execution of this most interesting pile. To me it
offered a mural presentment of the mind, as well as a fitting receptacle for
the body of a man, all whose predilections and associations were with the
middle ages; and who had so little sympathy with the classical, that he
could derive no gratification from Roman antiquities, even when he stood,
at a hyip period, within the very precincts of the Colosseum. For pagan
remains, and the five orders of Vitruvius, he cared not a rush. It was
his object to build up an imitation of the mediceval style, not so close or

‘slavish, however, as to unfit it fer the requirements of modern civilisa-
tion. The armoury, therefore, which, as the paramount object, would
have occupied the largest chamber in a barbnial castle, was restricted to
a moderately-sized hall; while the principal apartment was appropriated

to such a splendid library as became the most eminent author of a literary

age. “ .

82 building composed of such materials, constituted a museum of
relics so rich in historical associations, and many of them bearing such
immediate reference to some of his novels, that n.ﬂnost every stone might
literall gaid to “prate of his whereabout.” While deriving an in-
terg‘ its present ownership, Abbotsford conjured up & new_one out

_of the leaving the spectator in doubt which had imparted to him
thé most pleasurable sensation. 'What man of suggestive mind, for in-
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stance, could pass the gateway of the Edinburgh Tolbooth, reconstructed
where it now stands—that gateway through which so many had dragged

themselves with heavy hearts, in anticipation of their merited doom, or
from which they had bounded away in the rapture of recovered liberty, with-

out extemporising imaginary‘novels almost as numerous as the motes that.
animate the sunbeam ?  To me the whole scene appeared a fairy land of
terra firma—a dream of realities ; and when I reflected that all f:ad been

accomplished by an author’s coryright money, I yielded to a preposterous

vanity, suggested by Sir Walter'’s gompliment of ¢ brother scribbler,”

and whispered to myself, in imitation of the painter *ed io ancke sono

autd¥e.”  The wizard poet, the Amphion of his day, had built up these

walls with his lyre, and methought the sculptured heads that sur:aounted

them, not less musical than that of Memnon when vocalised by Apollo’s
rays, still gave out melodious souunds that recalled his early poems, novels,

and romances.

Small ag was the armoury in the hall, it excelled many a larger collec-
tion in curiosities, most of the weapons having an historical or personal
interest attached to them. Some of these were donations from indivi-
duals, but when Sir Walter became a purchaser of such rarities, he must
have laboured under the disadvantage of raising the market price against
himself. The gun of an obscure marauder could be of little value to
any one ; but when it was known to have belonged to Rob Roy, the hero
of a popular novel, and was to be sold to the author of the work, it ac-
quired anadscititious enhancement, which must have rendered its purchase
auch more expensive. In the library I noticed a splendidly bound set of our
national chronicles, presented by George IV., one of the very few instances
ever evinced by that monarch of a taste for hooks, or of auy attention to
an author. In one of his poems, Sir Walter cautions the reader that—

He who would sce Melrose aright,

Must view it by the pale moonlight ;
but as 1 had been told that he himself had never taken his own advice, I
proceeded to inspect the abbey in the daytime, aud in my next morning’s
drive over a dreary moor of forty miles to Otterburn, had abundant time
to reflcet upon all that I had secn and heard in the modern Athens, and
in the residence of our age’s most illustrious writer.

In the following year, I had occasion to solicit a favou n Sir
Walter Scott, which was granted with his usual promptitude and cour-
tesy. A paragraph had found its way into print, penned by en amicable
but indiscreet hand, stating the writer'sbelief that I shared the opinions
of a mutual friend, who, in the temerity of youth—it might almost be said
of boyhood—had avowed sentiments of a most unorthodox tendency.
The paragraph was perfectly gratuitous and unauthorised. Keeping scru-

ulously aloof from polemical discussion, I had never looked with any
other feeling than that of compassion upor the wretched gladiators who,
in the name of a religion that inculcates pedce and love, carry on such
an incessant war of hatred in the spiritual arena. From political disqui-
sitions I had been equally averse, but enough, it seems, had escaped to
subject me to a reviewer’s accusation of being “sadly tainted with libe-
ralism ;” a charge not altogether harmless in the high Tory days of which
I am writing. '
During the discussions occasioned by John Scott’s attack upon Black-
Feb.—voL, LXXXII. NO. CCCXXVI. [
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wood's Magazine, and the fatal duel that ensued, I had expressed my
unqualified condemnation of the ungenerous and personal warfare waged
by that periodical against all its political opponents ; and when I recol-
lected how freely I had spoken upon this subject, it seemed not unlikely
that its conductors might avail themselves of the paragraph in question,
to assail me on the ground of my imputed heterodoxy. Nothing is more
probable than that Blackwood's people never troubled their heads about
the approbation or dislike of so obscure an indlvidual ; and I myself, re-
verting to the circumstance at this ¢jstance of time, am not without fears
that the smiling reader may compare me to poor old Dennis, the critic,
who was afraid that Louis XIV., at the treaty of Utrecht, would énsist
upon his being given up, because he had disparaged the French nation in
some of his plays.

Under the apprehensions stated, groundless as they may have been,
I wrote to Sir Walter Scott avowing my perfect readiness to submit to
any criticism, however severe, in my literary capacity ; but requesting
his interference to prevent any onslaught upon theological grounds from
the parties in question, over whom I believed his influgnce to be para-
mount, and who bad no right whatever to hold me responsible for the un-
authorised averments of another.  This preapble is not endited in any
spirit of egotism, but to render intelligible the following extracts from
Sir Walter’s reply :

“ Sir,—I am l}x'onoured and obliged by your letter, as showing a con-
fidence in the feelings with which a man who has professed literature
honourably ought to receive such a communication. I have not seen the
passages of which you complain, but I sufficiently understand their ten-
dency to know that they must have produced painful effects upon your
mind. The old Spanish proverb says, ¢keep me from my friends, and I
will keep myself from my enemies.” Mr. I only know from his
writings, but these show so much more cleverness than judgment, that I
can casily conceive he may have placed a friend in the new predicament
of having a right to complain of his proceedings without having a right
to tax the motives.

I will write to Lockhart by to-day’s post, and have no doubt he will
do in the matter what justice may require. As to hLis battle with the
Athenceum, 1 have not seen the attack, but should conceive him very
foolish if he takes any notice of it. Blackwood's Magazine has no pro-
fesseft2ditor ; but I will speak to one of the most influential contributors,
with whom, I belicve, I may bave some interest.

« As for poor » I alwayg thought there was a strain of insanity,
both in the character of his genius and of his religious opinions, and that
he was more of a fanatic in his insane philosophy, than of a deliberate
propagator of irreligious doctrines.

« I think ——'s work, from the samples I have seen, injudicious, and
open to much censure * * *  This is a matter, however, in which I
take little interegt, for I have lived in the literary world long enough to
avoid every thing approaclling to literary squabbles, and would as soon
fight with my fists as with my pen.

“ Mr. cannot, I suppose, refuse you the explanation which you
have & right to require, which must place you rectus in curia with all but
those who are afflicted with the incurable blindness of those who will not
see. But these gentlemen’s unfortunate ophthalmia is never of an infectious
nature, for common sense and honest truth always finds its own level.
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“ [ am happy you placed it in my power to do any thing which can be
in the least degree of probable use to you. T will engage that Lockhart
acts as a man of honour ought to do.  As to Blackwood's correspondents,
there is too much horse play in their raillery to conciliate my entire ap-
probation, but such as I know, are men incapable of more than jocular
mischief, and, I am sure, would never misrepresent you voluntarily in so
painful a particular. ‘

« I am writing in our bourt, with all the tumult of the bar on one
side, and the respectable prosing ofsthe bench on the other, and beg,
therefore, that you will excuse all verbal errors, and believe me,

¢ Your faithful, humble servant,

“ WaLTER Scort.”
« Edinburgh, February 1"

It is probable, as already intimated, that the hostility I had anticipated
was never meditated ; it is certain that no attempt was ever made to
carry it into execution ; in either case, this admirable letter proves how
completely its writer could sequester his mind, amid all the distractions
of the forensic Babel ; while it adds one more to the innumerable in-
stances of his ready and cordial benevolence whenever he could confer a’
favour upon a “ brother scribbler.”

With an unspeakable interest had I contemplated the architectural
reflex of Sir Walter’s mind in the mansion of Abbotsford ; 1 had visited
his study, and sat in the very chair wherein he composed some of his im-
mortal works: | had conversed with him in his intellectual might, had
seen him in his social happiness, had Lecome acquainted with him while
he could yet enjoy the living apotheosis of a world's homage. Alas!
and must 1 repeat the heart-rending words applied to the dementated
Southey—* A few years more and all was in the dust!”—Yes; another
and a still more distinguished writer, was doomed to the most terrible, the
most awful visitation with which our nature can be zfilicted. Ile became
an intellectual wreck, sinking from a godlike man into mere anthropo-
morphism.  Yet, how majestically did he become exalted, even by the
circumstances that shattered his fortune and lis mind, making his very
ruin enhance his glory ! 'With a chivalrous, an almost romantic sense of
honour, he sold himself into slavery that his ereditors might be free from
Joss. With a maguanimity that may well be termed sublime, he sacrificed
health, happiness, sanity, and eventually life itself, to fulfil engagofhents
for which he had been rendered legally responsible by the misconduét and
insolvency of others. .

While hopes were yet entertained tkat his mental alienation might
only be temporary, the writer of these notices published ¢ An Invoca~
tion,” of which, pleading his licence as a Graybeard and a Gossip, he will
repeat the introductory stanzas.

* Seirrrs ! Intelligences | Passions ! Dreams !

Ghosts ! Genii | Sprites !

Muses, that haunt the Heliconian streams !
Inspiring lights,

‘Whose intellectual fires, in ScoTT combined,

Supplied the sun of his omniscient mind.

Ye who have o’er-inforni’d and over-wrought
His teeming soul,

Bidding it scatter galaxies of thought
From pole to pole,

Enlightening others till itself grew dark— -

A midnight heaven withoutz one starry spark ;—

-]
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Spirits of earth and ajr—of light and gloom,
Awake ! arise ]

Restore the victim ye have made—relume
His darkling eyes.

Wizards !—Be all your magic skill unfurl’d,

To charm to health the charmer of the world.

The scabbard, by its sword outworn, repair:
Give to his lips

Their lore, than Chrysostom’s more $¥ich and rare !
Dispel the eclipse

That intercepts his intellectual light, -

And saddens all mankind with tears and night.

Other circumstances there were immediately preceding and quickly
following the death of Sir Walter Scott, that could not fail to awaken
me]ancholi" reflections on the instability of life, and the vanity of human
wishes. The partner of his bosom was not suffered to attain old age ;
his two sons, his two daughters, and his eldest grandson, have been pre-
maturely snatched away; the fine fortune, the harvest of his genius,
which he had destined to enrich his family, is scattered to the winds ; and
the mansion which he had built up with so fond a magnificence, hoping that
his descendants for many a generation might oceupy it with becoming splen-
dour, is silent and untenanted! Not over generous have been some of the
remarks, sadly trite and misplaced have been most of the Jeremiades elicited
by this combined mortality and disappointment. When the gilding disap-
pears from the shrine at which a Mammonite kneels, it becomes instantly
unhallowed and disenchanted in his eycs, and there can be little doubt that
Sir Walter’s reverse of fortune lowered him in the estimation of those
sordid worldlings who respect merit only so long as it is prosperous and
wealthy. DPossibly there were others whose jealousy was not ungratified
by the downfall of the master spirit, which had eithér thrown them com-
pletely into the shade, or had made them ¢show like pigmies.” These
were the carpers and cavillers who now went about, either venting cut
and dried quotations from the moralists and satirists, or sapiently exclaim-
ing, *“ How strange that a man like Sir Walter, with a world-wide repu-
tation, should ruin himself in the pitiful ambition of becoming a Scottish
laird ! What covetousness, what insatiable avarice, in insisting upon a
share of the publisher’s, and even of the paper-maker’s profits, until he
wasg, dragged into the partnership by which he was finally ruined. What
an ey »mplification of the dog and the shadow! What a lesson for the
man “who grasps, aud grasps till he can hold no more?’”

Oh, for the pen of Milton, that I might lash, as they deserve, these
“‘apes and